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T was the eve of the New Year, the Year of Grace 1892, and Mr. Punou, musing de.ply upon the manifold duties opening 
upon him with his opening Volume, nodded over his cigar, drowsed, and dreamed a dream of the Old Days and of the New, 
“ in visionary vagueness strangely blent.” The substance of that suggestive Vision he thus dranatically sets forth :— 


Scene—Lastcheap. A Room in the Boar’s Head Tavern. Enter Prince ALuert Epwarp and Mr. Puncu. 

Prince. After you, Mr. Puxca! 

Punch. Though you be but Prince of Waxes, yet are you the King of Courtesy! 

Prince. Well quoted, i’ faith! Verily this shadowy precinct smacks of antiquity, and suggesteth Shakspearian tags. 

Punch. To a Prince of Waxes, and his fidus Achates—naturally ! 

Prince. Yet art thou no Porns! 

Punch. No more than thou art a madcap Prince Hat. 

Prince. Thou art perfect! The brain of this foolish-compounded clay, Man, is not able to invent anything that tends 
to laughter more than thou inventest. “ At the old place, my Lord, in Eastcheap.” How real it seems! Mahatmas could 
not outdo this, though they re-incarnated in all his tun of flesh the Fat Knight of Saax+peane’s virile fancy. One fancies 
| one can hear the shout for “ Fraxcis!” the drawer's cry of “ Anon, anon, Sir!” the shrill addition of the irate treble of 
Dame Quickcy, and the stertorous snore of Sir John Sack-and-Sugar from behind yon faded phantom arras ! 

Punch. Would we could, would we could! I am of all humours that have show'd themselves humours, since the old 
days of goodman Apaw to the pupil age of this present twelve o'clock at midnight ; but, by my faith, the humour of the frolic 
Fat Knight Prince. Hist! What is’t that fetches breath so hard ? 


Enter Shade of Faustary from behind the Arras. 

Punch. Welcome, Jacx. Where hast thou been? Ba 

Falstaff. A plague on all spooks! say I. Give mea cup of sack, an ye love me. Is there no hospitality extant ? 

Punch. Wherein is he good, but to taste sack and drink it? 

Falstaff. Ah, art there? What doth Gravity out of his bed at midnight ? 

Punch. Looking for Levity, who, at holier hours, may hardly be encountered within the precincts of Cockcrowdom. 

Falstaff. Fairly answered, i’ faith. Well, if sack and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked: If to be old and merry 
he a sin, then thou, Ponos, art but a latter-day plump Jack thyself. 

Prince, Bating the grossness, and retaining the humour without the humours, thy comparison is not so wholly unapt, | 
Sir Joun. | 
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Falstaff. Sweet Prince, | kiss thy neif! Body o’ me how are times changed, and Princes with the times, and 
Prince's Companions with Princes. No marvel i’ faith, that heirs-apparent are so improved, when such a Momus and Mentor 
in one as Puxcu supersedeth such a Silenus-Mercury as poor old tun-bellied, pottle-pot-loving, though loyal, jocund and jape- 
enjoying Jack Fatstarr.' 

Prince. Traly, Jack, we have, as it were, bought thine ancient desideratum, “ a commodity of good names.” 

Falstaff. Indeed, you come near tome now, Hat,—beshrew me, I should say ALsent !—I was, if a man should speak 
truly, but little better than one of the wicked. A Lord of the Council of your day,—of the County Council to wit,—would 
indeed rate me roundly, had he the chance, a McDoveatt having little more understanding of wild wit than a Ssaatiow of 
civic wisdom. Howbeit I can appreciate a Prince—a true Prince and a dutiful withal—who layeth foundation-stones in lieu 
of plots with Porxs, who openeth exhibitions instead of bottles. Yet would I fain bibe to thy Jubilee—together with that 
of Mr. Puxcu which it so closely follows—~in a cup of that same rememberable sack, my Prince! 

Prince. Fifty years or so of ceremonials, Fatstary! Trust me, I am sometimes exceedingly weary, a little out of 
love with my greatness, and inclined, amidst the sparkle of champagne and —and, loyal addresses, &c., to remember, like my 
predecessor, the poor creature, small beer ! 


_—-- 





Falstaff’, Why, that’s my Prince! What say’st, Mr. Puxcu, smacks not that avowal of a larger humanity and, a | 


freer humour than courtiers and County Councillors can compass? Whence hath he it, this Horatian heartiness, this 
Terentian catholicity ? 

Punch. Partly from the kindly dower of Mother Nature, partly also from the humorous humanities of that same 
Momus-Mentor of whom you spake erewhile, Sir Jomx, though I say it who 

Prince Has the best right to. He hath a good wit, Sir Joux, not—as thou saidst of Porys’s—as thick as 
Tewksbury mustard, That's why the Prince doth love him so! That, Sirrah, is the humour the Prince is of ! 

Falstaff. Very singular good! I would fain share his wit, his conceit, with thee, Prince, as Madcap Hat did mine 
of old. 

Punch. And shall, Sir Jomx, an it please thee. I have devised matter enough out of this half-year’s doings, to keep 
Prince Hat—and thee—in continual laughter the wearing out of six passions, and ye shall laugh without intervallums. Oh, 
you shall laugh till your face be like a wet cloak ill laid up! 

Falstaff. Despatch then, I prithee, Puson, for, by this chill, cock-crow approacheth, and I must unwillingly hence, 
from well-loved ancient haunt, and well-liked new company ! 

Punch. First then a Jubilee Health, and Long Life to our Visible Prince, to his Pearl of Princesses, to his happily- | 
recovered younger son, and—with three times three—to his newly-betrothed elder one, and his English Merry May! !! 

Falstaff. “ The heavens thee guard and keep, most Royal imp of fame! God save thee, my sweet boy! My king, my | 

| 








love! I drink to thee, my heart!” 

Prince. Best thanks to ye both! 

Punch. Secondly, Tostas mine, illustrate once again the Mysterious Magnetic Force of the Great Fleet Street 
Magnate, the force that raises and cannot be resisted, the power that sways and is not swayed. Present, Tony, both to the | 
Prince and the Knight a copy of my 


One Hundred and First Volume!!! 


| 
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Notice. MR. PUNCH’S JUBILEE 
will be celebrated by the publication of a Special Extra Number to be 
given with the ordinary current number for the week ending July 18th. 





; a ee .™ , i 
4 7 5 


‘SZONS3d SBSHUHL 390d 


> 
< 
QO | 
ec | 
>| 
nl 
< 
7) 
_ 
cx 
WwW 
> 
Ww 
Qa 
WwW 
=z ii 
n 
4 
ao 
2 
a 


a oP bY OL Us 


~ v » SS 
‘. og 

Sa an |) 

ee is 
" ) | 

at ‘ Se \) y 
a oon, P ‘e — , 

i? fa 

n/ 


ih? \ ] ite sa yf iM] 


Phe’ 6 





\ 


, 
wanl® *& 
~~ . 
Ast 
4 


Vl 





LONDON. 7s 


“The Cosmopolitan 


Apollinarts ria 


BRITISH MEDICAL JonRWAL. 











Registerea at the General Post Office as a Newspaper. 

















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Jutr 4, 1891. 





THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 18265. 
Accumulated Fund, 74 Millions Stg. 


= 
o id 
6 = 
~ a 
5 D 
c —_ 
a. = 
m 
c =z 
oO = 
a 





EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 83 King William Street, E.0. 
; 8 Pall Mall East, 6.W. 
- UB Li IN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
hea & fou ies in India oe Cm | the Colonies. 





“JOHANNIS” 


KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
CHARCED ENTIRELY WITH WATURAL CAS. 
Prevents Gout, Rheumatism, and 

Indigestion. 
Mixes equally well with Wines, 
Spirits, or Milk. 


N t licinal, bet an agreeable health-promoting 
rev erage 


PLIED AT ALL FIRST-CLASS HOTELS, 
AND RESTAURANTS 
Cases of 60 Pints, 186, including bottles. 
JOHANNIS SPRINGS, Lid., 
ZOLLHAUS, GERMANY. 


Wwotesate Broare 


t%a, WHARF ROAD, CITY ROAD, LONDON 


Sarno 
wallp.o 


INSTEAD OF A QUILL. -—— 


FLYING 
SCOTCHMAN 





_— MACNIVEN & CAMERON, 


Waverley Works, Edinburgh. 


EDWARD PARRISH by contract transferred the 
snufacture of his Syrwp to Sarine & Bows. The 
1 sblic are cautioned that a number of inferior 
tations (differing in composition) are 4 as 
Parrish 6 To obtain the original p tion 
sold for the last a by Seurms 
purchasers should ask 
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\RECT FROM 


SQUIR E & SONS, 
Her Majesty's Chemista, 


413, OXFOR D STREET, LONDON. 
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NON-MERCURIAI the BEST and SAFEST 

ARTICLE for CLEANING SILVER, ELECTRO. | 

PLAT! &e IX GOLD MEDAIS awarded 
‘ ud cverywhere, in Hoxes, bs bs. Gdl., amdl ds. Ged 
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CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 





AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Daiy Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 














TURKISH PASTILS 


“ Through all my travels few things as 
tonished me more than seeing the Beauties 
of the Harem smoking Narghilés at stam | 
boul. Aftersmoking a sweet arumatic Past)! | 


MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


DRESSING BAGS, 


bat once in Burope, at Pisses & Lowin's 
Bhop."—Lady W. Mont 


Ladies who admire a’ Breath of Flowers” 
should takea Pastil inightand $y, 





MADE WITH BOILIN @ Ww — 


OUTFITS. E P P S ’ S 


“URL CRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


Messrs 
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for a Ls : very | 
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BOYS’ — you THs: 








SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


SCHOOL 














pt sh, = Pleased to MADE W =e aes JING MILE. 
Revreoeect zmis'*| MUDA VERITAS HAIR RESTORER. 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH? 
Nuda Veritas—Naked Truth. 


men, Roys, or 5 
together with their 
new litosrnarep Cata- 

Loevur, containing about 
400 vings This 
furnishes details of the | 
v 8 departments, 
with Price Lists, &c 


BLIss’s Chipping Nor- 
ton Riding and Euiting 
Tweeds, Cpevtess, 


For 25 years it has 
never failed 2 to rapid 
restore grey or tad mf 
hair, either’ = youth 
or age. 

It arrests failing 





causes lexuriast 












growth, is rmanent, 
|, &e. ‘ = perfectly harm- 
Avery a . 
of the juctions © jis - cases, 10s. 6d.; of 
a ~ this ae , , ’ A yi all Hairdressers and 
Brew” Sorr. always kept in stock. ‘ CDSS! Chemista. Circulars on 
B = application. 
Merehant Tailors, Outfitters, &c., 65 & 67, Ler »G ‘at | . sale Agents: R. HOVENDEN & SONS, 
1 3 —— St.. W 


Mur, LONDON, EC Workshops om 8t. ; and 91-95, City Road, Ec 
Ludgate 


wil; and 46, Gray's Inn Road 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLISH. 


THE OLDEST AND BEST. 


“Tae Queen ” (the Lady's Newspaper) “ feels no Purveyor to H. M. the King of Holland 
hesitation in recommending it.” Sole Agents R. HOVENDEN & SONS, London. 


Sold by Grocers, Lronmongers, Oilmen, &c. ED, 


BEDFORD 
STEEL SHEAF BINDERS 


_ LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 


fe A M A R CON STIPATION, 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 

Me NDIEN of Appetite, Gastric and 

Intestinal ee 

GRILLON. 

|B. GRELLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


SOLD BY ALL OREMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, Qs. Gad, A BOX. 








HOLLANDSCHE TANDMIDDELEN, 


| 

FOR CLEANSING THE TEETH AND 
PERFUMING THE BREATH 

| Toe Vr Elixir, 2s. 6d. per bottle. Tooth Powder, 6d 

| and per box. Tooth Paste, Clove flavour, 2s. 6d 

| Ponda rmint Flavour, 3s. per pot. Prepared by 


A. FRIEDERICH, 








Cubebs, Stramonium, and 
SAVAR’S Hy eo baa 
a uently cure Asthm: 
Bron 
Hox of 12, le. 


Threat Cough, chitia, | 
Puil directions. All iucmlate. 


Influenza. One Cigarette | 
CEES. Savarcase’s Sandal Ww oa ou | 


insures a good Ly & rest. 
Capsules, 4s. 6¢. per Hox 
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FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDOM. 













LONDON, ENG. 
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COMFORT. 
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CONDY’S FLUID. 


USED IN ALL HOSPITALS. 
CONDY'S REMEDIAL FLUID. 
CONDY’S.—A Household Word. 
CONDY’S.—In Sore Throats 
Never Fails. 
COND Y’S.—The Sovereign Cure 
for Relaxed t. 
“I find ee Condy and cold water 














farsie excellent, man being 
immediately.” “TWH Hanais. 
“It is of 


great t service as a disinfect- 
ing and Se gargle.’ 
Seaman's 


pital. 
SORE THROATS. ry Cases 
od at | ‘Once. 
“Every case on an 
improvement."’—Dr. yh 


COND Y’S.—Severe Sore Throat 
uickly Relieved. 
“TI have employed it y ith invariable 
success.""—Dr. Cuas. Bewr. | 
CONDY’S,. — ‘Cleanses Wounds | 
most rapidly.”"—Dr. Pors. | 


CONDY'S. —‘*For Irritating Dis- 
chi Th, The" Lames 
CcoNDY’s._ ** Lancet” says: 
Sth. it is not wonderfw t) Ls] 
this Fluid has been a favourite wit 
seientific and unscientific men.’ 
CONDY'S.— Everyone should read 


by eminent medical gutho- 


CONDY’S “yLUID. WORKS, 
64, TURNMILL STREET, E.C. 


SULPHOLINE 
“4 LOTION 


THE CURE FOR 
ERUPTIONS, BLOTCHES, ECZEMA, 





ACNE DISFIGUREMENTS. 
MAKES THE SKIN CLEAR, SMOOTH, 
SUPPLE, HEALTHY. 








Pourecy Vecet. 
— Harm- 
; Will re- 
= 2 to Sib, 
a Week 


Send stamp tor pamphlet. 
BOTANIC MEDICINE Co,, 3, NEW OXFORD 8t., W.0 
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URBI ET ORBL. 


Mr. Puncn returns thanks for the anticipatory con- 
gratulations on the occasion of his Jubilee, and takes 
| this opportunity of informing his friends—which means 
| Everybody Everywhere—that the 50th anniversary of 
his natal day is July 18 prox., which day Mr. Punon 
hereby gives full and entire permission to the aforesaid 
Everyone Everywhere to keep as a whole Holiday, and 
do in a general way, and to the utmost of their ability, 
| just exactly what best pleases them. PUNCH. 





THE CHANTREY BEQUEST A LA MODE DE LISLE. 


[“* Mr. De Liste wished the Government to veto any pictures purchased 
under the Chantrey Bequest that did not meet with their approval.’ — 

Daily Paper.) 
| Scene—A Studio in the Royal Academy. The President and 

several Members of the Council waiting arrival of Government 
to inspect their most recent purchase. 

President (with assumed joviality). Well, my dear Colleagues, I 
do not think exception can be taken to this composition. Simple 
and effective, is it not ? 

First Member of Council (gloomily). Oh, you never know! I 
think we ought to have opposed the admission of the Cabinet—what 
should they know about P 
| _ Second Mem. (drily). Enough to make speeches at the annual 
| ner—to which they wouldn’t come if we snubbed them. 

First Mem. What of that? 
eloquent enough to stand alone. 


I am sure the President is quite 


here comes Lord Saispury ! 
Enter the Prime Minister. 
Premier (briskly). I am sure you will forgive me if I get through 
this quickly. ( Looking at picture.) Hm! 
Epwakp the Black Prince wear his Garter ribbon in battle? I am 
sure I refrain from appearing in mine under similar circumstances. 
| (To Pres.) Do you think the Artist could paint it out ? 
Pres. I feel sure he will do everything in his power to satisfy your 
Lordship’s artistic instincts. 
Premier. Just so. 


Cordial greetings. 








Pres. (with a graceful bow). You are most kind. But, hush! 


Yes, very nice; but did | 





| Pres. (greeting new-comer cordially). Most glad to see you, my 
| dear Right Hon. Sir! 
| First Lord. Very good indeed of you to say so, but am always 
anxious to do my duty tomy Queen rm | Country. (Gazing at picture. 
Hm! Not bad! But, I say, Ido know something of yachting, and 
that isn’t the way to brace up the marling-spike to the fokesell yard 
with the main jibboom three points in a wind with some East in it! 
If I may venture a suggestion—hope Artist will paint out the gondola. 
Ta-ta! A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. (Exit. 
Pres. Well, well, I do not know what our friend will think of the 


matter, but perhaps the Hansom of Venice is a little superfluous, | 


Why here is the Home Secretary. 


[Enter that august personage—mutual greeting. | 
Home Sec. (examining picture). Yes, very nice. Just my idea of | 


what a historical picture should be! Sea-view very fair indeed, and 
I think that the suggestion of the presentation at Court is also 
extremely neat. The Black Prince, perhaps, a little near Oriven 
CROMWELL, but then that is a detail that will not challenge particular 
|attention. I like too the view of Vauxhall Gardens—very good, 
indeed! But why should a scene of this 
be laid in Charing Cross during a labour demonstration ? 

Pres. (frankly), I cannot say that I have looked up all my 
authorities, but I do not think our friend would allow himself to be 
wrong on so important a point. 

Home Sec. Well, I think it would be in better taste if the Artist 
cut out that stampede of police—it is not true to nature ! [ Exit, 

Pres. There may be something in what he says, but I do wish 
these amateurs would keep their suggestions to themselves, 

Enter ¥irnst Lonp of the ADMTmaLty. 

Pres. (cordially). My dear Lord, delighted to see you--what do 
you think of it ? 

First Lord. Hm! Yes! Perhaps! But, I say, what right has 
the Artist to put the white ensign on the top of that light~house ? 


eat historical importance | 


It’s against the regulations—they should be flying the Trinity House | 


flag—if anything. That must come out, you know—it really must ! 
{Erit. 
Pres. Silly blunder, but it can be easily remedied, Ah! the 
Secretary of State for War! (Znter that official.) Well, Mr. Stan- 
Hopr, and how do you like the new purchase ? 
War Minister (after a glance-at the canvas). Tollol. But come, 
I say, come; the lron Duke never wore a hat like that! And, 1 say, 
las it isn’t raining, why has he put up his umbrella’ In the cause 
| of historical accuracy that should not be allowed. (Exit. 
| Pres. (drily). I am afraid our friend will have enough to do. 
| (Enter the remainder of the Cabinet together), Well, Gentlemen— 
hope you approve of our purchase ? 
| é 


mainder (together), Not at all. You should have only bonght 
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[Exit n. when enter Frnst Lorp of the Treasvry, t.' the frame! -[{ Scene closes in on the consideration of this new point. 
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“MANNING THE (BACK-)YARDS.” 


Crersea, June, 1891. Four Beri(e)s. 


MR. PUNCH EXPLAINS. 

[Last week Mr. Punch congratulated King Henry's “ holy 
shade” on the Four-hundredth Anniversary of the Foundation 
of Eton College.] 

To Mr. Punch’s friendr, who think he blundered, 

In thinking Eton's years were just four hundred, 

And acted quite in error when he paid 

Congratulations to King Henry’s ‘* shade,”’ 

A word of explanation now is due, 

To show how what he stated then was true. 

The word is this—that fifty years have now 

Elapsed since Mr. Punch first made his bow ; 

And though since then with many friends he ’s parted, 

Himself he is as young as when he started. 

Just fifty years ago it now appears 

That fair Etona claimed four hundred years. 

Ungallant it had been if one had told her 

That Mr. Punch kept young whilst she grew older ! 

Yet if it is indeed the Fourth Centenary 

Or Jubilee the Ninth since holy ’EnERy 

Became the founder of a Royal College— 

Well, Mr. Punch prefers to have no knowledge. 

He only does not know—has never known a 

More worthy toast than ‘* Floreat Etona !” 


The New Crusaders. 
[‘* Kaiser Wilhelm, according to a Berlin Journal, has given his 





consent to a lottery being instituted ee the Empire ‘ for | 


combating the slave trade in Africa.’ Tic 


ets to the amount of | 


eight millions of marks will be issued, five and a half millions of | 


which will be devoted to prizes."—Daily Telegraph Berlin 
Correspondent. | 
KNIGHTS-ERRANT of earth’s earlier days, 
Might learn from WILHELM KalsER. 
They risked their lives in Paynim frays, 
We moderns have grown wiser. 
’Tis not enough by Big Bazaars 
To buttress Churches tottery ; 
We, with the dice “ financing ”’ wars, 
Conduct Crusades —by Lottery ! 








Live and Leary.—Mr. Parxryson will now probably 
admit that the foolish process known as “ breaking a 
butterfly on a wheel” may bring the breaker woe. 


| 








SHAKSPEARE AND NORTH, NOT CHRISTOPHER. 


Cotonet Nortu is popularly supposed to have been the architect 
of his own fortune, but he doesn’t seem to have profited much by 
his architectural knowledge when applied to house-building. The 


| burly Colonel—we forget at this moment what regiment is under his 
| distinguished 


command — 
has met many 
a great per- 
sonage in his 
time, but, like 
the eminent 
barbarian 


| who encoun- 
| tered a Chris- 


tian Arch- 


| bishop for the 


| Ambrose, 
| rather 





| 
| 


first time—St. 
we 
think 
it was, but no 
matter — our 
bold Colonel 
had to climb 
down a bit on 
coming face 
to face with 
the Lord 
Chief cuglies 


Ee 


C-l-n-] N-rth as Falstaf. 
L-rd C-l-r-dge as the Lord Chief Justice. 
Henry the Fourth, Part I1., Act ii., Se. 


out of Henry the Fourth! Falstaff, Colonel Norra, and My 
Lovd Cotrriper for the Lord Chief Justice. The seene might 
be Part II., Act ii., Scene 1, when the Lord Chief says to Sir John, 
as s as having power to do wrong; but answer, in 

ec 


; the | was really looking 
your reputation, and satisfy the poor woman,”—only for Pappy Rewsxr 


|“ woman,” read ‘‘architect.”” Curious that the name of GaMBLE 


should be the pre-surname of Mister Colonel Nortu’s brother. 
|What’sinaname? Yet there’s a good dealin the sound and look 
of Gamate Nortn, especially when up before the Lord Chief, whe 
must quite recently have got hold of quite a little library of useful 
knowledge. Also odd that most of Mr. Norrn’s money seems to have 
been made in the South. But ‘‘A 1,” that is, the architect 
and the gallant Mister Colonel, or Colonel Mister, left the Court; 
feeling comparatively A-Norther man. Never mind, even the 
Millionairey Colonel can’t always be lucky. 


= 


MR. PUNCH’S QUOTATION BOOK. 


I.—For Ivnrerton CHAMPAGNE, 
*‘ How mad and bad and sad it was— 
But then, how it was sweet !”—Browwnina. 
Il.—For Mr. GLapsTone. 
* Et longa canoros 
Dant per colla modos.”—VIRGIL. 
III.—For tne New Brsnor or LiIcnrrevp. 
“ Gaiter.—A covering for the leg.”~Enoiisn Dictionary. 








IV.—For a TENNIS-PLAYFR, ImpRIsonNED BY BaD WEATHER. 
“ They also serve who only stand and wait.”—MILTon. 





At Sr. James’s Hatt.—Hair Pappy Rewsk1 is a pianofortist up 
ito the time and tune of day. Knowing that L’ Enfant Prodigue 
|is now all the go, he keeps himself up to date by pens, 
| Musical Prodigy Son’s, I mean Menpetssonn’s ‘ Songs without 
Words ;” and this so eoctively, that the last wordless song he was 
|obliged to repeat, and much o liged the audience by wepesting. 
| Then the good fellar played Za Congenes, Which I eds 
Gentle Zitella The Princess Lovise, &., were there, ~ se.” 
unco ly well considering the heat. Bravo, 
! Ould Ireland for ever ! 





won, | 


| 
| 
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OFF TO MASHERLAND. 
(By Our Own Grandolph.) 
(FIRST LETTER—A.) 
| 1.—From Paddington to the first comma is a comparatively slight 
| stop. 

Left Paddington. 
started from that station. 
ideas are aa by this title, &c., &c. 
Daily Graphic.) 


Was compelled to leave Paddington, as train 
“The Great Western! ’’ What boundless 


REASONS FOR THE JOURNEY. 

Well, never mind my reasons. I had made up my mind to go. 
That’s enough. ‘‘ Marlbrook s’en va t’en guerre,” mais as MaRt- 
BROOK Junior I 
may say, ‘‘ Je 
reviendrai,.’’ 
Politics to the 
winds! or, col- 
loquially, Poli- 
ties be ed! 
I’m off to Tom 
TIDDLER,s 
round. Nice 
ellow, Trip- 
DLER. Knew 
him years ago. 
He is now a 
Limited — 
pany, “Tip- 

DLER & Co.” 


Tue Compost- 
TION OF THE 
Parry. 
Well, you 

know what it 

was once upon 

a time. There 

was A BALFour 

— be 

should 

Tue Batrovur 

—and DrumMy 

Worry, and 

De Gorstrsvs 

/ iy disputan- 

dum 
guing with Gorst’’), and self. As good a quartette, though I say it 
who shouldn’t, as ever sat down to a concerted piece, with myself as 
First Fiddle. But now -‘* Where am dat barty now ?”’—I don’t know 
if I quote correctly ; quoting correctly is not my forte. ‘‘ Dat barty,” 
suggests Wotrr ; he wen Oe ‘*barty”’ of our party, in the merry 
days of old. 
before me, a pencil, a pen, note-books 
foolscap, represent *‘ the composition’’ of our ag I must get on 
with my “compo.” Is reminds me of doing a *‘ Theme” at Eton. 
This is a holiday task. One, two, three, off !—and away! 

ALL ABROAD. 

Before I know where we are, so to speak, we have left London, 
and are at Lisbon. On the voyage Captain G. WILLIAMS suggests 
these lines, to which I append my own translation. BaLrour rather 

| behind me in Latin at Eton (I hear by private wire that he 
admitted as much in his recent speech at the fourth centenary 

eae and so, perhaps, couldn’t give the translation as easily 
as I do. Here is the Captain’s reminiscence, and my translation 
when he isn’t looking :— 
* Tile terrarum mihi preter omnes 
-—_ ridet, ubi non Hymetto 
Melle decedunt, viridique certat 
Bacca Venafro. 
“ Vir ubi longum tepidusque prebet 
Jupiter brumas, et amicus Aulon, 
Fertili Baccho nimium Falernis 


: Invidet uvis.” 
Which translated means :— 

, He, the Englishman (Angulus), beside me (that is, “sitting on deck by my 
side’) laughs at all people on shore when he is quite certain (certaf) that he 
can’t get good tobacco from VENAFER’S (a oo tobacconist). is) man 
prefers the long clay pipe, which gets so soon hot, for, by Jove, you'll burn 
yourself (brwmas), and being a friend of AvLon’s (‘‘all on,” local joke), he 
envies those who can smoke the tobacco, and doesn’t wonder that they 
go in for Falernian (classic metaphor for Cape wine). 

I think that’s pretty good for an old Etonian who could give 
Batrovr (the “‘ Four” of the Fourth ping, a four-oar without a 
steerer) a mile over any course of VrnrciL or , and beat him easily. 


(This part I’ll send to| 


pardon, | 
say, | 


(‘no ar-| 


Now—none of ’em here, and I with my ink-stand | 
alore, and any amount of | 


WHERE ARE WE Now? 


En route, called on the Bey of awn & Found him in amiable 
temper—not a bit rough. Lisbon delightful. Chatsworth not in it 
| with the smallest flower-and-kitchen garden here. Dined at the 
|‘ Brag”’—short for Braganza. Suddenly inspired—wrote drinking 


song :— 
Sancho Panza 
At Braganza, 
Quaffed no end of cup, 
But Don Quizit 
Said “ Don’t mix it— 
Let us go and sup.” 


| Have composed my own music to this—call it my musical cup-yright. 
| Shan’t publish it, for fear of pirates. No other rates at sea, except 
| pi-rates, and the rate we’re now going at—t.e., two knots an hour, 
and ties pay the dealer. Hoorah! I enclose portrait of self after the 
above symposium, carried round the town to the air of ‘* Please 





The Fifth of November anticipated in Quite Mad-eira. 


previous here, and it’s summer even in winter, an 

| nowhere, except in some other p This is the meteorol 
illogical rule, the ‘‘ Summa Lez.”” Look at my bearers! ese are 
heads of the people, eh ? Carried round town in triumph, and then 


back to the s Fe I now look upon as my native place, or the 


land of my bert 
“ONCE MORE ABOARD THE LucoER!” 

Here we are, off the Cape of Good Hope. Hopz, as you know, 
was a worthy Admiral who dis- 
covered this place; he is men- mY 
tioned by the poet as having done aN 
80; you remember— \ ‘ 

~* 


“« Hope told a flattering tale ;” 


but no one believed him. Wish 
Batrovr, Gorsty, and WoLrry 
were here, and Woxrry better 
than when I lefthim. First-rate 
place to le up health. Every 
morning I climb the maintop-gal- 
lant, plunge into the ocean, and 
out again in the blowing of a 
Bo’sen’s whistle. I dive, grapple 
with fresh lobster, bring him up 
by the tail, and before he knows 
| where he is, he is boiled and on 
my table, hot, for breakfast. Ex- 
lcellent lobster! But how he 
| changes colour at being caught 
}and boiled! Such a breakfast! 

| 


Quire a Troricat Sone! 


Something spicy atlast. Rather ! 
The ‘* Umbrella-tree” magnifi- 
| cent! Spreads out in wet weather, 
‘and folds up when it’s fine. 
Splendid specimen of the ‘* Boot- 
tree”’ lade tegumenpedis), and 
| the quaint ig Blacking - Brush 
| Plant,” which is its invariable 
|ecompanion. No time to spare, 
however—off again tothe Gran- ; 
| tully Castle, with pockets full of fruits of all kinds. Must take care 
| not to sit on them in boat. Lemon squash all very well, but a mixed 
| fruit squash in your tail-coat pocket not so ref ng. 


|to Remember,” &c. Too Novembery perhaps, but everything too 
i i winter 's 
ical or 
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CAPERING. 

There are 50,000 souls and as many bodies in Cape Town. Give 
you my word, it’s a fact. I may have omitted one or two, but 
saw most of ‘em through telescope before landing. There's an old 
Town House and Castle, and an Excellency for Governor; 
Museum, Library, with Manuscripts badly illuminated before the 
discovery of gas: and as good a glass of Port (called here “* Port 
Elizabeth,” after Miss ExizapetH Martiy, who first took to it, 
but didn’t finish it, thank goodness!) as you’d wish to get away 
from the Turf Club. The little boys toss for halfpence in the 
street, which impressed me with the wonderful mineral wealth of 
South Africa. Having nothing better to do, I joined them, and 
won. I lectured them on incautious play, and they said something 
in South-African, which the street Arabs here speak to perfection, 
and which, I fancy, was both flattering and apologetic. Called on 
Crect, the Colossus of Rhodes, but he was absent at the time. 
Fine place, the Cape. “ Why,” I asked myself, “do our people 
go to coated , Southend, Herne Bay, and even Scarborough, when 
there is such a splendid seaside place as this to come to?” But no; 
because their people have done it before them, so they'll go on 
doing ; and, unlike yours, truly, they won't strike out a line of their 

| own. {N.B.—I must beg the Editor, when he gets this, not to strike 
| out any line of mine, as it’s business, and means advertisement. } 


Tue Opp Trex. 


Had a game of single-handed poker with one of the Trekkers, 
and beat him hollow. Not at first, of course, out of politeness ; 
but at game No. 3 he was nowhere. Bless him, I knew a “‘ trek” 
worth any three of his. He wanted to go about with me after 


“ys 
| this, but he became such a Boer (that’s the origin of our word 
| at home signifying ‘‘ nuisance ”’) that I eut him, and his pack of 
| cards too. Just off to see the Dutch races. Shall pick up a little 
coin over this. You’ll excuse my not writing any more this week, 
as | have to send a lot of stuff to the Daily Graphic, besides 
cramming and reading up for it far more than ever I did at Oxford. 
| However, the jeu d’esprit is well worth the chandelle. You don’t 
want much about local polities—do you? If so, wire ’s the word, and 
I’m there. Looking forward to see What-can-the-Matter-be- Land, 
| also Sam Best, and other old friends, with whose names, at least, 
the papers have already made you familiar. Must be off now, as I’ve 
an interview with the High Commissioner, who does all my business 
for me at the native races. Obliged to give him twenty per cent. on 
commission, and that, of course, is the reason why he has earned the 
| proud title of *‘ High,” which he now deservedly enjoys. ‘* How’s 
| that for High?” And the answer is, ‘‘ Fifteen per cent. on ordinary 
business, and twenty per cent. for a win.” Newmarket not in it 
with this place. So for the present, ‘‘ Adoo, adoo!”’ Mind you, I’ve 
got my eyes open, and this is my tip for all the country out here, 
** White to win in a few moves,” [to which I shall soon be able to put 
you wp], and “* Black not to win anyhow.” Very hot out here ; 
work, scribbling; but luckily in the Orange Free State that de- 
licious fruit can be had for the asking. Tell Gorsry that, and 


Yours ev er, 


Grancotph _ The Cxplorer. 


QUEER QUERIES.—Avrnorsare.—I should be glad to know the 
name of a Publisher of repute who would be likely to purchase for 
£1000 a first-rate Sensational Novel ? I have only written one chapter 
so far, but I have the plot in my head, and I think a really able and 
energetic Publisher would be able to judge of the work from a small 

cimen. 
Middlemarch? 1 should like to go to them.—No Jreerns. 











| will be a fierce and 


ry | 


Wotrry can use the information, if he likes, till return. Aw revoir ! 


Which was the Firm that gave Groner Error £5000 for | t 
| we have mentioned upon the Government benches. 


LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE’S DIARY. 


Billshury, Tuesday, 3rd June.—We had an immense meeting here 
last night, just to keep the enthusiasm going. We had done our 
best to get a Cabinet Minister to come down, but they all had some 
excuse or other, and we had to content our- - 
selves with Canpew, who, being an Under- 

Secretary, is the next best thing to the 

genuine Cabinet rose. VULLIAMY came 

too. A most extraordinary chap that. 

Instead of being offended at what I did 

with reference to his pro wsals for whole- 

sale illegality, he neal delivered his 

soul of what he called ‘‘ a gentle protest,” 

and declared himself ready to do all he 

could to help me to counteract the effects 

of my own obstinacy. There was con- 

siderable difficulty, as there always is, in 

apportioning the various speeches, so as not 

to leave,any of the important local ~—_ 

out of the proceedings. First of a 

TOLLAND, as Vaslenen opened the pro- Free snd Independent 
ceedings. ‘Then came a vote of confidence Elector. 

in Her Majesty’s Government, proposed by Colonel CHorKLE, and 
seconded by Vuttiamy. To this CanDEw responded. 

Then Morrat proposed, and JeRRA™M seconded, a vote of confidence 
in me, to which, of course, I responded. Old Dicky Drxes proposed 
a vote of thanks to the Chairman. This was seconded by iar, 
and after a few cordial words from Tottanp, the gathering broke 
up. On the whole, everything went off extremely well. VuLLIamy’s 
speech was a masterpiece. He said :— 

“T turn from the laneer questions of public policy to the private 
concerns of the borough of Billsbury. On previous occasions I have 
had an opportunity of saying what I think of your Candidate, Mr. 
PattLe. I have known him for years. Ever since I first met him, 
I have been more and more struck by the extraordinary intelligent 
interest he takes in political matters. His views are enlightened, his 
judgment is sound, and his eloquence is of so high an order as to 
ensure to him a brilliant success in the House he is destined to 
adorn. But what chiefly commends him to my regard and to yours, 
is the honourable uprightness of his character. The contest here 
etermined one; but, thank heaven, with such 
a Candidate as yours, it will be kept free from all personal bitter- 
ness, and will be conducted in such a way that no breath of 
suspicion will rest on the absolute and scrupulous legality of every- 
thing that may be done. The conscience of the people demands this 
of the candidates who may appeal to its suffrages, and, speaking as 
an old man, I can only say that I rejoice to see those who are yet 
young bearing themselves so wks. 4 and maintaining the great 
traditions which have made of England the greatest and proudest 
nation in the world, and have advanced Billsbury to a position of 
glorious prosperity which other towns strive in vain to approach.’’ 

This from VuLLiAmMy was splendid, considering that PT had fol- 
lowed his advice, I should have steeped myself in illegality. But 
the cheers that greeted the speech were deafening, the most enthu- 
siastic coming from Morrat, Biissop, and Jerram, who had urged 
my compliance with VULLIAMY’s suggestions. 

Wednesday, June 4th.—The Meteor is furious about our meeting 
yesterday. It says, in a leader :—‘‘ Do these gentlemen suppose that 
the froth blown by them over the addle-pates who cheered their 
speeches is likely to shake sir Tuomas Cuunsson from the secure 
position in which the affection of the Billsbury public has enthroned 
him’? We have nothing to say against Mr. PatriE except this, that 
his youth, combined with the ridiculous immaturity of his views, 
helenae disqualities him for the responsible post to which his 
foolish ambition aspires. Let him go back to the briefs, which 
the vivid imagination of his supporters pictures as crowding his 
table in the Temple. Let him join debating societies, and learn how 
to speak in publie; let him eat, drink, and be merry in London; 
let him, in fact, do anything except run the head which flattery has 
turned against the sturdy stone of Billsbury Liberalism. We give 
him this advice in no unfriendly spirit. Let him be wise in time, 
and take it.” 

The Guardian is of course jubilant. ‘* Never,’ it says, “has it 
been our lot to hear the magnificent principles of our cause expounded 
with an eloguence so convincing. Mr. Carpew spoke, as he always 
does, with that sturdy good sense which has not only made him 


” 


|a redoubtable foe in the House of Commons, but has endeared his 
{name to the masses of the English people. Mr. VULLIAMY a 


in 
showed himself a master of the great questions of finance, and held 
his audience enthralled while he contrasted the futile extravagance 
of Liberal Governments with the wise, but generous economies, 


|established by those who now hold the reins of Government. Our 


popular and eloquent Young Candidate, Mr. Patrie, showed himself 
not unworthy to take his place side by side with the two great men 
Rarely has any 
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meeting displayed greater enthusiasm and unanimity. Our wretched 
opponents may well hide their diminished heads. Another nail has 
been struck into the coffin of the Cuussons, and the rest of the gang 
whom the unfortunate apathy of the Conservatives, at the last 
election, permitted to rise to high places in Billsbury polities. 
They have earned their doom. Sic omer tyrannis |” 

ere’s a curious paragraph in a little weekly sort of Society rag 
published in Billsbury. It says:—‘* Mr. Patrie has prolonged his 
stay in Billsb for some time. Can it all be politics? I say 
odin But others have been h to whisper nothings which are 
sweet. What price bonnets?” I sup the idiot means to hint 
that there ’s rpc Oe puta me and Miss Peyrotp ? Hope Mary 
won’t hear of this rubbish. 





MODERN TYPES. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Own Type Writer. ) 
No. XXVI.-THE LADY SHOPKEEPER. 


Lapres who, in order to correct the inequalities of fortune, or to 
counteract a spendthrift husband, have betaken themselves to the 
keeping of shops, form a large and rapidly-increasing body. In 
times so ancient as to be scarcely within the memory of a juvenile 
dowager, it was held by the high dry exponents of aristocratic 
privilege that to touch , even when it proffered a bag of money 
in a well-gloved hand, was to be defiled beyond the restoring power 
of a Belgravian Duchess. To be sure, even the highest and the driest 
of these censors contrived to close an indulgent eye when a moneyless 
scion of nobility ys to prop his tottering house by rebuilding it 
upon a commercial foundation, and cementing it with the dower of 
a ‘‘tradesman’s” daughter. But if these blameless ones, whose 
exclusive dust has long since been consigned to family vaults with 
appropriate inscriptions, could have foreseen the dreadful inroads of 
the tradin _— if ina moment of prophetic rapture ae 
have wate the painful decay of caste which permits a lady to 
dabble in bonnets, to toy with the making of fancy frames, to cut 
dresses almost like a dressmaker, and, horror of horrors, to send in 

| bills to her customers, surely they would have refrained from the 

| tomb in order to stem the tide of advancing demoralisation. But 

| they are dead, and we who remain are left to deal as best we may 
with the uncompromising spirit of the age. 

It is absolutely essential to the proper production of a Lady Shop- 
keeper that she should have been at one 
time both affluent and socially distin- 
guished. If to these qualities she can 
add the supreme advantage of good looks 
and a wale demeanour, her career is 
certain to be a prosperous and a rapid 

| one. If, finally, she has been mated to 
a husband who, having long ago spent 

| his own cash, contrives in a short time to 

| run a best on record through 
hers, if he is a good fellow of 

| a sort, with a capacity for 

making friends which is as 

large as his generosity in 4 

staking money, she may be 

sure that no element will be * 

wanting to her success, It 

is of course unnecessary that 

she should have served any 

equsontionsbee to the trade 

that she ultimately adopts. 

When, after some glittering 

seasons of horses and foot- 

men and brilliant parties, the 

crash comes upon the hittle 

household, her friends will 

| be called into council. Some 

| will recommend a retired 
life in a distant suburb, where it is currently reported that £250 
a year may be made to play the part of £2,000 in the heart of May 
Fair. Others will hint t governesses have been known, after 

| years of painful labour, to lay by a sufficiency for a short old 


age ; others, again, will dive into the storehouse of their reminis- | 


cences, in order to produce for inspection the well-known example 
of a colonel and his wife, who defied both the fates and the rheu- 
matism in the modest pension of a Continental watering-place. 


advice that a shop should be started, a nom de commerce adopted, 
and a circle of friendly customers be acquired by discreet advertise- 
| ment. After these matters have been decided, but not till then, it 
becomes necessary to determine to what special branch the talents 
of the prospective Shopkeeper are to be devoted. At last even this is 
jocomptinbe .and in a few months more the world of fashion may 
learn by private circular or public paragraph, that a new competitor 





could | 


All| 
these suggestions, however, are eventually put aside in favour of the | 
t 


| 
| for its favours has been launched into commercial activity under a | 


sweetly symbolical name. 
After this everything depends upon the Lady herself. 
| everything will go swimmingly. Friends will rally round her, and 
she may perhaps discover with a touching surprise that the staunchest 
thought the least. 


But a suecés d’estime is soon exhausted. nless 


At first | 


and truest are those of whom, in her days of brilliant Eoegerity, she | 


| she conducts her business on purely business lines, delivers her goods | 
| when they are wanted, and, for her own protection, sends in her | 


| accounts as they fall due, and looks carefully after their payment, | 


her customers and her profits will fall away. 


assist 





| the reward of those who face the world without flinching, and fight 
| the battle of life sturdily and with an honest purpose. Some painful 
moments mor fall to her lot. It may be that in a crowded assem- 
blage of wealth and fashion she may see one of her masterpieces in 
the dress-making art torn into shreds under the clumsy heel of a 
Cabinet Minister, or a Duchess ma indly in her hearing 
of her latest devices in floral , some brainless 
nincompoop may, in his ignoranee of yeast aspersions 
on the general character and beha of keep shops. And 
it may be that friends, after a prolonge Of non-payment, will 
desert her, and speak ill of her . But she will be able to 
console herself for these and similar bitternesses by the knowledge 
that on the whole the world honours who battle against ill- 
fortune without complaint far above the needy crowd of spongers 
who strive to batten without effort on the ¢rumbs that fall from the 
tables of the rich. 


ROBERT ON THE HEMPERER’S VISIT TO THE CITY. 


_WELL, we are jest a going for to have a fine time of it in the old 
| Citty, we are! On the werry tenth of next month, which this year 


ion, 











2 j But if she attends | 
— to business herself, or engages a good business woman to | 

er, and orders her affairs in accordance with the dictates of | 
| a proper self-interest, she is almost certain to do well, and to reap | 


happens for to be Jewly, we area going for to receeve to Lunshon, | 


|quite in a frendly way, the Hemperer and the Hempress of al! 
|GeRMANY, not forgitting Hellygoland which 
| we so kindly guv ’em larst year, and, in addi- 
shun, about twenty other princes and Cesses 
| from differing forren parts, as has all 
| for to cum at the same time to do ’em honour, 
and as if that wasn’t quite enuff for one day 
the noble Prince of WHates, and the butifu 
Princess of WHALEs, and all the Royal Family, 
will be werry much ‘‘ hall there”’ for to re- 
ceeve ’em and shew ’em praps the luvlyest 
site in Urope, wiz., the butiful Gildhall made 
into a bower of roses, and covered with reel 
dammarsk tablecloths from top to bottom, 
and them all covered with such a fairy-like 


Lunshun as makes my pore old mouth water ony jest to think | 


upon! .There’s one thing as I’m_ afraid as His Himperial 
Madjesty will be werry angry at, and that is, as they ain't a 
oing for to make him free of the Citty, which is one of them grate 
Seamere as all the celibryties of the World pines for. Brown says 
it ain’t commy fo, as the French says, but Brown don’t know 
pe tho’ he is a trying his werry best to learn a few German 
wort 

little sour krowt. 
sauer! I ain’t not a pertickler 


shoud be artily ashamed of sich a blunder as that. 


s in case the Hemperer asks him for sumthink to eat, such as a | 
The best of the fan’ is that he acshally spells sour, | 
good speller myself, but I reely | 


The pore Committee, as has to see to hewerythink, begins for to | 
look jest a little pail and worryed—and who can wunder at it, for | 


I’m told as they is amost torn to peaces with applications for Tickets, 
tho they ony has two a-peace for their friends, and won’t have on¢ 
for theirselves, bat will have to walk about all the time of the 
Luneh, with their long sticks of office, to see as re oe d 
theirselves is nice and cumferal, and got plenty to eat. and drink. 
And, torking of drink, jest reminds me of the tasting Committee, 
pore fellers! who has got for to go to all the werry best Wine sellers 
in the Citty, to taste all their werry wines, and decide which, of 
every kind and description, they shall select for their himperial 
royal gests. Why it’s amost enuff to give ’em all hedakes for the 
rest of their nateral lives. 

I don’t know of any further arrangements as is quite finally settled, 
so praps | may have jest a few lines to add nex week. LOBERT. 





QUEER QUERIES.—A Frmsr Reaprxe.—Would some person 
kindly inform me of a good Recitation for a Smoking Concert’? | 
have been asked to recite “ something telling” after the annual 
banguet of a Club of local Licensed Victuallers. I am thinking of 
the First Book of Paradise Lost, Or would parts of The Excursion 
| be more likely to create a fuses ? I have never recited in public 
| before, and feel rather doubtful of my ability to “‘hold” the 
| Victuallers.—WiILLIne To OBLIGE, 





xcept | 
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GENTLE SATIRE. 


"Enz ’s a O_p Cove out Recorn-BreakIne ! 

















“THE DILEMMA.” 
(An old Irish Story newly applied.) 


[On which horn of the dilemma will the Glad- | 


"—Mr. Chamberlain, in 
lace 


stonians elect to stand? 
his controversy with Sir W. Harcourt on the 


of Home Rule in the Gladstonian programme. 


Faithful Unionist Sentry, loqguitur :— 
Farra! yes, a dilemma, no doubt, is the thing 
To stagger Big Bounce, in a fashion Socratic. 
I fancy I know how to plant a sharp sting, 
The success of my bayonet-play is emphatic. 
Remember a picture I once cet to see, 
A Pompeian sentinel at a portal, 
And “ faithful to death” though fire 
threatened. That’s Me! 
As my country’s defender, 
immortal. 
Yes, the — ‘I's réle suits my style acted 
we 


my fame is 


‘Ido mas w draw him. These ramparts are 


fat 
The enemy won't find me napping or nod- | 


But what I most like as I do sentry spell, 


Is the fine opportunity offered for—prod- | 


ding 
I watch like a lynx, as a sentry should do, 


With an eye like a hawk, and a smile sweet | 


as syrup ; 


But when there’s a chance for a thrust—| 


i 


whirraroo ! 
My bayonet-point is agog for a stir up! 


Jor, the Sooty, you know, like Joe Bagstock, 
a sl y, 
Ay, * devilish sly,” 
profanely. 
That swashbuckler H-xc-rt now, swaggering | 
there why, 
The big wanty Bobadil ’ s acting insanely. 


if I may speak | 


But a we ’re old comrades he cheeks 
me. ‘* Woa, Emma! 
As cads used to shout. I extremely incline 
To tickle him up with—a two-horned 
Dilemma ! 
“Well, Writ1am, what cheer?” He is 
struggling out there 
With a—Snark; ‘tis a Boojum which 
shortly may vanish. 
Like ny stein’s, his is a Monster, I 


fea 
He would - did he dare-be delighted to 
That big 7 i errnens ” Bogey, my Bobadil, 


a handful ” with which you are destined 
© struggle, 
Whi “darkens your days as it haunts all 


ur dreams ; 
Whith y. you cannot get rid of by force or by 

juggle. 

You're got —— » you say | ? Well, then, bring 
him along ! 

Ha! ha! Says ‘‘he can’t!” That’s ex- 
ceedingly funny ! 

It is pe hard when your 


captive”’’s so 


He an t do your bidding for love or for 


money. 
| Like Samson he leads his Detrian a dance, 
a, Heh 8 prisoner—all know the old 


He won't give his captor a ghost of a chance. 


Such “ prisoners” do mar their conqueror’s 
glory. 


** Well, leave him behind, then, and come on | 


alone !” 

‘* Captive won’t let you?” 
just what I told you! 
Your trophy, ‘*‘ Home Rule,” 

grown ; 
He’s got 
he will hold you. 
Tis Pappy’ 8 Dilemma all over again, 
Only you ’re the true Part. 
it or leave it. 


Eh! That ’s 


vain ; 


has an incubus 


ou, my friend, and, my faith, 


| 
| 
| 
} 
| 


You can’t take | 


Your triumph was futile, your struggles are | 
Mine’s the Sentinel’s eye, and you cannot | 


deceive it. 
[Left chortling, but still ‘‘ on duty.” 








“NOTHING SUCCEEDS LIKE”’— 
SUCCESSION ? 
“ Supply—Army Estimates.” 


Genera Fraser—not a phraser clearly — | 


Military grumbling vents sincerely ; 
House won’t listen, and the cruel Zimes 
Summarised his tale of woes and crimes, 
As—great Cmsan!—‘‘ a few observations.” 
TANNER, always great on such occasions, 
Intimates that it is his impression 
Soldiers are ‘* succeeding in succession ’ 
In the interest of more Expense. 

Well, ‘‘ economists” make stir immense, 
But in spite of most Draconic manner, 
Hardly ever seem to sare—a *‘ tanner.” 
So that one is prone to think indeed, 

In succession they do not—‘* succeed ! ” 





** A LEGGE UP.” 
FIELD. 





—The new Bishop of Licu- | 








—_————— ee 
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“THE DILEMMA.” 


(NEW ADAPTATION OF AN OLD IRISH STORY.) 
H-nre-rt. ‘‘ HILLO, JOE! I’VE GOT HIM!” 
Cu-wp-ri-y. ‘ALL RIGHT; BRING HIM ALONG THEN!” 
H-nre-zt. “‘ BUT HE WON’T COME!” 
Cu-mp-ri-y. ‘‘ THEN LEAVE HIM, AND COME AWAY!” 
H-rc-et. “BUT HE WON’T LET ME!!!” 
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VOCES POPULI. 
DILATORY DINNERS. 


ScenE—The Grounds of a certain Exhibition. 
evening, there has 


by a meek and youthful Guest. 


The Egotistic Amphitryon (concluding an harangue). Well, all I’ve | 
been here half-an-hour—(with a bitter sense of the 
(They seat 
themselves at one of the little tables under the verandah.) Oh, you're 
are you? It’s all the same to me, except that 
a draught here which—well, you’re young, and | 
these ae don’t affect you—or oughtn’t to. (They exchange sides.) 
er now, if we mean to hear anything 

That was the reason I expressly told you seven sharp. 
by with a 
( t, Guest.) 
I hate to hear a man say he doesn’t care what he 
| eats—he ought to care, he must care. What do you say to ne 
rim- 


| got to say is I’ve 

anomaly of the situation)—waiting about for You ! / 
going to sit that side 
there’s a confounded 


We shall have to hurry our di 
of the music. 
Here, Waiter! (Waiter presents a carte, and stands 
proud humility.) Now, what are you going to have ? 
‘ou don’t mind ? 


‘*Potage Bisque d’écrivisses; Saumon Sauce Hollandaise ; 


borions de veau farcis 4 l’imprévu ; Ducklings and green peas; New 
(Zo Waiter.) 


Potatoes; Salad”? Simple and, ah, satisfying. 
us have that as sharp as you can; 


do 0 hear ? 
ij Yes, I dell 


“aiter. Quick ? 
zem. (He hurries off. 
The E. A. Hang the fellow, 

he’s forgotten the wine! (70 
| Guest.) hat will you drink ? 

The Guest (thinks it will look 
greedy tf he suggests champagne). 
| Oh—er—whatever you’re going 

to drink. 
| The E. A. Well, 1’m going to 
| have a glass of champagne myself. 
| I want it after all this worry. 
| But if you prefer beer (consider- 
ately), say so. (The Guest, “ a 
spt 0 ropttiation, prefers 
beer.) hat’ ee could have man- 
aged a bottle of Pommery be- 
tween us, and it’s never so good 
to my mind in the pints — but 
please yourself, of course. 

[The Guest feels that his mode- 


their bread-basket. 


reasons, is entertaining his Sister-in-law, a lady with an aquiline 


nose and remarkably thick eyebrows. ; 
this sort of thing very jolly, pte inner like this in the fresh air, 
P (He rubs his hands under the table. 


eh } 
Horatia (acidly). It may be so, Avcustus, when we do have it. 
| At present we have been sitting here 
nel but fresh air and 
| Chameleon myself, why — [She fans herself vigorously. 
| Augustus. Well, you know, my dear, we were warned that the 
trout en papillotes might take some little time. I suppose (with 
mild j wlerty) —it ’s a fashionable fish—wants to come in with a 
" head penning over with curls,” as the poet says. 
Horatia. Please don’t make jokes of that sort—unless you wish to 
destroy the little appetite I have left! ; 

Augustus (penitently). Never mind—I won't do it again. Here’s 
our Waiter at last. Now we’re all right! 

[The Waiter puts a dish down upon another table, and advances 

with the air v. « fom Sriend who brings bad tidings. 

Horatia. Will you kindly let us have that trout at onee ? ? 
The Waiter (bending down to Aveustus with pity and sympathy). 


Fery sory 
bot (thinks how he can break it most gently) ve 
hier to-day, and zey haf shust dold me in ze gitchen zere is no more 
drout. Zis hote vedder ze drout, he vill nod stay ! 
Augustus (mildly), No, of 
can you —— ? 
The E. A. Here, you Kellner, come here, can’t you ? What the — 
Waiter (to Aveustus). Von minute. I gom back bresently. ~ (7 
E. A.) You vant your pill, Sir, yes? 
The E. A. (exploding). My eal! Confound it! I want some- 
thing to eat first. When is that Bisque coming ? . 
. Waiter. Ach, peg your bardon, ve haf peen so pusy all day. Your 
Bisque vill pe retty diregiy. I go to vetch him. é goes. 





af zo many beople 





On this particular 
en a slight hitch in the culinary arrange- 
ments, and the relations between the Chef and the Waiters are 
apparently strained. Enter an Egotistic Amphitryon, followed 







ration has missed fire, but dares not retract ; they sit in silence 
for some time, without anything of importance happening, | 
except that a strange Waiter swoops down and carries away | 


A Meek Man (at an adjoining table, who, probably for family | 


to dell you, esbecially after keebin you so long vaiting, | 


course not—well, let me see, now, what 


H 


Let | very soon, I ’ll 


| 
| 


You know, Horarra, I call| champagne bottle and glass of lager. 
| to dell 


minutes, and had | this, now it’s here. Afraid of it, eh ? Well, Bisque is apt to disagree 
small flies, and, as I don’t pretend to be | with some people. 


| once. 


| I suppose I shall get something to eat some day. 


is not intended as a reflection upon any of the deservedly popular 
restaurants existing at present in either exhibition. 


Horatia. Now we're farther off from getting any food than ever! 
I suppose you mean to do something, Aveustvs ? 

Augustus, Of course—certainly. I shall speak very strongly. 
(Bleating.) Waiter! | 

Horatia (with scorn). Do you imagine they wil! pay the least 
attention to a noise like a sixpenny toy? Let them see you insist 
upon being obeyed. 

Augustus. 1 am—I mean, I will—I am very much annoyed. 
(Fiercely.) Wa-ai-ter! } 

A Stern Waiter (appearing suddenly.) You vant somsing, Sir? — | 
Augustus (apologetically), Yes; we should—er—like something to 
eat—anything—so long as you can bring it at once, if you don't 
'mind. We—this Lady is rather in a hurry, and we’ve waited some 

| little time already, you see. 

_ The Waiter. Peg your bardon, zis is nod my daple. I send your 

Vaiter. Te vanishes. 
The E. A. Scandalous! over twenty minutes we've been here! 

Ha! at last! (4 Waiter appears with a tureen, which he uncovers.) 

ere, what do you call this ? 

Waiter. Groute au Bot—you order him, yes? No? I dake him 

away ! 

[He whisks it away, to the chagrin of Guest, who thought it smelt nice. 
The E. A. ms he Bisque—where is it ? and I want some wine, 

too—a pint of Pommery ’84, and a small lager. If they ’re not here 








The Guest (trying to make the best of things). Nothing for it but | 
patience, I suppose. 

The E. A. (with intention). I had very little of that left before I 
sat down, I can tell you! 

A Sarcastic and Solitary Diner. 
Waiter, could you spare me one 
moment of your valuable time ? 
(The Waiter halts irresolutely.) | 
It is so long since I had the plea- 
sure of speaking to you, that you 
may possibly have forgotten that 
about three-quarters of an hour 
ago I ventured to express a pre- 
ference for an Entrecéte aux 
yommes de terre with a_half- 
v0ttle of Beaune. Could you | 
give me any idea how much longer | 
those rare dainties may take in | 
preparing, and in the meantime | 
enable me to support the pangs | 
of starvation by procuring me | 
the favour of a penny roll, if I | 
am not trespassing too much upon 


Mey, your good-nature ? 
CYL /y [The Waiter, in a state of | 
EPL extreme mystification and | 
a alarm, departs to inform the 
anager. 
The E. A.’s Waiter (reappearing swith a small plated bowl, 


I regred fery moch to haf 
Bisque for von berson. 
bows with well-bred concern. 
uest.) Here, you'd better take 


you zat zere is only shust en 
(He 
The E. A. Confound itall! (To 





(To Waiter.) Give it to.me, and bring this | 
gentleman some gravy soup, or whatever else you have ready. (He | 
busies himself with his Bisque, while the Guest, in pure absence of | 
mind, drinks the champagne with which the Waiter has filled his 

glass.) Here, what are you doing? J didn’torder lager. (Perceives 

the mistake.) Oh, you’ve changed your mind, have you? (70 

Guest.) All right, of course, only it’s a pity you couldn’t say so at | 
(To W.) Another pint of Pommery, and take this lager 
stuff away. (Exit W.; the unfortunate Guest, in attempting to pass | 
the bottle, contrives to decant it into his host's soup.) Hullo, what | 
the—there—(controlling himself). You might have left me the soup, 
at all events! Well—well—it’s no use saying any more about it. 


[General tumult from several tables ; appeals to the Waiters, who 
lose their heads and upbraid one another in their own tongue ; 
Horatia threatens bitterly to go in search of buns and lemonade 
at a Refreshment Bar. Sudden and timely appearance of 
energetic Manager ; er oo gee apologies, promises. Magic 
and instantaneous production of everybody's dinner. Appetite 
and anger appeased, as Scene closes in, 

N.B.—Mr. Punch wishes it to be understood that the above sketch 








Leoat axp Mrerrary.—“ Ancient Lights.” —Retired Lancers. 
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MEDICINAL MUSIC, | 
(A Growl from a *‘ Quiet Street,”’) 
[* There is a disposition just now to | 
| revive discussion upon a very old subject, 
| namely the curative influence of Music in | 
| cases of mental and bodily 7 — | 
Daily Telegraph.) 
| Cumative Music ? Just as well expect | 
| An Influenza-cure from Demogor- | 
on! 
| Some dolts there be, no doubt, who 
would detect 
| Amodyne influence in a barrel- 
| organ ; 
| A febrifuge in a flat German Band 
A a lactic in a street-piano! 
| Some ery a mancan understand, | 
| But Music ll not take, even cum | 


grano. [say 

| I don’t believe what classic me 
That Music stopped the hemor- 

rhage of ULysss ; 
| That Cato’s stiffened joints attained 
ree play 

From harmony of ~— Such 
** rot’ sense hisse 

I'd just - soon believe "the Theban 





ao iH) 





Were: twangled into place by young 
ion. 


Am 
| Bah! ae naet made sane by Music's | 


an 
scrapes and squalls ? 
Not. mine, e, though the lyre-thrum- 


| aT 
fa uli, | 


| Drums, trumpets, iddles, organs— | 
all are bad. 
And vocal fireworks are far worse | 
than vanity. 
Stop, though! J’m sane, and they | 
just drive me m 
80 Music may drive idiots into | HERE, ALGY. 
sanity ! Algy. 


. NG 


‘ALL RIGHT, OLD MAN—AWFULLY SORRY 


yall i 


a 


ify 6S kilo, 
‘ 


Ly 


thie 
| jie 


alfiiité: : 
1] 


‘ eens 
Hil 6 ON fetes: al hte 





AT A SMOKING CONCERT. 


Distinguished Amateur (with good Method but small Voice, suddenly jumping up from Piano), 
I DO CALL IT BEASTLY BAD FORM FOR YOU 


** Look 
AND Sixes To TALK WHEN I'm Siwerne !” 


—DIDN'T KNOW YOU WERE SINGING, You KNow!” 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Tuesday, June 23, 12°15 a.M.—House just 
yn aon a little dazed by s ock of narrow esc ape from grievous 
Been at it thro P greater part of night. debating Second 

feline of Education Bi 
speech of fiery eloquence. The Sevrrr of Matwoop declares he 
never listens to J. A. P. without an odd feeling that there have been 
misfits. Both ata step and his gestures are, he says, too large for 

m. 
points out, is Professional jealousy angervening on 
the arrogance of excessive stature he Sevier, 
though not setting in moods of easreaity, cannot 
abear a rival in oratorical eal Held. things 
turned out differently to-night, he mi ff ~ & en- 
joyed the advantage of addressing House at this! 
favourable hour, whilst its withers were yet un- 
wrung. 

But Jotrvs ’ANNrIBAL has not studied his great | 
ancestor’s strategy for nothing. As soon as Second | 
Reading of Education Bill appeared on the pa T, 
he romped in, and put down Amendment. Needn’t 
move it ; didn’t mean to move it; doesn’t move it ; 
but he gets first place in incipal Debate of Session, | 
and shows himself worthy of it by the luminous | 
argument and almost passionate eloquence of his) 
oration. 

It wasn’t that the House was disturbed about. 
The particular incident arose a quarter of an hour 
before D midnight, when CRANBORNE pentienly is u 
and moved Adjournment of had 
bowled him others over in “oy ale a of 
the Sitting; but e was a second night, and 
the Horr of determined he would collar 

hat. Had the Motion for Adjournment been ac- 
| oe tigre, he in accordance with usage, have 
opened the ball wate the House met a -" once 
| more, fresh, and in t* mood to listen. But Joxms objected to losing 
the quarter of an bow 
, pleasantly, ‘‘ bear another speech.” 


haz can,” he said. 








JuLIvs ’ANNIBAL Picton led off with | 


But that, as ALGERNON BorTHWIcK shrewdly | t 


All right ; Cranporye only a private Member, and modest withal ; 
not the person to argue with his pastors and masters. So resumed 
his seat. If they wanted to use up the time, let some one else speak 
through the quarter of an hour. Had things been so left, the listen- 
ing Senate and the waiting world would never have heard Cran- 
BORNE in this Debate. As the Speaker gently pointed out to him, 
i» moved the Amendment he had exhausted his privilege of 
speaking. He might sustain his thesis at any length, or, being on 
his legs, might continue the Debate without insisting on his Motion 
od the Adjournment. But he must speak now, or for ever hold his 

tongue as wey as the Debate was concerned. This was awkward, but 

elp for it; so CRanBorne plunged in and talked up to midnight, 
whee the Debate stood adjourned. 
| Business done.—Second Reading of Education Bill moved. 

Tuesday.—Another night with Education Bill. Position rather 
peculiar; everyone, or nearly everyone, in state of frantic adulation 
of the measure ; and yet everyone passing the cradle in which the 
infant slumbers gives it a sly pinch. Here and there a Ministerialist 
ets up and honestly denounces a Bill embodying principle which 
Teaser vahives been led for generations to denounce. Bart.ey last 
night made capital speech in this sense. To-night LAWRENCE bluntly 
declares his regret that good Tories should be asked to support 
| principles which they, under their present Leaders, violently opposed 
| at General Election of 1885. 
| attempts to stem this growing torrent of discontent. ‘‘ The change 
of opinion on this side of the House,” he said, hitching on one side 
an imaginary wig, clutching at an im reeptible gown, and turning 
over the pages of an impalpable en gat is owing to the fact that 
circumstances and times have altered. It is the duty of states- 
men,’’—and here Apprson, like another Fat Boy known to history, 
wisibly swelled,—*‘ to adapt themselves to the necessities of the 
case. 





JENNINGS, speaking from the Bench immediate] behind Appisor, 
had no patience with this kind of argument. ix years I’ve sat 
in this House, Mr. Speaker,” he said, “ and during that time have 
seen; measures which we Conservatives have been encour ed, 
almost instructed, to denounce, cordially received by our Leaders 
and passed into law. For my » 1 cannot flourish on this 
diet of broken pledges. One might eat of it now and then, but 





when continya y invited to the same dish, it becomes a little 
monotonous.” 


Appison blandly and persuasively 





























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 


[Jury 4, 1891. 








Oty Moratrry happily out of the way of hearing all this. Gone 
off. and wisely left no address. People walking along Downing 
Street, find written over the door at the Treasury, ** Back in Ten 
Minutes.” That's all; neither date nor hour specified. Ten minutes 
roll on, and Ovp Moratiry comes not. But he sometimes com- 
municates with his most intimate friends. Have this morning a 
note from him, 

‘* | send these few lines,” he writes, ‘‘ hoping they will find you well 
as they leave meatpresent. Talking about lines, mine have fallen in 


pleasanter places than yours, or Joxrm’s chance to bejust now. Some | 


people-are inclined to deny me the faculty of humour. But I think 
the merrysgo-rounder of z 
tion Bill ig pretty well for a beginner. Everyt must have a com- 
mencement. Now I’ve started | may in time become a regular 


sePH Miter. Excuse my not mentioning my present address, | 

i solely by desire to| _ 
do my duty to Queen and Country, and to meet the convenience of | 
Hon. Gentlemen in whatever part of the House, they may sit. If | 
you want to write to me, address ‘Mr. Surrn, England.’ I have | 
reason to believe that so perfect is the machinery of the Post Office | 


| 
ind be sure that wherever I am, I am animated 
; 


inder the direction of my Right Hon. friend, that the missive thus 
directed will not fail to reach its destination.” 


Business done.—On Second Reading of Education Bill. 


Thursday.—An old acquaintance looked in at Lobby to-night. 
When he was here, we used to call him Lone Lawrence. Now he 
is one of Her Masesty’s J , and 

we must behave to him as such. 
“How're you getting on here, 
Tony ?” he said, just as friendly as if 

he were ae kes -~ : 

“As your ip pleases,” I replied, 
too old a Parliamentary Hand to be 
inveigled into familiarity by his unas- 


suming manner. 

Fact is, as, on his further entreaty 
I proceeded to explain to the learned 
Judge, we are getting on very well 
indeed. Truce been called in party 
conflict, and is strictly observed. Mr. G. 
is absent on sick leave—not keeping 
out of the way of Education Bill, as 
some will have it. O tp Moratiry 
back to-night ; came down in a penny 
*bus, in final effort to elude discovery 
of his place of recent retreat. Par- 
NELL also absent; news comes to- 
night that his business is matrimonial ; 
graphic accounts current of his expe- 
dition “‘in a one-herse vehicle” from 
Brighton to Steyning. 

** If,” says his Ludship, fresh from 
a Criminal Court, ‘“‘ he had been com- 
mitting a burglary, and was getting 
off with the loot in the one-horse 
O’Shay, he could not have taken fuller 
precautions to evade pursuit.” 

At first some doubt as to truth of story. Been rumoured often 
before. Then comes, in special edition of evening paper, the detail : 

The ceremony being concluded, Mr. and Mrs. Parwert drove 
away in the direction of Bramber, Mrs. Parner taking the whip 
and reins.” 

““Ah!” said Dick Power, “that’s Krrry, and no mistake. She 





Long L iwrence. 


always takes the whip and reins. Bet you three to one the 


trick ’s done.” 

Seurre of Matwoop faithful at his post, but he, too, observant of 
the Truce. Everyone tired to death of dullest Session ever lived 
through, and chiefly anxious to bring it to an end. 

Business done.—\n Committee of Supply. 


Friday.—In Lords to-night, Irish Land Purchase Bill read 
Second Time, after series of essays delivered by half dozen Peers. 
Point of honour not to take less than one hour in delivery. Dersy 
brought down his contribution nicely written out on quarter sheets. 
Whilst Asusournr declaiming, Dersy seized opportunity to read 
his speeeh over to himself. This all very well if he had strictly 
carried out intention, but, when he grew so interested in it as to 
mumble passages in an audible voice, situation grew embarrassing. 
At last Kiwper.tey, who sat near, gently nudged him. ‘One at a 
time, my dear Dexsy,” he whispered. “ We know you’re ac- 
= ant to dual action. Darpy and Joayx, you know; but won't 
ao bere, 

Densy blushed, and thrust manuscript in pocket till his turn 
came, when he had the pleasure of reading it aloud. 

Business done.—\rish Land Bill through Lords; Public Health 
Bill in Commons. 


ving JoxrM in charge of the Free Educa- | 





MISS NOMER., 

Now why was 
The Dancing 
Girl ever called 
The Dancing 
Girl atall? As 
a matter of fact 
she never did 
dance, and from 
last week’s ad- 
vertisements we 
find that she has 
been *‘ running 
—_ since her 

rst appearance. 
Now she’s off for 
another run in 
the provinces, 
and then back 
again. Quite a 
theatrical illus- 
tration of the 
sporting _ term 


“running in and | 


>| out.”’ And when 
che. Mr. Brrersonm 
TREE is in the provinces he is to appear as the Prince of Denmark, 


THE PURCHASE-OFFICERS’ GUIDE TO THE ARMY. 
(Arranged in Question and Answer Form.) 


Question. I may take it that the backbone of the British Army 
(especially in the time of peace) are those commissioned. warriors 
who obtained admission to the Service by paying for their footing? 

Answer. Indeed you may. 

Q. And, at the time when these warriors were admitted, I fancy 
the scientific branches of the Foree (the ‘*Gunners” and the 
‘* Sappers ”’) were rather looked down upon than otherwise ? 

A. Certainly, for you see they obtained their Commissions by 
brains, and not through money-bags. 

Q. And now you have to complain that the Generals’ Establish- 
ment has been reduced from 275 to 68 ? 

A. A scandal and ashame! For this means that only a certain 
number of us can hope to wear sashes round the waist, instead of 
hanging down from the left shoulder. 

Q. Does not promotion by selection, instead of ‘seniority, cause 
you also considerable loss ? 

A. Unquestionably. The Purchase Officer had a right to su 
that once gazetted he would go up to the top of the tree, always 
supposing he was able to pay his way like an officer and a gentle- 
man. 

Q. Is it not also sad that Officers who accept half-pay should be 
called upon to serve in the Auxiliary Forces ? 

A. Not only sad, but confoundedly undignified. 

Q. And do you not object to your condition generally ? 

A. Yes, certainly. And let me tell you the subject is the burning 
one of the hour! 

Q. And what do you think of other matters affecting the welfare 


|of the Army ? 


A. That they are merely details that can safely wait indefinitely 
the consideration of the Authorities! 


THE “WHETHER” AND THE PARKS. 


To ask The Rancer and the Right Honourable Mr. PLUNKET, or 
‘* Plunketto,” as the name appears m the opera of Marta— 


Whether there cannot be some improvement made in that 
Despondent Slough known as Rotten 
Row 4 
Whether Kensington Gardens, now 
sacred to nursery-maids and their 
charges, and a few loungers, couldn’t 
f be opened up with one or two good 
4 _ rides right across, and a few inter- 
i: if. secting Areg sa after the fashion 
5 A the = e eae ee — 
Se - relieve the monotony the Ww 
> ed which. is’ getting more and more 
more crowded every summer ? 


Rotten after every shower, and more 
Whether, as every equestrian is rightly complaining, something 
cannot be done in time for the season of 1892? 
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DESTINY, OR TO LIVE FOR THIS DAY ONLY! 


ALCHOLIC DRINKS, TOBACCO. 


Diseipline, Self-Denial the prighest 
anh Best int ay Life 

M, De S AND 7 AVERAG —“Ir oP he has not some 

4 great ‘doch, Don le religious fer art, a passion for 

Gbarity, one of nen bsorbing delights of tte soul, Re fade fistinct, begins to live 

for the day passing over his head, and appeals to satis of a gross nature, but prompt and 


certain. They will kill him perhaps, but what is it that does not in the long run killP And since 
men must mov ‘Pheer the death by whatever road they take, at not select the pleasantest; and 











what ma d be reached a little sodtiér GF @ Hittlé later? Who knows even 
whether the short cut is aot after all the best ?” 


* And such is human life, so gliding on; 
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone!” 


“What higher Aim can Man attain than Conquest 
over Human Pain?” 


H°w,2° TO AVOID THE B FNJUBIOUS EFFECTS OF STIMULANTS.—The present system of living— partaking of too rich foods, as , saccharine and fatty sub- 

alcoholic drinks, and an insufficient —— of exercise—frequently deranges the liver. I would advise all bilious people, unless they are careful to kee »p the liver acting freely, 
to exercise aeaies care in the use of sleoholic drinks, , and always dilute largely with water. Experience shows that porter, mild ales, port wine, dark sherries, sweet ¢ hampagne, 
liqueurs, and brandies, are all ap A to Soe ors nile ete hite wines, and gin or whiskey largely diluted with seltzer or other pure mineral waters, be found the lonst objectionab! 
ENO’S “FRUIT SALT.” ph any constitutional weakness of the liver ; it possesses the powers of reparation when di ion has been disturbed or lost, and places the 
invalid on the right track to to haaith. A woes is avoided by those who keep and use ENO'S FRUIT SALT,” therefore no family id ever be without it, 


és GYPT, CAIRO.—Since arrival in in August last, I enn on three occasions been attacked by fever, from which on the first I lay in hospital for six weeks, The last 
E 7 in a re we! Tw he geen of time by the use of your valuable ‘ FRUIT SALT,’ to which I owe my t health, a Fong very 


e been, however, 

least, if iteelf, Heartfelt restoration a 1s me to add my testimony, and in so doing I feel that I am but obeying the dictates of duty 

Believe me to be, Sir, gratefully yours, a Conrorat, 19th Hussars.—Mr. J Cl Exo May 26, 1883.” 

| he TO ALL LEAVING HOME FOR CHANGE.— Don't go without # bottle of ENO’S “FRUIT SALT.” It ought to be kept in every bed-room, in 

any emergency. It prevents CEA, an it in the early stages. 

FL creeruing, ent AND eee cee a STOMACH. yo suffering for nent two and a half years from severe headache and disordered stomach, and after trying almost 
STG, finding any beni, T wag fecotmended by a frien to ty your’ FRUIT SALT,’ and before I had finished one bottle I found tt doing 

me reat heat 7 oad a wis tum restored to my usual health; and others I know that have tried it é not enjoyed such good health for years.~Yours most truly, Rover 

Humpureys, +y 


er SECRET ‘OF > suCondal. —Sterling Honesty of Purpose. Without it Life is a Sham !—‘“ A new invention is brought before the public, and commands success 
A score of abominable imitations are faetenk te the unscrupulous, who, in copying the original closely enough to deceive the public, and yet not so exactly as to infringe 
upon legal rights, exercise an ingenuity that, Siroyed ncn in an poh A channel, could not fail te secure reputation and profit.’’—-Apams. 
The value of ENO’S “‘ FRUIT SALT ”’ cannot be told. Its success in Europe, Asia, Africa, 
America, and Australia, proves it. 


CAUTION.—Examine each Bottie, and see that the Capsule is marked ENS “ FRUIT SALT.” Without tt, you have been imposed upon by a 
worthless imitation. Sold by all Chemists, 


PREPARED ONLY _AT_ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, LONDON, S.E. BY J, SL. ENO’S PATENT, 


went vpoues| FF RY'S,, PURE /rabt 


Price per doz. 48/4 GO/- 72/- 120/- SOLUBLE 
mending the coma ietof Why "need trot | “2 Consider it voy tick, deliciods Goots.”"—W. H.R. STANLEY, ¥.D. 


that on no account —— Whisky be 


os 
Monti’ ni 7 G. B. a ee YY water: 


"g ¢ ghgmcownsy: | DIABETES WHISKY ‘Drink GEROLSTEIN | “ire scajety the Gucon. 


148, REGENT ST. Contains no Sugar. _Is not stored in Sherry Cask. | ND WHISKEY APTER BREAKFAST. | pewann OP IMITATIONS OF BOTH HYD 


Whisky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. | yo. DIABETES, GOUT, & EIDWEY COMPLAINTS. | D CE R OLSTEIN AND BROWN LADEDS. 
“ Certainly seems to deserve its name." —Laxerr RINK Exquisite Model. “Perfect Pit. Qusrantedd Wear 
er oes 


AND RED WINE FOR DINNER 


48s. per Doz. 
D DPER .ccs:ece eco, |Oum. CEROLSTEI 
Devonshire Square, London. 


GEROLSTEIN COMPANY, 


FRERES’|J. EXSHAW & 60/$ 9, cumarsin 
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the World. 
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“Vinolia Soap. 


PUREST. SAFEST. BEST. 


‘* An ideal Soap, delightfully perfumed.”—Chemist and Druggist. 

‘(Of unquestionable excellence, and much in favour with the profession.”’— British Medical Journal. 

** No free alkali, distinct excess of free fat. Odour delicate, and the article of excellent quality.”—Lancet. 
** Excellent from its purity, lathers freely, and is very lasting.”’— Queen. 


Floral, 6¢d.; Balsamic, 8d.; Otto Toilet, 10d.; Vestal, 2s. 6d. per Tablet; Shaving Sticks, 1s., 1s. 6d. ; Flat Cakes, 2s.; and Vinolia Shaving Foam, 1s. 6d. 




















FACE SPOTS. ECZEMA. TOILET, NURSERY. 
FACE SPOTS. ECZEMA. TOILET. NURSERY. 
FACE SPOTS. ECZEMA. TOILET. NURSERY. 
FACE SPOTS. ECZEMA. TOILET. NURSERY. 










































































FOR ITCHING, SUNBURN, INSECT BITES,|' FOR TOILET, NURSERY, TENDER FEET, 
FACE SPOTS, &c. | &e. 
“ For acne spots on the face, and particularly for eczema, it is undoubtedly “ Superseding, the old toilet powders, which sre apt to cause acne spots en 
fiicacious, fre ly healing erupti d i imples in a few da’ : 2 99 is nial oe 
he pe siden ah enee m Baby. eR 8 REET Te the face by blocking up the pores of the skin.""—Lady’'s Pictorial, 
1s. Od., 3s. 6d., and 6s. per Box. ls. Od., 3s. 6d., and 6s. per Box. 
FIRE-PROOF AND BURCLAR-PROOF STRONG ROOMS 
To Let, from 8S to 90 Guineas. 
THE == TITLE DEEDS, 
CHANCERY =3 ——— : JEWELLERY, 
SS : = ===> and 
SAFE DEPOSIT | ~~ —: = * —_ = —= = SSS = VALUABLES 
is established > = tame m of om | 
to provide, by | P = +, . ~ . 
™ j > {~~ ~o~ 
means of ToL?) ee i... aT = Writing, | 
FIRE-PROOF " Waiting, 
and | . 00th ee * ae and 
BURGLAR- ; ME Titi r= Telephone 
PROOF SAFE3 : ' ) sea titiG a : Rooms 
and 7 t Mie for the use 
STRONG | | iT of 
ROOMS, ue : | | a ' Renters 
an invulnerable, ‘l9s0 | | ik . Free 
secret, and of Charge. 
inexpensive f TT A separate {| 
DEPOSITORY Las Room 
for 4) | . > for Ladies. 
ANNUAL RENT OF ! _ " se ANNUAL RENT OF 
STRONC ROOMS, ae <— SAFES, 
from 8 to 90 gs. = Se — 1 to 5 guineas. 
Telegraphic Address— + Telephone 
Game Sen, Lenten. CORRIDOR OF STRONG ROOMS. 2375, 





PROSPECTUS AND CARD TO VIEW THE SAFES AND STRONG ROOMS POST FREE ON APPLICATION. 


61 and 62, CHANCERY LANE, LONDON, a 
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a. BOOK 
aps and Pines, 


mee Se ope SS. Sree, et | 


Orkney and Shetiand, ls and 64 
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incue—le Coloured Maps and Plans, 
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Now ready (Sixpence), New Series, No. 97 


THE CORNHILL MAGAZINE | 
for JULY, containing “The Hew Rector,” | 
by the Author of the “ House ef the Welt,” Chaps 

| to 6" The Post-Office in China” “AT 


FIRST—AND—FOREMOST, 


+ BROWN & POLSON’S CORN FLOUR. 


NOTE, — First produced and designated CORN FLOUR by 
BROWN & POLSON in 1856; not till some time afterwards 
was any other Corn Flour anywhere heard of, and none has 


now an equal claim to the public confidence. 








PURE 
SOLUBLE 


BUMBLE. 
( OLIVER Tw1st.) 





IVAN HOUTEN’S 


Cocoa 


BEST & 
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Race” "A Study in Grey” 

“ A Yoluntary Testimonial,” by One whe kaew 
Her — “ Paganiniana”’ “The White Company,” 
by A. Conan Doyle, Author of “ Micah Clarke, 
Chaps. 18 to 3. 


“St Jean do Las” 


London: Surry, Rupes, & Co., 4, Waterion Place 


“MEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” 


ase roe 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE'S PLATE. 


Ree.) 


“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 


*UNEQUALLED x HARD WEAR.’ 


COLDEN BRONZE HAIR. 


Foncte can nue 
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Sold on! yby W. W FT ALLS = Leadon 
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LOHSE’S 
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“WHITEHALL COURT.” 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING THAMES 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITEHALL PLACE, 
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the pri Clubs, Theatres, &c. 

all Gnished to suit the wishes of incoming Ti 
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DINNEFORD'S ‘MAGNESIA 


For ACIDITY or ras STOMACH, HEARTBURN, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION. 
Bold throughout the World. 
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(UNDER 
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CALLARD &.BOWSER'S 
BUTTER-SCOTCH. 








STREETER & GOMP.’S SPECIALITIES. 
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SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 


PEARLS of ‘the 4 finest lustre, 


RARE and CURIOUS GEMS, and 





D!AMONDS of all ‘colours. 


—— 


STREETER & COMP., Gem Experts, Bond St., London. 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL. 


ONE OF THE MOST BCONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDOM. 
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Re the 


Reception 


Visitors, 


CONDY’S FLUID. 


USED IN ALL HOSPITALS. 
CONDY’S REMEDIAL FLUID. 
CONDY’S.—A Household Word. 
CONDY’S.—In Sore Throats 
Never Fails. 


CONDY’S. i—_ Sovereign Cure 

r Relaxed Throat. 
“TI find = Condy and cold water 
rgie excelient, ropa Sine cured 


ing and nd cmtatng gargie 
SORE THROATS. —Slight Cases 
Cured at Once. 
immediate 
improvement.""—Dr. Reppenroara. 


COND Y’S.—Severe Sore Throat 


“T have empl it with peves. 


"—Dr. Cuas. Barr. 














“Ev case showed 





scientific and unscientific men.’ 
CONDY'S.— —Everyone should seed 


by eminent medical 
vithen affording useful 
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| tion to 


_CONDY’S FLUID WORKS, 
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Ink across the Label 
on each Jar of the 
Genuine Extract. 
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WILL PREVENT 
JEWEL ROBBERIES. 


Parcs Lasrs @uxt race. 
128, QUEEN VICTORIA STRERT, E. C.; 
68, ST. JAMES'S STREET, Pall Mail, London. 
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and hands in removes 
Freckles, Tan, Sunbure, Rednta ad 
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| will tell yer that these lazy, idle ‘ 
| do ourselves. (Derisire laughter at this ridiculous a Mind yer, | 


| puttin’ to you is (triumphantly), ’ow does that 
| me as I’m in communication with the Bogie 


| Ridicule ain’t argyment. 





me round to what I 





VOCES POPULI. 
MORE POT-POURRI FROM THE PARK. 


Scene—The Park, near Cumberland Gate, on almost any fine | 
afternoon. Behind the rails separating the turf from the paths, | 
Orators, Preachers, and Reciters are holding forth, for the 
delectation of small groups, who are mostly engaged in discuss- 
ing some totally different subject. A set , with a time- 
limit, and a purely ornamental Chairman, is in progress | 
between a Parnellite and an Anti-Parnellite. The reader will 
kindly imagine himself to be passing slowly along the line. 

A Youthful ‘Socialist (haranguing the usual crowd of well-to-do 


| loungers, and working himself up to the requisite white-heat of fac~| 
| titious fury). And what are these Capitalists? I’ll tell yer. Jest 


y gobblers and profit-mongering sharks, as eat up the 

. And what are you? Why, you’re the small fish as 

eat mud—and let yourselves be gobbl ' (The crowd accept this’ 
definition of themselves with perfect gaiety and good-humour,) Some 
ers, work as hard ‘as what we | 
I’m not saying they don’t. Honly, the ’arder they work, the worse 
it is for us; because the more they work the more they rob! That’s 


| what they send their sons to Oxford and to Cambridge 


—as was built and endowed for the benefit of us, the 


| labourin’ classes—for. They send ’em there to 


‘ow to rob! 

[Here a discussion breaks out between a Sceptic and a 
Spiritualist, who, with -a-dozen interested 
auditors, have been putting their heads together in 
a corner, 


The Sceptic. No,—but keep to the point,—you ’re 


| shufflin’ the question. I want to argue this out on 
logical grounds. I know as well as you do that, if only 
| I’ave ’armony and a round table in my family, I can 


make that table dance the er — but what I’m 

prove to 

ie Man? 
That ’s what you ’ve got to answer. 

The Y. 8S. We Soshalists ’ate the Tories as we ’ate 


sin. Why, young polertician as I ham, &c., &e. 


The Spiritualist (an elderly and earnest person). All 


| I can reply to you is, we Spiritualists do not think—we 
| know that these 
| I know I am ’olding this stick in my ’and. 


phenomena a yes, as surely as 

The Sceptic (pityingly). There you ain, yer see 
—that stic sive the point. Fs a - the stick. A 
stick ain’t a phenomena—you ’re confusin’ two different 
things. Now I’m goin’ to offer you a fair challenge. 
You perdooce me a Spirit—not in a back room, with 
the lights out, but ’ere, in broad daylight, in this Park 
—you get that Spirit to naturalise itself, or whatever 
you call it, and I'll believe in’im. Come, now! 

A Bystander. Ah, that’s the way to corner ’is sort. 


| "E knows ’e carn’t do it! 47 : 
The Spiritualist (with a smile of sad superiority). “Yer may sometimes hen- wnder the impression 
he discussion continues. tertain a angel unawares!” understan’ ! 


7: 

Young Socialist. Don’t tork to me of Patriotism! 
t ic about? I’m 
a Universalist, I am, and so long as a man round our glorious 
Red Flag (here he waves a dingy scarlet rag on a stick), it’s all one 
to me whether his own colour is Plack, yeller, green, oma: nd We 
Applause. 
Reciter Number One (in the midst of a thrilling prose narrative 
about a certain ‘‘’ Anny,” who has apparently got into legal difficulties 
for having thrown a cocoa-nut stick at a retired Colonel). Well, I 
went into the Court ’ouse, and there, sure € was my pore mate 
Arry in the dock, and there was hold Gi whiskers (/aughter) 
a setting on the bench along with the hother s, lookin’ biliouser, 
and pepperier, and more happerplecticker, nor ever! ‘‘ Prison-ar,’ 
he sez, addressin’ ’ARrRy (imitation of the voice and manner of a 
retired Colonel), ‘‘ Prison-ar, ’ave you—har—hanythink to say in 
your beyarf—har?” And then, hall of a sudden, car a flash come | 
into my dear ’ole comride ’ARRY’s heyes, as he strightened ’imself in | 
the dock, and gave the milingtery sloot, and then, in a voice as 
omme oe true onl sweet and clear " a bell, he sez—— a: 
ingy an 'nprepossessin reacher (unctuously). Well, 
beloved friends, as i ae telling = I went ome to the ’ouse of that 
pious Methodist lady, and she told me as ‘ow she ‘ad two dear 
unconverted sons, an’ I knelt down (¥c., &c.), an’ after that we ’ad 
our tea, and then I preached a sermon—ah, I well remember I took 
my tex from (&c., &c.)—an’ then she gave me supper (more 
“ , as nice a bit o’ cold beef and ’ome-brewed ale as 


T 
What have the likes of you and me got to be 





still) 
ever I wish to taste, and I that blessed night in a warm 
comfortable bed—and this (drawing the inevitable moral) this brings 
on, inasmuch as it proves (with a 


Sorbidding smile) as’ow yer may sometimes hentertain a angel un- 
awares ! 


Reciter Number Two (giving his own private version of “‘ The 
Ticket of Leave Man.”’) Fourpence ’ap’ny, Gentlemen, is not a ver 
’arty nor corjial recognition of my talent ; ’owever, I will now percee 
with the Drarmer. The Curtain rises upon the Second Hact. Hover 
three years ‘ave elapsed since Robert Brierley——(&c.) We are in 
May Hedwardses lodgings. She is torkin to’er goldfinch. If you 
boys don’t give over larkin’ and stand back, you’ll get a cuff on 
some of your ’eds. ‘‘ Goldie,” she sez, ‘‘ I’ve ‘ad a letter from ’Jm 
this morning ! ” And the bird puts his little ’ed a one side, and 
a’most seems as if he compre’ended ’er meanin’! Mrs. Willoughby 
is ’eard outside sayin’, ** ay I come in?” I will now hendeavour 
to give you a imitation of Mrs. Willoughby. 

(He cocks his hat rather more on one side, to indicate feminine 

i ether and continues. 

_Anti-Parnellite Irishman (warmly). Is it kape to the point? Oi 
till that white-feeced an’ black-hearrted loiar, Tra Murrny, that if 
he interrups me wance more whoile o’im in possession o’ the chair, 
on down an’ call ’m to orrder by landin’ ’um a clump on the 
conk | 

Reciter Number Three (who is anthe his way through a blood- 
eurdling poem, with a hat on the ground before him) :— 

And on came them maddened ’orses, with their foi- | 

ery, smokin’ breath ; 

As were bearin’ the woman I lurved to a crule and 

’orrible death ! (Pathetically. 

’Ow could I saye my darlin’ from layin’ a mangled ’eap 

On the below where the buttercups blow, along 

of the innercent sheep ! 

( Wildly.) I felt my brine was ree I ’adn’t a min- 
nit to lose ! (He strains forward, in agony. 
With a stifled prayer, and a gasp for air, I—— 

[Here he sud nly becomes aware of an overlooked 
penny on the grass, and replaces it carefully 
in the hat before proceeding. 

First Bystander (discussing Physical Courage with a 
friend), No, I never ’ad no pluck. I don’t ‘see the use 
of it myself—on’y gits you into rows. (Candidly.) I’m 
a blanky coward, I am, 

His Friend (admiringly). Give us yer ’and, Yer 
can’t be a blankier coved | than me / 

he A. P. (with just pride). Oi’ve been wan o’ the 

biggest libertines in this or anny other city in me toime 

—there’s no blagardhism oi’d have put beyant me— 
but oi till ye this. If Pannet was to come up to me 
here, now, and ask me to sheek um by the hand, oi’d 
say, ‘‘Shtand back, ye d—d scoundthrel!” Ah, oi 
would that / 

Belated Orator (perorating to an embarrassed stran- 
ger on a seat before him, under a muddled impression 
that he is addressing a spell-bound multitude). 1 tell 
yer—yes, hevery man, and hevery woman among yer 
—(Here he bends forward, and touches his hearer’s 
right and left elbow impressively)—don’t you Ko away 

Tm talking of what I don’t 

The Stranger shifts his leg and looks 

another way.) 1 speak sense, don’t 1? You never 

‘eard nothin’ like this afore, any of yer, ’are yer? That’s because 

I read between the lines! (Waving his arm wildly.) An’ I want 

heach man and boy of you to ‘member my words, and hact upon 
them when the time comes ! i 

{Here he staggers off with a proud and exalted air, to the immense 

relief of his hearer. 

A Professional Pietist (with a modest working capital of one 
hymn and a nasal drone). ‘‘My richest gynes” .. . (To Charitable 

asser. A copper, Sir? bless your kind ’art!) ‘‘I cayount”... 
(Examining it. A bloomin’ French ’ap’ny!) . . . ‘* but loss; And 
pour contemp’” . . . (Call yerself a Christian gen’lman, yer—<&c.) 
«+++ ‘on a—a—ll my proide!” 

(Here the Reader will probably hare had enough of it.) 





A Rear Treat.—Advice to Covent-gardeners.—lf Carmen is to 
be done again this season with the same cast as it had on Saturday 
last, no one who cares for an exceptionally first-rate performance 
should miss this opera-tunity. There is no better representative of 
Carmen than Mile. Zetre pe Lvssan,—how can there be, since the 
Spanish Gipsy heroine of “me is herself a Loose’un? Madame 
ey was charming as Mickie Ella, the Irish girl in Spain. 
M. Lassatte appeared as Escamillo, the bull-fighter, in a novel, 
and doubtless a correct, costume, and his ‘oréador song was 
vociferously encored. en, finally, Jzan pe Reaxt, who made of 
the usually idiotic Don José a fine acting as well asa fine singing 
or It drew a big house, and would have been a pretty dish to set 
an Emperor on Wednesday, if, on that occasion, the Opera | 
itself were the only consideration. 
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THE FIRE KING’S ABDICATION. 
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“* My palate is parched with Pierian thirst, No mere King of Flames, fiery-faced 
Away to Parnassus [| ’m beckoned.” SKELT, And now that he talks of retiring, [long ; 
I sing of the glories of Fire King the First! Inhabiting regions most torrid, Men mourn for the fire-queller cautious and 
Who *s fit to be Fire King the Second * With a breath that is warranted copper to _. strong, bal 
Captain Eyre Massey Suaw is a “ Sove- And eyes indeseribably horrid. {melt, W hose reign they ’ve so long been admiring. 
reign "’ indeed, He hath not a blazing Bardolphian nose, Clear - headed, cool aa, great chief 
Abdicating ? Alas! that too true is ; He is not flamboyant or furious ; (hose ; All London is sorry to lose you ; oo 
For he's a Fire King of a different breed His Crown’s a brass helmet, his Seeptre a As kindly as kingly, from prejudice ; 
From the Monarch described by Mowx Lewis. True Fire King,—all others are spurious. No danger could daunt or confuse you. 


a la For he rules the flames; he has done so for 
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As doffing your helmet, and drop- ;One Chief we could trust; we | natural history and plenty of it)—I’m no use at all. Now at this 
ing your hose | _ were sure that our Suaw | moment I am wide awake, a giant refreshed; so I light another 
You bid. us farewell, weallown; His duty would manfully fragrant weed, and eall for another cool drink, as I haven't the 
v7? — tackle. | canton idea what | pee: of - wed I ordered when the tenet 
As one of Fiend Fire’s most re- ‘ire King! | Graphist commenced reading ; I rather suspect he ‘ put it to his lips 
doubtable foes ; | Bo a po mn ci Kite - when so dispoged,’ and that, in this instance also, he mistook my nod 

As that thirty years we have! fren you cannot lay by “your | 1°F at but emphatic encouragement. 

known you. ads mee Fe 


ia. pe. ow,” I oy, to the a, jam rt Adaptable 

| Our Big Boards might job, and Ignipotent Knight? Well, you| py) 0" , You read your stuff alow with emphasis and discretion, and 
cur Ye Wies mickt tow, ought to stand high "| I’ll chuck in the ornamental part. Excuse me, that’s my drink 

But, spite of their tricks and In the next Honour - List 


{I say. with an emphasis on the possessive pronoun, for the Soldierly 
their cackle, Punch has said it! 














Seribe, in a moment of absorption, was about to apply that process to 
;my liquor. He apologises handsomely, and commences his recital. 
oo ma foe ease of a gong,— _ ought ht had sy ee a gong, 

—I whack the tea-tray with a paper-knife. ‘* All in to begin!”’ 

OFF TO MASHERLAND. peut The mail train,” &¢., &c. make my notes, and remark that 
(By Our Own Grandolph.) Murray and BrapsHaw lost a great chance in not having long ago 
(SECOND LETTER. —B.) | secured the services of the Corres nding Captain. ‘ The railroad | 

: | passes through mountain scenery Seacigliona ,” &.,&e. Brapsnaw 

The Magnum Opus. 'and Murray, not to mention BAEDEKER and BLAck, absolutely not in 
A propos of this heading, what a treasure a Magnum Opal would | it with the Wandering Warrior, “* About thirty miles from Cape | 
be. This remark is only ‘‘ by the way.”’ My motto is Business| Town A Snaruz Svechere. 


| Fi ( rds) afterwards. Sot k. , *~ &- 
First, Play (on words) afterwards pikes. | I stop him at this point. ‘*Couldn’t we have a song here ?”’ 
hibide | ‘* Why?” asks the Simple Soldier, glaring at me, and pulling his 











? 
4, 


/ Yj 
MLL 
Uf 


MV DAEBIAD SAS. f 
Vy YY), WYP CG jj, | moustache. 

l Wij, \.*Iust to lighten it up a bit,” [ explain. ‘You see ‘About 
UY, | thirty miles’ and so forth, suggests the old song of Within a Mile of 


UY Vif 4 y 
Yj VY V fps 4 ia Y 
Y, I by Y WY . 
OT My | “Well, I’ll make a note of it,” and I add prey, as is my 

y — ; way ** if it’s a song, I'll make several notes of it.” 

Jha, ' “Um!” growls the Severe Soldier, and once again I defeat him in 
an attempt at surprising my outpost, #.e., my tumbler of cool drink. 
| He apologises gruffly but politely, and then continues his reading. 
On We Gores Acar. 

He continues to read about “* distances,” ** so many feet above sea- | 
| levels,” *‘ engineering skill,” &c., &e., which I observe to him will | 
|all make capital padding for a guide-book, when I am suddenly 
| struck by the sound of the word I had just used, viz., ‘ padding.’ 

REALLY think | shall} « Br Jove!” lLexcleim Papseweres. 
take to Guide-book| «What isit?”” asks the Confused Captain, looking up from his MS. | 
wider ld op’ +) ** Padding,’” I reply—‘* Only add a ‘ton’ to it, and that will 
at wee e I'ma | Bi¥e it just the weight I require. Don’t you see?” I ask him, 
rid ag ma for | UBpetuously. But he merely shakes his head, and lugs at his 
— di it— = moustache. I explain the idea, as if it were a charade. I say, *‘ The 
— ee aythi oat l whole notion is ‘ padding—ton.’ See?” , 
a ib ry ~~ h The Ruminating Reader thinks it won’t do, “ Yes it will,” I 
— + ay y -* urge—‘‘it will lighten it up. Who wants statistics without 
histe ‘.~ — *) anecdote’ Now for an anecdote; and I knock one off, sur le champ, | 
ais ok; ass + in 70" | about the engine-driver, the stoker, and several other persons, all on 
ae i's 7 . | the look-out for promotion, informing me of their being Paddington | 
a Wh one this| men of considerable political influence at home. e Cautious | 
Mox oom ‘he Ma “not | Captain accepts the anecdote, interpolates it, and after I have called | 
ONTAGU the Magis-| for and imbibed another tumbler of ‘my own partik,’ and lighted | 


trate—(good title this | see ‘amankoatt i i 
for something)—but my | another cigar, the Conscientious Captain resumes his entertainment. 


friend the Companion- | No Piano, 
able Captain — is at} Hereadson. Another drink, I se to rivet my attention. Will he 
work ; when hehasdone, | take something? No? Then will 


/ Edinboro’ Town.” 
** Don’t see it,’”’ says the Virtuous Veteran, stolidly. 





His health, and song—I 
; he reads out a few des- | mean ‘treatise,’ or whatever he calls it—say ‘lecture.’ Wish we'd | 
eriptive paragraphs for my approbation, or the contrary. When I|had a piano. Never will travel without one again. Mem.—Gong 
nod it means that I like it; when I don’t nod, he has to wait till Ido. | and piano. I don’t pretend to be a th h musician, but as a one- 
I generally begin nodding about the middle of the first paragraph. | fingered player I'd give Sir Cuartes Hart odds and beat him. 
Well,” says he, the other day, quite suddenly, ‘ Pim glad you | Now then—Iet’s see where were we. Another tumbler iced. Good. | 
like it all so much.” | Allez! Captain, go ahead ! ; dell 
“Like all what?” I exclaimed, blowing the cigar-ash off my | Somehow or another, after this—that is, I can only time it by the | 
pyjamas, and wondering to myself how I could have been so absorbed fact of my having called for a fourth or fifth glass of iced drink, 
in his ing aloud as to have let my half-smoked havannah tumble or it mg d have been my half-dozenth, for time does fly so,—the | 
on to the floor. Captain having, I suspect, drank the greater part of the previous 
‘Why, all I’ve been reading to you for the last hour and a half,” one whenever I didn’t happen to be 
ret the a some apparently somewhat annoyed ; peppery chap, looking that way —I begin to think 
the Captain, —‘ Curried Captain when on board Sir Dieutats’s heat, I must have once more given my 
but to resume. Says the Curried Captain, still a bit annoyed, | assent by nodding to a lot of stuff of 
“You all the paragraphs, one after the other, and whenever | which I could not have heard more than 
stopped to ask you how you it, you nodded.” three pages, as, when! arouse myself 
dn’t like to hurt the gallant scribe’s feelings, but the fact is! from my reverie, the tumbler is empty, the 
that he, as a reader, has a very soothing-syrupy tone, and, | fancy, Captain has gone out, and so has my cigar. 
that in less than a quarter of an hour, judging by the moiety of my awae! Awast 
cigar, I must have fallen fast asleep. - ae N : 
* That } pomed. is it?” I ask, evading further explanation. ** Action is the word!” said I, suddenly ~ 
** It is,” he answers. ‘‘ But I’ve got another lot—” jumping up i and, having seized a spade, 
m, Good!” I interrupt him, rather abruptly I own, but, from expe-| and provided myself with a large sack, . 
rience I say it, if I don’t take myself when in the humour—‘on the which I carried across my shoulders, I set off for the diamond- | 
hop,’ so to speak, as they said of the scarabeus in Kent—(trust me for fields. Unrecognised by a soul, I went to work on my own account ; 
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and the brilliant things I saw—far more brilliant than even the | the kudos of it,-not one little bit)—or to the change[of air, but dam 
Witticisms of Worrry, or the sarcasmsof Artavr B! Into my sack | bound to say openly that I do think the G.O.M. has been right about 

thousands of diamonds! The sack is full! Aladdin and the | most things, especially about Majuba (who was Pa Jupa? Send this 
amp not in it with me! ‘ Hallo!” shoutsa voice, gruffly. Icould|to Decemmy Worry), and wall I*shall have more to say on this 
see no one. ** Vor et preterea nil,” as we used to say at Fton. Sud-|subject. If this meets the eye of an mcg Ay: will he 
denly I felt myself collared. I made a gallant attempt at resistance.| kindly remember me to my Uncle? Thanks. at’s,the ticket. 


A spade isa spade I know, but what isa spade and one against twenty | More anon. 7 

with pistols and daggers, headed by the redoubtable Filliblusterer | vane. b Lh 

Tnomas Tippier himself? “ Strip him!” said T. T., shortly, -e ‘ 2 
Will you believe that the only way in which in this country they 


arrive at implicitly believing every word you utter, is by denuding | 


you of all your clothes, so as to get at the naked truth, holding you ROBERT ON THE HEMPERER’S WISIT TO THE CITY. 


Tue pore owerworked Committee has gone and got thereselves into 











a nice mess, and all by their kindness in wan to let as many 
yple as possibel see the Cae show on Friday. ey has acshall 

fin and ordered a grate bilding with rows of seats, out in Gildhall 
Yard, enuff to hold about a thousand Ladies and Gentlemen, all in 
| their best close, with capital views of ewerybody and ewerythink, 

and now they are told that it won’t be posserbel not to give em nothing 
|to heat or to drink, tho’ they must set there quite quiet for at least 
(three hours! I wunder what they will all think of Copperashun 
| Horspitality after that! 

I’m told as one werry respectable but ancient Deputy acshally 
surgested, that after the Hemperer and Hempress and their sweet ha 
all gone home, all the whole thousand starving wisitors should be 
turned into Gildhall and allowed to eat and drink all the fragments 
|as was left. Yes, Mr. Deputy, all wery kind and thortful of you as 
| regards the harf-starved wisitors, but how about us Waiters? You, 
| with all your experience, Ses | Soeenbe know the wally of what such 
}eminent Swells as Hemperers and Hempresses leaves on their plates, 
|and the skrambel for ‘em drectly as they leaves. Why, I have 
}aeshally seen with my own estonished eyes, a lady, after enquiring 
|of me which chair a sutten elustreous person had set in, stoop down 
|and kiss its harm, wich was nex to kissin Ais hand, and then give 
| harf-a-crown for harf a happel as was left on the plate! Ah, that’s 
what I calls true loyalty, and werry much it is admired by all of us. 

I hunderstands as the Government, wanting to estonish the Hem- 
| perer, has lent the City a reglar army of troops to stand on both sides 
| of the Streets from Buckinham Pallis all the way to Gildhall. And in 
| case the estonishing site shood make him feel just a leetle dazed, the 
| 


jolly old Copperashun has bin and gone and hired no less than t 

illingterry Bands of Music to play to him, and cheer him up. 

| There was a talk of engaging all the many German Bands, as 

: : ’ makes our streets so musical, to give the Hemperer a serrynade at 

up by the heels for the purpose of shaking the diamonds out of you, | Lunch; but Mr. West Hut, of the Gildhall 1 of Music, thort 

im caye any are concealed in your hair, mouth, ears, eyes and so forth. | it might be too much for His Madjesty’s feelinx, so the highdear was 
‘‘ He has diamonds on the brain!” I hear some ruffian exelaim, | given up. I werily bleeves that of all the many anxious buzzoms 

and in another second—— ‘ ‘ S " as isa beating with suppressed emotion for next Friday, the carmest 


|} and the all serenest of the lot i ERT. 
Well—-what happened I cannot tell you: [ must have fainted. aha ieee a nn =< — 


When I came to myself I was lying by the chair in which I had , . : “=. 
been previously sitting when listening to the Captain’s reading, and “A BOOK OF BURLESQUE.” 
bending over me with a glass of water in his hand, was the faithful A Votume most welcome on table or desk 
and clever Doctor whose companionship on this voyage of discove Is Davenport Apams’s Book of Burlesque. 
I am daily and hourly learning to a iate at its value. He deals with the subject from earliest days 
fancy the ship’s crew were round Rout me, with the Engineer and To modern examples and Gaiety plays. ; 
the Chaplain. I feel inclined to say, “ Harpy, Hanpy, kiss me, We've extracts from PLancué and Gitsert to hand 
Hanpr!” and then something about ‘‘ Tell them at home ’’—but | With puns ta’en from Brron and jokes from BURNAND. 
the words stick in my throat, as they did in Macbeth’s throat (only There m fun at your asking wherever you look 
they were other werds) when he was on his throat-sticking expedition. And not a dull page you “IT declare in the book. 
(Little Shakspearian reference thrown in here, and no extra charge.) | You ’ll find it delightful, for no one Macadams 

‘How many of these has he had?” I hear the Doctor say, and | | The road of the reader like Davenport ADAMS. 
perceived that he was holding up an empty tumbler. I should like | een 
pera Se, neo Fay pa vy y= ee md LIBERTY AND Locuncy.— It is pit tant The Bethe of Flowers 
Captain’s voice in reply, but the next minute I felt myself being | would never have drawn gold on Monday last to the ers of that 
lifted up and carried off. I wished to tell them of my strange adven- jexcellent charity, the Convalescent Home at Westgate-on-Sea had 
ture, and how I had barely escaped with my life, but how |20t one of the Prominent Performers consented to become the 
Epnueinese quanenend ane and I sunet have fallen eaten — |responsible and actual Manager of the ‘Theatre Royal, Inner 

: P- | Temple.” By the terms of his licence he was bound, amongst other 

BUSINESS AS BEFORE. | things, to see that no smoking was permitted in the auditorium, 

To-day I sit down to write out this strange story. Once I asked the | no exhibition of wild beasts was allowed on the premises, and no 
Cautious Captain and the Doubting Doctor *‘ if they had seen any- | hanging took place from the flies. It is satisfactory to learn (that, 
thing of my pickaxe and the sack of diamonds.” But they only smiled | in spite of many Benchers being present) none of these wholesome 
at oe ——, > em their eyebrows, then winked, and laughed. | —- were Ey" 3 is true inst the Music of the Fo we 

1at is their little game | | was duly executed, but then this in operation was condu 

No matter. I will lie low. My motto is “ Diamonds are | (by Mr. manent from the floor of the building, and not from 
| eye I’m not here as Aladdin for nothing. ‘“ Aha!” as/its roof. Thus the orders of the Lonp CHAMBERLAIN were strictly 
the old melodramatic villain used to say, “‘a time will come! No/| observed by a Barrister, who can now claim to have been Manager 
mattar!” ‘of a genuine Temple of the Drama. 




















RaTuer Currre-ovs ! 


1 don’t know whether it is owing to my voyage in a Donatp| A Remiyper.—Mr. Epucnp B. V. Cunisriay, in Baily’s Maga- 
CuRkIE steamer—'twas the first o unity that ever I had of zine, quoted by the P. M. G. last Thursday, complains “ that cricket, 
tasting a Dovatv Currie, and excellent it is, as of course, wasall our the most popular of games, fills so small a space in literature.” Does 
“board” on board—(send this joke to Wotrry—he’ll work it up he forget that Cuaxtes Dickens deyoted one entire Christmas Book 
and make a real impromptu sparkler of it—and I don’t grudge him to The Cricket on the Hearth? 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 
No. L—TO SOCIAL AMBITION. 


Dear Str, ok MADAM : , 
I rrvst you will observe and appreciate the discreet ambi- 


| guity of style with which I have chosen to address you. I may 
| assure you at once that I have done this not without considerable 














thought. For, though I have often watched you in the exercise of 
your energies, I have never yet been able to satisfy myself as to 
whether I ought to class you amongst our rougher sex, or include 
you in the ranks of those who wear high heels, and very low dresses. 
Sometimes you fix your place of business in a breast adequately 
covered by a stiff and shining shirt-front and a well-cut — 
ome- 

times you 

4 inhabit 
the ex- 

‘ p ansive 
a »osom of 
a matron. 
Nor do 
you con- 
fine your- 
self to one ¢ 
alone out of the 
many that go to the 
composition of our 
social life. You have 
impelled grocers to 
ludicrous pitches of 
a you have 
driven the wife of a 
working -man_ to 
distraction because 
her neighbour’s 
front room possesses 
a more expensive 
carpet, of a sprucer 


own. 
suffered acutely 
from your stings, 
and actresses have 
spent many a sleep- 
less night under 
your malign influ- 
ence. You have 
tortured Dukes on 
the peaks of gracious 





they sit enthroned as 
far above common mortals as they ought to be above the common 
— of envy ; and you have even Queens to writhe because 
there happened to be a few stray Em: in the world. 

On the whole, then, I think I do wisely in leaving the question of 
your sex a doubtful one. You would wish it so left yourself, other- 
wise so powerful a personality as yours would, 1 am certain, have 
revealed itself with greater ¢ to an honest investigator, such 
as | humbly trust I have proved myself. But, be that as it may, 
I can assert with perfect confidence that you are no respecter 
of persons, though it must, in fairness, be added, that one of your 
chief functions seems to be to implant an exaggerated respect and 
admiration of others in the minds of your victims. In saying this I 
praise your impartiality, while I hint a dislike of your ordinary 
methods. Not that I have any hope of causing you to desist. For 
to desist would be to cease to exist, and I cannot fairly expect you 
to commit suicide, however much I may desire it. Moreover, your 
subjects—for, to candid, you are a despot—seem to like you. 
You minister so eraftily to their self-esteem, you flatter their vanity 
with an adroitness so remarkable, that, after a few feeble struggles, 
they resign themselves, body and so , to your thrall. Even then 


you proceed warily. Your first labour is to collect, with patient 
— all the little elements of dissatisfaction that are latent in every 
nature 


and to blend them with the petty disappointments to which 
even the best of us are liable. The aude thus obtained you 
temper with intentions that seem to be good, and eventually you 
forge out of it a weapon of marvellous point and sharpness, with 
which you mercilessly goad your victims along the path that leads 
to ridicule and disaster. 

let me take an instance which I am sure you will remember. 
When I first met little Dancuicx, I thought I had never seen a 
hee mortal. He was clever, good-natured, and sprightly. He 
sold tea somewhere in Mincing Lane, and on the s of his sales 
he managed to support a wife and two pleasant children in reasonable 
comfort at Balham. Mrs. Dascnick could not be accused by her 
friends of over-refinement, but everybody agreed that she was 


lass | money, and was 


pattern than her| 
Clerks have | 


splendour where | 


——— 





just the homely, comfortable, housewifely person who would always 
make Dascuick happy, an a and careful mother to his 
children. Often in the old days when I came down to Balham and 
took pot-luck with Dancmicx, while Mrs. Dancuick beamed serenity 
and middle-class satisfaction upon me from the other end of the table, 
and the juvenile Jouwny Dascuicx recited in a piping treble one of 
Mr. Groner R. Srs’s most movi ieces for our entertainment, 
often, I say, have I envied the simple happiness of that family, and 
gone back to my bachelor chambers with an increased sense of dis- 
satisfaction. Why, I thought to myself, had fate denied to me the 
ie domesticity of the Dascnicks? I was as good a man as 

JABCHICK, probably, if the truth were known, a better than he. Yet 
there he was with a good wife, an agreeable family, and a comfortable 
income to compensate him for his extravagance with the letter h, 
while I had to toil and moil in solitary gloom. 

Now, however, all is changed. In an evil moment for himself, 
DaBCHICK speculated largely and successfully in the Gold Trust of 
Guatemala. In a very short time his income was multiplied by ten. 
The usual results followed. The happy home in Balham was given 
up. ‘* People about here,” said Dascmicx, ‘‘ are such poor snobs ”’ 
and a more ornate mansion in South Kensington was taken in its 
stead. The old friends and the old habits were dropped. Jomnyy 
Dascuick was sent to Eton with an immoderate allowance of pocket- 
ptly chri ** Pexor”’ by his schoolfellows. 
Mrs. Dancuick rides in a huge landau with blue wheels, and leaves 
cards on the fringes of the aristocracy. Dascuick himself aspires to 
Parliament, and never the same circle of friends for more than 
about six months. He knows one shady Viscount to whom rumour 
asserts that he has lent immense sums of Guatemalan money, and 
the approach of a Marquis makes him palpitate with emotion. 
is a wong gant miserable man. Of that I am assured. It amuses 
me when I meet him in pompous society to address him lightly as 
**Das,”’ and remind him of the dear old Balham days, and the huge 
amount of bird’s-eye we used to smoke together. For his motto now 
is, ‘* Delenda est Balhamia”—I of course mee and 
half-crown havanrahs have u the place of the honest briar. | 
know the poor wretch is making up his mind to cut me, but I must 
bear it as best I may. 

Now, my dear Sir or Madam, for this melancholy deterioration in 
the Dascuicks you are entirely responsible. I am saddened as | 
contemplate it, and I appeal to you. Scarify Dukes and Duchesses, 
make vain and useless social prigs as miserable as you like, but 
leave the Dancuicks of this world alone. They are simple folk, and 
| really I cannot think that the game is worth the candle. 

Believe me to be, your obedient servant, 
DiogEnes Koprnson. 


jut he 





| 
' 





BROADLY SPEAKING, 


Apvisep by friend to try Norfolk Broads for holiday. Oulton 
Broad, Wroxham Broad, Fritton Decoy (curious name!), Yare, 
| Waveney, and no end of other rivers. Yachting, shooting, fishing, 
| retty scenery, divine air, he says. Have come down to Yarmouth 


or a start. 

Up the Bure in a yacht, and into river Thurne. All right so far. 
Fish scarce. My pilot says “wait till I get to Hickling Droad. 
| Full of bream and roach.” 1 agree to wait. 





| 
| 


In Hickling Broad. Surprised to find notice-boards up all round 
| saying, “* ” is prohibited in the Broad, also fishing and shoot- 
! ‘*What’s the meaning of this?” I ask pilot. He says, *‘it’s 


i 
alf the doings of the Lord Manor.” Wants to keep the Broad 
| free from tourists. He certainly does it ‘‘as to the Manor born.”’ 
Quite a village autocrat.’ Shall I be the ‘‘ Village Hamrprn?” I will. 
| Fishing. veral men on bank shouting at me. One comes off in a 
boat and serves me with a summons. This might almost be called a 
Broad hint to go away! But I don’t go, I stop and fish. Another 
| man comes off in boat and threatens me with action ‘‘ on behalf of 
| riparian owners.” Tell him he ag oy Poem season isn’t till Autumn, 
and I shall wait here till then.’ e doesn’t see the joke—perhaps 
| too broad for him. 
| Other yachtsmen, we hear, have been stopped, and threatened. 
|Yachtsmen up in arms generally. Savage artists wander along 
| banks, denouncing Lord of Manor of Hickling. Say they have 
|‘*right of way” along banks (sounds as if they were Kailway 
| Guards). Hear that Lord of Manor is going to put a gunboat. on 
| Broad, also torpedoes. Hear, also, that Wroxham Broad—one of 
the biggest—is to be closed in same way. ; 
| Disgusted at such inhospitality. Back to Yarmouth. Give up 
| yacht, and decide to go to Switzerland in Find Yarmouth 
| yacht-owners furious with Hickling’s Lord of Bad Manners. Say 
| ** closing the Broads will ruin them.” Very likely, but it'll help the 
foreign Lctel henge: Glad to see they ’ve started a *‘ Norfolk Broad 
| Protection pons fener ions to be sent to Lloyd’s Bank. *'! know 
|a Bank ’’—and all lovers of natural scenery and popular rights ought 
|to know it too, and help in giving the Hickling obstructionist a 
| ** heckling,” when he takes the matter (also the Manor) into Court. 
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More daring, or more bold, is now alive 
A TRIPLE ALLIANCE. To grace this latter age with noble deeds.” 
. ‘ | Mr. Punch. Bravo! ‘' Delivered with good respect.” Your 
A Scene of To-day, in a Shakepearian Setting. ) Royal Highness has fairly capped us! Harry Monmouth, Kaiser, 
Mr. Punch. “How now, my hearts! Did you never see the could not more fitly have | 
picture of ‘ We Three ?’” “ Trimmed up your praises with a princely tongue; 
Spoke your deserrings like a chronicle.” 
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Emperor. Marry, forfend, Mr. Punch! Well quoted indeed, 


and, pertinently, from 
the Swan! ‘‘A mel- 
lifluous, voice, as |! 
am a true Knight!” 
jut talk not of things 
triune too openly, lest 
quidnuncs overhear, 
and L-B-cH-RE devise 
thereanent fresh heck 
ling interrogations for 
the Treasury Bench. 
Mr. Punch. Nay, 
Kaiser; ‘tis not the 
actual Triple, but the 
conceivable Quad - 
ruple, that perturbs 
the importunates 
We Three form an in- 
formal but fast -knit 
trinity, that can offend 
none but churls, and 
affright none but 
dullards. Peace, Good 
fellowship, Wit! By 
my bauble, a triad 
that PyTHacoRras 
himself might have 
favoured ! Talking 
of Threes, Kaiser, it’s 
your third visit tous 
and, believe me, you 
are thrice welcome. 
Emperor. “ Yea. 
and { thank your 
pretty sweet wit for 
it. But look you, 
pray, all you that kiss 
my lady Peace at 
home” (as Jack Fal- 
staff put it), that 


| you gird not too sus- 


piciously at those who 
would fain embrace 


| her abroad ! 


Mr. Punch. Well 
quoted, Sir, though 
not directed to mine 
address. But “A 
good wit will mak« 
use of anything. |! 
will turn diseases to 
commodity.” Two 
diseases of the time 
are, faction and fussi- 
ness—the one a fever, 
the other a prurigo. 
The one makes little 
of greatness, the 
other makes much of 


littleness. You have | 


been the mark of both 
young Hohenzollern ! 

Emperor. ‘ An’t 
lease you, it is the 
disease of not listen- 











ta 





~jand Harry Hotspur 


lless deserved the 

praise. 
Emperor. “T will 

imitate the honourable 

| Romans in brevity.” 

| I can but thank you 

| both! (To the 

| PRINCE. ) 

| * By heavens, I cannot 

| flatter; I defy 

| The tongues of soothers ; 

| bute ver place 

In my heart’s love hath 

no man than yourself.” 


Mr. Punch. That’s 
as it should be. If 
’twere not always 
wholly so—but no 
matter! I love not 
to speak in needless 
or heedless dispraise 
of dignities, of 
“Shouting Empe - 
rors,” or ‘* Madcap 
Princes,” but rather— 
“ As in reproof of many 

tales devised,— 

Which oft the ear of great- 
ness needs must hear,— 
By smiling pick-thanks | 
base newsmon- 
gers.” 
Sweet WitiiaM (of 
Avon, bien entendu), 
hath armed us in 
advance against even 
the latest develop- | 
ments of the detest- | 
able. The ‘* base 
newsmongers ”’ of the 
day are to be shunned 
as carefully as the 
, omiling pick- 
thanks.” They would 
set strife between the 
two sides of a six- 
a or a sovereign. 
n vain, let us hope! 
Than that Uncle , 
should admire Nep- 
hew, and Nephew 
a Uncle, who 
could wish more or 
better — for both? 
We Three!!! My 
Emperors and Heirs- 
Apparents, pray 
charge your glasses ! 
Something /ike aTriple 
Alliance! A Veritable 
League of Peace! 
Kaiser; at least this is 
| as pleasant as the pro- 





ing, the maiety of net INANITIES OF THE DRAWING-ROOM.  oecenan oe Sues Ge 


marking, that J am 
troubled withal.” “Seen tHe Enrayt Provieve, Mx. Sorrer!” sage down the Elbe, 
Mr. Punch. Fal- “No; WAITING TILL THEY Do It In Eyouisu!” |nvest-ce pas? No 
staff again, and per- : tient 'formal appending of 
tinently applied. Fitly did the Fat Knight say that he was not only | Statecraft’s Scarlet Seals, or scrawly Imperial Signs-manual need 
witty himself, but the cause that wit is in other men. we for our Amicable Treaty. A handclasp and a Loving-cup shall 
Prince. By cock and pye, Poins,—Punch I mean—am J to be out | suffice us for marking the happy accord of Peace —Goodfellowshi 
of this tournament of tags, this joust of quotations? Marry, not so!|— Mirth!!! These be verily the ‘‘Central Powers,” whic 
[ Grasps the Emprnor’s hand cordially. | Ruptxt might have referred to when he said,—** Our Alliance, firmly 
“The Prince of Warns doth join with all the world and sincerely maintained, will assure the Peace of Europe for 
In praise of —Kaiser Wim mim; by my hopes, a long time to come.” So mote it be! Let us toast them—in a 
I do not think a braver gentleman, ' Bumper! 
More active-valiant, or more valiant-young, [Left doing so. | 
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A TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 


“ THE PRINCE OF WALES DOTH JOIN WITH ALL THE WORLD | “ MORE ACTIVE-VALIANT, OR MORE VALIANT-YOUNG, 
IN PRAISE OF—KAISER WILHELM; BY MY HOPES, MORE DARING, OR MORE BOLD, IS NOW ALIVE 
I DO NOT THINK A BRAVER GENTLEMAN, TO GRACE THIS LATTER AGE WITH NOBLE DEEDS.” 
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HENLEY REGATTA. 


(By Mr. Punch's Own Oarsman. ) 
S1r,—This letter is private and is not intended for publication. I particu- 
larly beg that you will note this, as on a former occasion some remarks of mine, 


which were intended 
pted your assurance 


only for your private eye, were printed, I of course 

that no offence was meant, and that the oversight was 
due to a person whose services had since the occur- 
rence been dispensed with; but I look to you to 
take care that it shall not happen aaa, ther- 
wise the mutual confidence that should always 
exist between an editor and his staff cannot pos- 
sibly be maintained, and I shall have to transfer 
"my inyaluable services to some other paper. The 
ny which I have laboriously 
with regard to the final results of the 


acce 





notes and 
compiled 





curate, besides being written 
my contributions famous 
There are one or two little matters about which I honestly desire to have your 
opinion. You know perfectly well that Iwas by no means anxious for the posi- 
tion of aquatic reporter. In vain I pointed out to you that my experience of 
the river was entirely limited to an oceasional trip by steamboat from Chari 
Cross to Gravesend. You said that was an amply sufficient qualification, an 
that no aquatic reporter who imself and his readers, had ever so far 
degraded himself as to row in a pe Ser his body in any of the absurd 
positions which modern ip d . Finding you were inexorable, 
and knowing your ridiculously hasty temper, I consented finally to undertake 
the arduous duties. These circumstances, however, make it essential that you 
should give me advice when I require it. For obvious reasons I don’t much like 
to ask any of the rowing men here any questions. They are mostly in what 
they call hard training, which means, I fancy, a condition of high irritability. 
Their strokes may be but their tempers are, I regret to say, painfully 
short. Besides, to be candid, I don’t wish to show the least trace of ignorance. 
My position demands that I should be omniscient, and omniscient, to all 
outward appearance, I remain. 
In the first place what is a “‘Jightship?’’ As I travelled down to Henley 
I read in one of the newspapers that ‘practice for the Royal Regatta was 
now in full swing, and that river was dotted with lightships of every de- 


scription.” I remember some gears age a very pleasant half hour on 
board of a 5 | moored in the neig Bm on of B irs. The rum was 
excellent. I looked forward with a lively pleasure to repeating the experience 
at Henley. As soon as I arrived, t! , | put on my yachting cap (white 
with a anchor embroidered in front), hired a boat anda small boy, and 


direeted him to row me immediately to one of the lightships. I spent at least 
two hours on the river in company with that ee very impudent little 
fellow,—but owing no doubt to his stupidity, I failed to find a single vessel 
which could be fairly described as a lightship. Finally the boy said they had 
all been sunk in yesterday’s great storm, and with that inadequate explanation 
I was forced to content myself. But there is a mystery about this. Please 
explain it. 

Secondly, I see and advertisements all over the place announcing 
that ‘the Stewards S ” Now this fairly beats me. Why should the stew- 
ards stand? They are presumably men of a certain age, some of them must be 
of a certain corpulence, and it seems to me a refinement of cruelty that these 
faithful officials, of whom, I believe, the respected Mayor of Henley is one, 
should be compelled to refrain from seats during the whole of the atta. It 
may be necessary for them to set un example of true British endurance to 
the crowds who attend the Regatta, but in that case surely they ought te be 
paid for the performance of their duties. 

Thirdly, I have heard a good deal of talk about the Visitors’ Cup. Bei 
anxious to test its merits, 1 went, to one of the principal hotels here, and orde 
the waiter to bring me-a quart of Visitors’ Cup, and to be careful to ice it 
well. He seemed puzzled, but weit ys to execute my orders. After an 
absence of ten minutes he returned, and informed me, with Manager’s com- 
Femente, that they not de me with what I wanted, but that their 
‘hampagne-cup was excel I gave the fellow a look, and departed. 
Perhaps this is only another example of the asinine and anmserous dunder- 

ess of these crass inci Kindly reply, by wire, about all the 
three points I have mentioned. 

I have been here for'a week, but have, as yet, not been fortunate enough to 
see any crews. Indeed, I doubt if the: 


, re.are any here. A good many maniacs 
disport themselves day in things which look somethi like 
gigantic needles, oan alee 4 ney & i 


riding along the bank, and, very 
naturally, ing them y for their foolhardy recklessness. But no amount 
of abuse causes to desist. I have my brains to know what it 


all means, but I confess I can’t make it out. I fancy I know a boat when I see 
one, and of course these ridiculous affairs can’t be boats. 


Be good tosend me, by return, at least £100, It’s a very difficult 
and expensive to rer the dignity of your paper in this town. Whiskey 
is very dear, and a great goes a very short way. 


Yours sincerely, 


Henley-on-Thames, July 4. Tae Man at THE Oar. 


will arrive by the next post, and will, | | 
| _ banned 
Be 


A COMMON COMPLAINT. 
(By a Daily Vietim.) 

| O Eprrors, who earn your daily bread 

| By giving us all kinds of information 

There ’'s something that I fear ought to he said, 

|_ Which may—which will arouse your indignation ; 

| For you may not be happy when it’s more than hinted 
Your news is such that we can’t read it when it’s printed. | 


Yet I would have 
| you fully under- 


| The real! reason 
| why I choose to 
| quarrel —¢ 

| With what? you 
print—your 
columns are not 


cause their con- 
tents are at all 
|. imm 
Yet if there w a 
scandal, though a small 
amount of it, 
You sometimes soil your 
pees with a long account 
| of it. 


| Far other reasons urge me to 
| reveal 
| My feelings on this matter 

—to assail your 
|Too common practice, and /37 
| say why I feel 
| Your dail 












efforts are a 
| daily failure ; 
|Your paper by its columns 


and its size confuses me, 
And worse—there’s nothing 
| in it in the least amuses 
me. 


Can you indeed in seriousness suppose— 
| Tome, I tell you, naught could be absurder— 
That anywhere at all there can be those | 
| Who read the noisome details of a murder, 





| Or take delight in knowing that in such a county 
| Some teeming, triple mother earns the Royal Bounty ? 


| Tbsenity! Amid the maze of words 
, 2 find it difficult to pick my way right; 
This critic at the Master only girds, 

That ptly hails him as the ** premier playwright.”’ 
Whilst [ don’t mind confessin, that 1 swear right roundly 
At mention of a subject that I hate profoundly. 


Then Parliament—without the slightest doubt 

Of all dull things the dullest. What could be more 
Distressing than to have to read about 

The coming (?) Keay, whose other name is Seymour ? 
And now that Patriots’ speeches flow with milk and honey, 
They ’re very much less Irish, and of course less funny, 


The Bye-Elections are a little fun, — 

I aa to note the jubilant precision 
With which you tell me that a seat that’s won 

Exactly counts two votes on a division, 
Though this is all I care for, and am bored at knowing 
How pleased is Mr. Giapsrone with the tide that’s 

flowing. 

Yet all these many, varied forms of pain 

Are trifling, and hardly worth attention. 
| One thing is so much wi ! pray again 

The ‘‘ epidemic” never, never mention, 

| And promptly tell your that the rhyme ‘‘ cadenza” 
Must never more be worked in for the Influenza ! 








Defeat—or Something Near It. | 


WueEn a few months ago on the Thames with the oar | 
The ’ Varsities met in a eontest of ; 

7 (G2 mereich they did-by o lacky helf-tongthy 

GC —by a lucky rn : 

And lat oot, when the thousands assembled at Lord's 

| To see Cambridge win x bey innings—at Cricket’ s 

| Great luck ae ’re astonished, as Fortune awards 

The Light Blues the game—by a couple of wickets ! 





/ 
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A BALLADE OF EVENING NEWSPAPERS. 


Tur evening shadows gather round the room ; 
How full of joy it were to sit and greet 
The twilight fa A deepening into gloom, 
And in the cool forget the noontide heat. 
The busy hum, the noise of passing feet, 
Such quiet calm could scarcely serve to mar, 
lid there not come to us from out the street, 
Globe, Evening News, Pall Mall, St. James's, Star ! 


The gaily-coloured omnibuses loom, 
Approach, and disappear with footsteps fleet, 
The crossing-sweepers blithely ily the broom, 
Policemen slowly pace upon therr beat. 
We buy the blossoms with their fragrance sweet, 
And only on our senses sadly jar | 
The noises of the ruffians whe repeat, 1 
Globe, Evening News, Pall Mall, St. James's, Star ! 
The latest aspect of the latest boom, 
The starting price of winners and of wheat, 
The thousand lives lost in a late simoom, 





A conflagration, or a bursting leat, y ||, 
How gallant gentlemen can stoop to cheat, 

The spicy current gossip of the Bar— ‘ 
Can all be found in this or that news-sheet, 


Globe, Evening News, Pall Mall, St. James's, Star 
L’ Exvor. 
Friend, if you wish for happiness complete, 
Look for it in some hamlet distant far. 
Forget—where catkins blow and lambkins bleat | | 








Globe, Evening News, Pall Mall, St. James's, Star ! 


QUEER QUERIES.—Fisu-Drer.—I am writing a1 
important historical work, which takes a great deal out 
of my brain, and I shall be glad to know what is the best 
kind of diet for nourishing the brain-cells. Fish has been 
strongly recommended to me. Woulda herring and a 
half for breakfast take me through a chapter on the 
Norman Conquest? If a herring and a half does fo: 
Witiiam the Conqueror, how many would be necessary 





for Evzanera? Would a whole salmon or barrel of THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNWRITTEN. 


ovsters be best for tackling our early Constitutional 
History ?—MAcavuLay Juntor. 


Proud Father ( 


reading his Son's School Report). *‘MANNERS VULGAR—VERY 
VULGAR. Burt PERHAPS THIS 18 Herepitary!” 











ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 29.—¥arly promise of James 
Barn, Knight, begins to be realised. Created profound sensation on 
night he took his seat, by walking about with Lis hat on, SPEAKER 
down on him with swift stern reproof. Barn couldn’t make out 
what all the bother was about. Seeing a friend on Bench below him, 
thought he would go and have a chat with him. Members seated all 
about had their hats on; he had cautiously mounted his without re- 
poet, and now, when he moved three steps with his hat on, Members 

owled, ‘“‘Order! order!” and Speaker joined in the ery. Six 

or seven Members having explained to him that though a Member 
may wear his hat when seated, the stabi- 
lity of the Constitution is imperilled if he 
does not uncover when he moves, albeit a 
step, to the right or left, the new Member 
passed remainder of sitting in safety. 

Next night in his place when Bartiry 
was speaking from corner seat below Gang- 
way, Bary on top Bench behind. Thought 
he would stroll out. Not going to be 
caught again moving about with his hat 
on. Carefully took it off, and holding it 
firmly in right hand, walked with springy 
steps down Gangway and, crossing be- 
tween BartLEy and the Chair, made for 
the door. As he emerged in full view, 
there went up from a hundred throats 
such a howl of indignation that Bar 
stood stock still; stared round with look 
of astonishment. Were they howling at 
him? No doubt about it. Speaker also 
calling ‘Order! order!” in those thril- 
lingly solemn tones. What had he done 
now ” hat in his hand ; could someone else’s 
by any chance have got on his head? 
passed his left hand over massive brow. 





Barran de Leeds. 

















No, all right. Best thing to do would be to get off premises as 
quickly as possible. So Barn bolted. 

‘* My dear fellow,” said Barran, running after him, ‘ you know 
you mustn’t do that any more. You’re a young man, and I’m an 
old one. I know all the ropes in this machine. When you want 
anything ask me.” 

* Well,” said Bary, *‘ since you are so kind, I’d like to ask you 
what I’ve done now ?’ 

** Done ?”’ cried Barran, *‘ why you ’ve crossed between a Member 







on his legs and the Chair. If you wanted to go out, you should have | 


gone round by the back of the Bench.” 
After this Bary disappeared for some days. Getting coached up in 
Parliamentary practice. Back to-night and made maiden speech. 
Quite delightful 
he was sent there with a mandate ; incidentally mentioned that he 
was a Magistrate in several counties ; waved his arm in defiance of 
School Board and sat down, after declaiming, with much animation, 
a new and original peroration. ‘‘ Gentlemen,” he said,—*‘ 1 mean 
Mr. Speaker, | ’m for the Bill, the whole Bill, and nothing but the 
Bill.” 


: button-holed House as it were ; informed Members | 


This would have been speech of the evening only for Henny | 


Fowter’s. That admirable in every way; a distinct and far ad- 
vanceon a Parliamentary position won by sheer hard work and ability ; 
an epoch in a Parliamentary career already notable for its steady 


progress. Pity Mr. G. wasn't present to witness the triumph of the | 


most promising of his recruits of the ’80 Parliament. 


Business done.—Hexny Fow.en’s Instruction to Education Bill | 


negatived by 267 against 166. 
Tuesday.—‘* My studies as you know, dear Topy, have not specially 
lain in the domain of history,” said Professor Sroxes, in the cours 
of a brief address delivered to me in a corner of the Library. ‘‘ The 
pure dry light of mathematics has had an irresistible attraction for 
me. Possibly, therefore, | am wrong in some more or less im- 
material points when I say that, since the time of Warwick, we have 
had no one prominently in English public affairs with quite the 
same influence as is possessed by my Right Hon. friend Josern 
CHAMBERLAIN. ‘The time is gone by when kings were made and 
unmade. But my Right Hon. friend has done more than anyone to 
make the present Ministry possible, and, having made them, he claims 
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the right to direct, and, in some respects, even to mould their policy. lall a little lively owing to revolt on Conservative side. RicHaRD 


A very curious phenomenon, very curious indeed. 


f you were not | Temp.e led it in speech of unwonted eloquence. Quite overflowing 


so evidently in a hurry, I should like to dilate upon it.” | wealth of imagery: described School Board as the ogre that eats up 


A good deal in what the Professor says; CHAMBERLAIN, as a rule, | everything ; that enough by way of description; but Tepe rising | 
. . most considerate in his attitude. | to fresh heights, went on to characterise it as the thin edge of the | 


At much pains to preserve an | wedge. , ' 
appearance suitable to a Gentle-| Capital speech of quite another kind from Jennines. As the 
man who sits on the Opposition| Member for Sark says, Jxnxines when he has an to say to 





Benches, and is supposed to know | the House of Commons talks, doesn’t speechify ; style excellent, and | 
no more of the secret councils and so is the matter. House would like to hear a little oftener from | 
intentions of the Ministry than | Jennies; due to it from Stockport who has also sent us Gepe@e. 
anyone else in same quarter of Business done.—¥ducation Bill through Committee. 


House. ; 
stages of Education 


able since, at the time he 
was not printed. 


about it than an ordi 
of Opposition, and woul 





“The pure dry light of Mathematics.” obliged if Lorp-ADVOCATE 


briefly sketch his Bill. 


To-night, on Committee on Education Bill, Munperra moved | 
Amendment extending beyond fourteen years limit of age at which | 
: Joxm™ wrung his| 
hands, and protested thing couldn’t be done. Hour after hour | . 

mnt Ministers rye he budge ; Josep chanced | That banquet was our last. No more 


fee grants would be made. Dyke obdurate. 


Debate went 


to look in after dinner; thinks it would be well to acce 


ment ; says so in brief incisive speech, a very model of debate, and | 
O_p Moratiry straightway capitulates. Remarkable state of things; | 


as a study more interesting even than mathematics. 
Business done.— Education Bill in Committee. 


stage. 


ll; 
about ‘‘Our Bill,” and disclosed 
familiarity with its details remark- | 
npeke it 
under 
twice along same road, Pretty to 
see him yesterday inviting Lorp- 
ApvocaTe across the table to ex- | 
—— details of measure, he asked | 
eave to introduce deal with |] thought he seemed to sway beneath 
Highlan and 


Doesn’t 


ade a slip in earlier 
bi talked = 


SONGS OF THE UNSENTIMENTALIST. 


state of things in the fish— 

Islands of Scotland. CHAMBER-| And stagger with a half familiar 
LAIN being much interested in smile, 

question, having marked it for his When, lo! he fell, remarking blandly, 
own, might be su to have * Thi 


been consulted by Lonp-ApvocaTE 
before Bill was drafted. A 

mistake. Joskrn knew mo more [ thundered, “ Leave the room!” 
Member 
be much | 
would | 


Amend- 


Thursday.—Land Purchase Bill came on in Lords for Committee | gome day perha when I have 
House unusually crowded ; quite animated in appearance ; | de ‘te F 
when at length it gets into Committee Lonp CHanceLior leaves Wool- | : 
sack and, still wearing wig'and gown, lends new air of grace and di 
to Ministerial Bench. Sits between Marxiss and ASHBOURNE. | Without the G 


dignity 


Wonder what the Manxiss thinks of him? For a cheerful, social, 
soothing hour, imagine nothing more ‘supreme than the confidences 


of the Markrss in respect to some half-dozen other of his colleagues. | 


Before Committee is reached, The McCcititum More eomes to 


front, and modestly engrosses attention. Other 
Peers prepared, once in while, to buckle down 
to hard night’s work, fighting over Clauses of 
Bill in Committee. That sort of obscure labour 
might suit them, but not the thing to attract ° 
the McCurtvm Morr. Had already enjoyed 
himself on Second Reading, delivering one of 
those orations which, as CoLCHESTER says, may 
be magnificent but are not debate. That should 
have satisfied vanity of ordinary man; but the 
McCv.itvm More not an ordinary man. There 
were several things he forgot to say in the 
speech. Others had occurred to him since. He 
might, without stopping progress of business, 
work them off in Committee ; but in Committee 
he must needs stand on level with ordinary 
Peers anxious to get on with business, and his 
observations would probably not be reported. 
Thing to do was to move Instruction to Com- 
mittee. This would bring him on first thing in 
a full House, before Peers had wearied them- 
selves with application to real business. So 
gave notice of Instruction. Doesn't matter in 
what terms; sufficient that he was able to 
deliver his s h. Manrxriss a little sarcastic 





a in shtyle! ’ 








Tue Greencrocer’s Resvxe. 


WE gave a little dinner; and I own, 

Led by a wish with style to stamp the fte, 
Palmed off, as though a butler of our own, 

A skilled Greengrocer we had in “‘ to wait.”— 


is 
All comes of tryin’ to do the thing 


’ 


He saw my fix, 
And but retorted, **’Ere, you ain’t 
a Duke! 
I’m not a-goin’ without my three- 
and-six !” 
Thus came on me that Green- 
grocer’s Rebuke ! 


we “ dined,” 
In, now and then, perchance a 
friend might drop. 
It is our boast that he will ever find 
| Atleast the welcome of a homely 
chop. 


made my pi 
And can from ostentatious show 
refrain, 
reengrocer to purchase 
" style,” 
I possibly once more may enter- 
tain ! 
And so,—I know not how it came about, 
But if by chance, it is a happy fluke 
That I at length without the slightest doubt 
Have lived to bless that Greengrocer’s Rebuke ! 











and Mr. QuELcH would leave the workman none. 








A MASK ON A MASK. 


sleep, is designed to remove wrinkles] 
Wear masks at night? Nay, when I saw your face, 
Old but unwrinkled, ee with sunny ringlets, 
Dear Lady OtpGarpe, while you made the pace, 
And flitted like a fairy borne on winglets 
From boy to boy, and flirted here and there 


; : - hester. With that unchanging smile of rouged enamel, 
in begging him not to press Instruction. No- Lord Cole 6 gi : 
body showed inclination to debate it, but it had served its turn. iyo a pepe mopar ty a the ened 


Having delivered his speech, The McCvitvm More 
home, leaving to others the drudgery of Committee work. 
Business done.—Land Bill through Committee in Lords. 

Friday Night.—Education Bill through Committee. Last 


stalked off 


’Tis right perhaps that wealth should purchase-youth, 
And peaceful age become a ceaseless pla: o. 
Still, if you’d wear two masks to hide t 4 





scene of 


Oh, wear this last one always in the daytime. 


Iyr 


> 


Quvetcurxe Quvetcn.—Mr. Quetcn, before the Labour Com- 
mission, is said to have expressed his opinion that ‘‘ the liberty to 
}combine should not involve the liberty not to combine.” Doesn’t 
|Mr. Quetcn see, that without ‘“‘liberty not to combine” there 
| cannot be any ‘‘ liberty to combine.” For if a man is not at liberty 
to abstain from combination, it is obvious that he is compelled to 
combine ; and compulsion is hardly liberty. Freedom lies in choice, 


[A face-mask, the latest addition to the toilet, wormduring the hours of 








GH NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


in no case be returned, not even when 
there will be no exception. 
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Clubs remark openly upon his ridiculous desire to pose as an earth- 
LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. —. peremnege, and when he goes panes he - > ry to : 
> ' ‘ series of bitter home-truths from the acrid ELvrra. Would it not, 
No. Il.—TO SOCIAL AMBITION. ask, have been better for Sir Genvase BLeNnKrinsop, K.C.M.G., to 
Dear Sir, ok Mapam, have continued his ancient and aimless existence, than to have had a 
I HAD not intended to annoy you with another letter. But fallacious greatness dangled before his eyes to the end of his 
since I addressed you last week I have received one or two communi- disappointed, but aspiring life ? 
cations—not from you, bien entendu, for you are too wary to disput One more instance, and I have done. Do you remember Tommy 
the accuracy of what I have written; but Trestarr at Trinity’ I do. He was, of 
from concrete human beings, who pretend course, a foolish youth, but he might have 
to speak on your behalf, and deny that I have had a pleasant fife in the fat living for 
‘‘proved my case.” I might answer by saying which his family intended him. In his 
that I never set out to prove a case—that I second year at the University, he met Sir 
wished merely to enjoy a friendly chat with James Sroor, an undergraduate Baronet, of 
you, and to appeal to your ¢ ney on rreat wealth, and dissolute habits. Poor 
behalf of the large class whom I ventured to Tommy was dazzled by his new friend’s 
represent by the Dascnicxs. “ But,” says 
one of my detractors, in a letter now lying 
before me, ‘‘ you have only given one instance. 
You have talked grandly about Queens, and 
Dukes, and actresses, and, in the end, you 
have put us off with a wretched story 
about the parvenu Dascnicx. For my 
part, I refuse to admit your authority 
until you prove, in greater detail, that you 
really know something of the subject on 
which you presumed to write.” ‘‘ Sir,” I 
reply, “‘you are brusque, and somewhat 
> oi in the style you use towards me. 
For my part I do not admit that you are 
entitled to an answer from me, and I have 
felt disposed to pass you by in silence. But 
since there may be other weak vessels of 
your sort, I will do violence to myself, and 
pen another letter.” And thus, my dear 
SoctaL Amsrrion, I onee more take the 
liberty of addressing you, not without an 
inward tremor lest you should pounce upon 
me unawares, and cause me to expiate my 
rashness by driving me from the calm 
seclusion in which I s my days, to 
mingle with the feverish throng who wrangle 
for place and precedence, myself the most 
feverish wrangler of them all. But, on the 
rinciple that we are both, in some sort, creatures. ; 
Sooke I think I may trust you to spare my Pardon my candour, and believe me, 
eyes, while I remind you of one or two incidents in which yoa bore a! Yours, without respect, Diocgenes Roprnsoy. 
rt : = 


manner of scattering his money. They 
became inseparable. The same dealer sup- 
plied them with immense cigars, they went 
to race meetings, and tried to break the 
ring. When Sir James wished to gamble, 


And all the time poor Mrs. Trpstarr, in her 
country home, was overjoyed at her darling’s 
success in what she told me once was the 
most brilliant and remarkable set at Cam- 
bridge. 


a ragged man shambled up to me, with a 
request that I should buy a box of lights 
from him. There was a familiar something 


looked hard at me, turned his head away, 
and made off as fast as his rickety legs 
would carry him. Most men must have 
had « similar experience, but few knew, 
as I do, that you, my dear Soctar 
Ameprtion, urged the wretched Tommy to 
his destruction. 

jn the whole, I dislike you. Those 
who obey you become the meanest of God's 








And first BuenKixsor knocks at the door of my memory. I 
bid him enter, and I see a tall slim youth, not ill-favoured, | AUTHOR! AUTHOR! 


wearing well-cut clothes, and carrying a most beautiful,) Joe» Corertor’s summing up to the Jury in the action taken by 


| gold-topped Malacca cane delicately in his hand. He is} 7,0). (author of burlesques) v. Roberts (player of the same) was 


ons a cigar, and complains to me that his life is a succession | excellent common sense, a quality much needed in the case. Mr. JoxEs, 
of aimless op. and that he cannot find any employment to turn | — not our Exery HAvTHOR, whose contempt for Burlesque generally is 
his hand to. at very night, I remember, he dined with me. We} 4. well known as he can make it,—wrote to Mr. Antuvur Roperts, 
went to the play together, and afterwards looked in at Lady | formerly of the Music Halls and now of the legitimate Stage, styling 
ALicta Parsor’sdance. Dear Lady ALicta, how plump she was, and ‘him “Governor,” and professed that he would “fit him toa T.” 
how good-natured, and how well she married her fiddle-headed daugh-| poota naseitur non “ fit,”—and the born burlesque-versifier was 
ters. Her husband too, that clumsy, heavy-witted oaf, how cunningly | +16 to) what would probably be his comic version of the Latin 


and how successfully withal she sehemed for his advancement. Quid proverb, But the inimitable ArTuvr, who does so much for himself | 





specious glare and glitter, and his slapdash | 


Tommy was always ready to keep the bank. | 


Where is Tommy now? The other day | 


about him. Could it be Tommy’ The | 
question was indirectly answered, for, before | 
t could extract a penny, or say a word, he | 


plura? you knew her well, she was devoted to you. I only speak (the stage, hardly required any extraneous help, and at last | 


of her to remind you that it was in her hospitable rooms that | |: i hs’ hard lal he 
Leone nam . : ‘ rejected the result of poor Jonks’s three months’ hard labour at the 
Genrase DuBERINGr met round hin fate He had daneed|j‘ailny mill this, however, wa ho oke to doxta, who wright 

; J , yds and, Having | way decided that this time he would give the inimitable Antuun 


returned that blushing virgin to her accustomed corner, was just | omething quite new in the way of a jest ; and so, dropping thedialogue, | 


about to depart when the ample form of Lady Auicia bore down he came to" the action.” which, in this instance, was an action-at- 
jn re’ Oh, Mr. ag gs Phe Ladyship Mg “I really | jaw, Whatever Mr. Ronerts may have thought of the words, he 
T hear + a ae Ne ® “ he h _ 1 tt hk ” to Se rm go a will hardly have considered the result of this case as ** good business’ 
who knows, but thet ——" He “¢* oe ete sae nity ’ from his own private and peculiar point of view. But all Roomate 
protég®s cheek with her fa po hore him off to iehvonsee a4 the Authors,—with the solitary exception of pe, formerly 
Cabinet Minister. I wat hod the cerem Something whispered | £#™0™s in the field, but now better known in e Lane,” at panto- 
to me that BLEX .- lost M ret thr ‘ th es Je | Mime time, than to any Court where he has a legal right to appear in 
| ee - LENKINSOP was -— 2 = yy se e hi ws wig and gown,—from the qoaten, vie ee to please a ‘‘ Governor, 
sneusehin dell i rel ton F grant on ty E Bs par a — n. | UP to the biggest, who i to p ape Samnestvee, should rejoice at 
His cheery good-nature vanished. Instead of it he cultivated an air | the decision in the case of Jones v. arses 








| interviews (we only nod distantly now whén we meet), he hinted that | cuished for his courtesy to strangers, and his agqeeetion of good 
| in the next distribution of honours his name might be expected. It dishes, especially of anything at all spicy, wished to know why, as a 
| a red, but, alas for gratitude, he had to satisfy himself with a compliment totheir Imperial guest, they omitted ‘‘ pickelhaubes 

| — K.C.M.G., which his wife (I forgot to say that he married from the bill of fare’ He had understood, from well-informed 
| Evvyes) despises. He js now a disappointed man whom his friends, friends, that the Emprnor seldom went anywhere without some 


| of pompous importance. One by one he weeded out his useless | a of ° 
| friends, and attached to himself dull but potentially useful big wigs AN Omission at THE GuILpHALL Luxcnron.—On the occasion 
| who titles and influence. At one of our last » ing | of the Civic Banquet to the German Emprnor, an Alderman, distin- | 


if he had any, would pity. He is getting on in life ; the affectations ‘‘ pickelhaubes,” whatever they might be, as he himself, the worthy | 


‘he so laboriously cultivated no longer amuse. The witlings of his Alderman, had never had the opportunity of tasting on-. 
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JOLLY JULY. , 

Tre storm of rain comes swirling down, it | 't | 
Our helpless flow’rets droop and die ; iA }\}] 
The thunder crashes o’er the town— led | 114 41/4 

In wet July. | I ii Li) aa 
\\ > aati | 


Our cricket-match is —. the stumps = 
We draw beneath a drenching sky ; NHN a 
Then homeward wend in doleful dumps— Dy A TET . 
In wet July. as. Yi. | Paps 
The lawn ’s a lake, whereon there float LA ae 
e balls that erst would o’er it fly ; 
| We can’t play tennis from a boat, 
In wet July. 
Our garden-party ’s ruined quite, 
| Of invitations friends fight shy ; 
They wisely shun the sloppy sight 
In wet July. 
| 
| 
| 
| 








Take that old aneroid away, 
A new barometer we ’ll try ; 
With hope for haply one fine day— 
n wet July. 











BEATING THE RecorD.—Mrs. MaLaprop’s | | 
‘* Cerberus, as three single gentlemen rolled 
into one,” was ‘‘notin it’’ last week with 
H. R. H. the Prince of Waxes, who, in the | 
eourse of the Royal Entertainments given to | 
our Imperial Cousin-German, appeared as | 
‘*a host of illustrious personages.’ An ad- 
| mirable performance. 








A Nursery Echo from Carlow. 


PARNELL put the Kerrie on, | IN DESPERATE STRAITS. 
Trw Hay came it rather strong, | Jones (Blue Ribbon—to abstemious Lady he has taken in to dinner), “Look Herne, MADAM 
HamMonp was the people’s man, | WE DON’T SEEM TO BE GETTING ON A BIT! EITHER YOU MUST HAVE A GLASS OF CHAM 
And he’s now M.P. PAGNE, OR, BY Jove, J musT!!” 








‘**Can you do addition?” the Red Queen asked scornfully of th 


ALICE IN THUNDERLAND. | White. (‘‘ Bah, she can’t do sums a bit!” she added, aside. ) 


Alice The TH-ND-R-R White Queen H-ne-at | ‘She is doubtless better at Dirision,” interposed ALICE, signi 


4 : | ficantly. 
Red Queen. . . CH-MB-RL-N. “Divide a State by a Statutory Parliament,” said the Red 


~ “T°Ly tell you what it is, your Majesty,” said ALice in a severe | Queen, with a derisive wink. ‘‘What’s the right answer te 

tone (she was always rather fond of scolding the White Queen), | that?” 

‘it'll never do to swagger about all over the place like that! ‘*Much the same as dividing a Nation by an indefinite number 

Dignitaries have to be dignified, you know! ” of Councils,” retorted the White Queen, smartly. ‘* Talk about tw 
Everything was happening so oddly (since Thunderland had quogues, there’s one for you!” 

turned against Blunderland) that she didn’t feel a bit surprised at ‘Oh, as for that,’ rejoined the Red Queen, sniffing, ‘try 

finding the Red Queen and the White Queen sitting close to her, another subtraction sum! Take a Grand Old Leader from a‘ Party 

one on each side. But she found it rather difficult to be quite civil of discredited ‘ Items,’ and what would remain?” 

to them—especially the White Queen, who had once been rathera  ‘‘ Why, a Policy, of course,” replied the White Queen. ‘ And 

favourite with her, but at whom she now never lost an opportunity another Leader,” she added, sotto roce. ** Here’s another for you,’’ 


of girding. she pursued, aloud. “ Take a Liberal-Unionist Tail from a Radical 
. ry” the truth,” said the Red Queen (cocking her ‘ Rat,’ what would remain then?” 

nose at the White)—‘‘ think before you speak—and write it down| ‘‘I suppose you think nothing would remain,” sneered the Ked 

afterwards, It’s safest, if you ’re dealing with some persons.” Queen. 





‘* That’s just what I complain of,” said the White Queen, loftily. “Wrong, as usual,” said the White Queen; ‘the Kat's nasty 
| ‘* You couldn’t tell the truth—about that Table—if you tried with temper would remain.” 


| both hands.” ** But I don’t see how! ” ; 
_ “I don’t tell the truth with my Aands,” the Red Queen objected,| ‘ Why, look here,” the White Queen cried ; ‘‘ the Rat would lo» 
icily, its temper with its ‘tail,’ wouldn’t it ?”’ 


*" Nobody said you did,” said the White Queen. ‘' Nobody said ‘* Perhaps it would,” Axice replied, cautiously. _ 
you told it anyhow. I said you couldn’t if you tried. And you| ‘“ Then, if the ‘ Rat’ went away from its ‘Tail,’ ite temper would 
don’t try either. So there!” remain,” the White Queen exclaimed. ; ' 
“She’s in that state of mind,” said the Red Queen, “that she  ALicE said, as gravely as she could, ‘‘ They might go different 
wants to deny something—only she doesn’t know what to deny!” ways—the ‘ Kat,’ the ‘Tail,’ and the ‘Temper.’”” But she couldn't 
“* A nasty vicious temper,”’ the White Queen remarked ; and then help thinking to herself, * What dreadful nonsense we are talking 
there was an uncomfortable silence for a month or two. onimemintieateaninl : 
The White Queen broke the silence by saying to the Red Queen, , lin batten teas 
‘* T invite you to ALICE’s Party—which used to be neutral ground Tue Oxty Ong.—A ready-penning writer in his Daily Graphic 
to explain, if you can, that nondescript nonsense of yours about | notice of doings in the Houses of Parliament, winds up his descrip- 
National Councils as a substitute for Home Rule.” ition of giving the Royal Assent to Bills in the Upper House with 
The Red Queen smiled sourly, and said, ‘* And I invite you.” | these words—'' So ends the ceremony, which seems to take one away 
“I didn’t know J was to have a Party at all,” said Axice.| from the Nineteenth Century”—a little sum in subtraction—1.« 
‘* Parties are things I don’t hold with, as a rule; too great a tax | take one away from the Nineteenth Century, and the Eighteenth 
and a tie. I like my freedom, J do. But, if I am to have one,| Century remains; but to continue—‘‘back to the days of the 
I think J ought to invite the guests.” Edwards and the Henrys.” But why go back to any other century 
a Arce of Thunderland, you require some lessons in manners,” than the “so-called Nineteenth”? Isn’t it only a very few year 
the White Queen remarked. ago that the Epwaxps, the singular Hewry with plural surname of 
‘* Manners are not taught in lessons,” said Atice. ‘‘ Lessons teach Epwaxps, sat for, Weymouth? What other Henrys or Enwann 
some people to do sums, and things of that sort.” could ever oceur to any well-conditioned Parliamentary scribe / 
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VOCES POPULI. 
A RECITATION UNDER DIFFICULTIES, 


SCENE 
young Professional Reciter, has been engaged to entertain the 
rompany, and is about to deliver the cents Sa piece entitled, 

a4 Lover of Lobelia Bangs, a Cow Idyl.” There is the 
and the quests outside the drawing-room, who can 
nor see what is going on, console t ives by con- 


he 
usual ci ush 
neither hear 
rersing 
between the 


nm 


versons who are trying to get in, and the le w 


would be md too glad to get out, ” an Unsophistica‘ J Guest 
who doesn’t know a soul, and is consequently reduced to listening 


to the Recitation, This 18 what he hears - re 
Miss Fresia Blud. (in a tone of lady-like apology). 


I am only a Cowhoy—— 


Several Ladies put up their glasses, and examine her critically, as 


Sudden burst of 


if they had rather expected this confession, 
Society Chatter from without, 


Society Chatter. How d’ye do?...Oh, but her parties never 


are!... Howare you? ... No, I left her at... 
Yes, he’s somewhere about . . . Saw you in the 
Row this mornin’ Are you doing anything 
on—— ?%... Oh, what a shame!... No, but 
doesn’t she now?.. . No earthly use trying to 
get in at present... &e., &e. 
Miss Fresia B. (beginning again, with meek 
despair, a little louder). 
I am only a Cowboy; reckless, rough, in an unconven- 
tional suit of clothes ; 
I hain’t, as a rule, got much to say, and my conversa- 
tion is mostly oaths. 
| [Cries of “Ssh!” intended, however, for the 
people outside, who are chattering harder 
than ever. 
When the cackle of females strikes my ear — 
Society Chatter (as before). Oh, much cooler 
here... Yes, delightful, wasn’t it? Everybody 
one knows... No, you don’t really? ... Oh, 
Porsy ’s flourishing, thanks . . . The new Butler 
turned out a perfect demon... but I said I 
wouldn’t have his tail docked for anything .. . 
so they ’ve painted it eau de Nil, and it look 
so nice! 
Miss F. P. (pointedly). 
When the cackle of females strikes my ear, I jest 
vamose, for they make me skeered, 
And I sorter suspicion I skeer them too, with my) 
hulking form, and my bushy beard! 
[ Here, of course, she strokes a very round chin. 
Society Chatter. Seems to be somethin’ goin’ 
on in there—singin’, actin’, dancin’, or somethin’ 
; Vell, of course, only heard Aer version of it 
as yet, y’ know. .. Have you seen him in... 
white bensaline with a Medici collar, and one 
of those... nasty gouty attacks he will have 
are only rheumatism, &c., &e. 
Miss F. B. (when nezt heard). 
I cleared my throat, and I tried to speak—but the words died strangled— 
A Feminine Voice outside. So long since we had a quiet talk 
together! Do tell me all about, &c., &e. 
Miss F. B. —— strangled by sheer alarm. 
For there in front-—— 


shi 


“T am only 


| [Here she points dramatically at a stout matron, who fans herself 


CONnBL tously. 
was the slender form, and the sweet girl-face of our new 
“ School Marm”’! [twangs ? 
Say, boys! hev’ ye heard an olian harp which a Zephyr’s tremulous finger 
Wa’al, it kinder thrills ye the way I felt when I first beheld Longtta Banos ! 
Soc. Chat. Oh, you really ought to go—so touching! Drcx and I 
both regularly howled all through the last Act ... Not in the /east, 
thanks. Well, if there is a seat... You’re sure there are any ices * 
Then, strawberry, please—no, nothing to drink! ... Will you allow 
| me?... Told she could dress hair perfectly, but I soon found she 
was ...a Swedenborgian, my dear, or something horrid... 
| Haven’t you ? 
| have asked me for cards that really I. . . had the drains thoroughly 
| looked to, and now they’re.. delicious, but rather overpowering in 
a room, I think! &e., &e. 
Miss F. B. (with genuine feeling). 
Who would imagine one meek-voiced girl could have held her own in a 
| deafening din! 
| But Longxta’s scholars discovered soon she ’d a dead-sure notion of discipline ; 


An Evening Party ; Miss Fresta BLupKinson, a talented 


distinetly audible tones. Jammed in a georwow, 
oO 


I’ve had it three times, and ...so many people 


ted her, 


For her satin palm had a sting like steel, and the rowdiest rebel res 
with a 


When she'd stretched out six of the hardest lots in the Bible-C 
Derringer ! 

Soe. Chat. No, a very dull party, you could move about quite 
easily in all the rooms, so we . . . kicked the whole concern to shivers 
and ...came on here as soon as we could... Capital dinner they 
gare us, too... &e., &e. fe ; 

Miss F. B. (with as much conviction as possible under the 
circumstances), 

And the silence deepened ; no creature stirred in the stagnant hush, and the 
only sound 

Was the far-off lumbering jolt, produced by the prairie rolling for leagues 
around ! 


Soc. Chat. (crescendo). Oh, an old aunt of mine has gone in for 
step - dancing — she’s had several lessons... and cut her knees 
rather badly, y’ know, so I put her out to grass... and now she 
ean sit up and hold a biscuit on her nose... but she really ought 
to mix a little grey in her wig! 

[&e., &c., to the distraction of the Unsophisticated Guest, who is 
getting quite interested in Lopetta Banas whom he suddenly 
discovers, much to his surprise, on horseback. 


Miss F. B. 


And on we cantered, without a word, in the mid- 
day heat, on our swift mustangs. 

I was only ignorant Cowboy CLem—but I worshipped 
bright Lopetra Banos! 


Soe. Chat. (fortissimo). Not for ages ; but 

last time I met him he was... in a ful 

state, with the cook down with influenza. . . and 

so I suppose he’s married her by this time ! 
Miss ra B. (excitedly), 


But hark! in the distance a weird shrill cry, a kinder 
mournful, monotonous yelp— 

(Further irruption of Society Chatter) . .« 
jackal ?— bison ?>—a ery for help? 


Soc. Chat. Such a complete rest, you know— 
so perfectly peaceful! Not a’soul to talk to. I 
love it... but, to really enjoy a tomato, you 
must see it dressed,..in the sweetest little 
sailor suit ! 


Miss F. B. 


My horse was a speck on the pampas’ verge, for I 
dropped the rein in my haste to stoop ; 

Then I pressed my ear to the baking soil—and caught 
—ah, horror—the Indian whoop ! 


Soc. Chat. Some say it isn’t infectious, but 
one can’t be too careful, and, with children in 
the house, &e., &e. 

Miss F. B. 

I rose to my feet with quivering knees, and my face 
turned white as a fresh-washed towel ; | 
I had heard a war-cry I knew too well—’twas the | 
murderous band of Blue-nosed Owl! | 

Soe. Chat. Nice fellow—I’m very fond of him | 

so fresh—capital company—met him when I | 
was over there, &c. 

Wiss F. 

“ What? leave you to face those fiends alone! ” she cried, and slid from her 
horse’s back ; 

“ Let me die with you—for I love you, Clem!” 
resounding smack, 

And he bounded off; “‘ Now Heaven be praised that my school six-shooter I 
brought!” said she. 

“ Four barrels I'll keep for the front-rank foes—and the next for you—and 
the last for me!” 


. is it 


a ( owboy.” d 


Then she gave her steed a 


Soc. Chat. Is it a comic piece she’s doing, do you know? Don’t 
think so, I can see somebody smiling. Sounds rather like 
SHAKSPEARE, or Dick ENs, or one of those fellahs ... Didn’t catch 
what you said. No Quite impossible to hear oneself speak, 
isn’t it ? 

Miss F. B. 

And ever louder the demons yelled for their pale-faced prey—but I scorned 
death’s pangs, 
For I deemed it a doom that was half delight to die by the hand of Lopgia 
Banos! 
any whispered low in her dulcet tones, like the crooning coo of a eushat 
love! 


| (At the top of her voice). “ Forgive me, Crem, but I could not bear any 
| uaw to torture my own true love!” : 
And she raised the revolver—“ crack-crack-crack !” 


[To the infinite chagrin of the Unsophisticated Guest, who ts intensely 
anxious to hear how Miss Banes and her lover escaped from so 
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unpleasant a dilemma—the remaining cracks of her revolver, 
together with the two next stanzas, are drowned in a fresh torrent | 
of small-talk—after which he hears Miss ¥. B. conclude with 
repressed emotion : 

But the ochre on Blue-nosed Owl was blurred, as his braves concluded their | 
brief harangues ; 

And he dropped a tear on the early bier of our Prairie belle, Lonztta Banos! 
( Which of course leaves him in a state of hopeless mystification. 

Soc. Chat. Is that the end? Charming! Now we shall be able to 
talk again! &c., &e. 





OFF TO MASHERLAND. 
(By Our Own Grandolph.) 


(THIRD LETTER.—C.) 
Lanps-caPe Poxirics. 

Haven't time to send you much information this week, as We,— 
the firm of Self and Veereenaeeg. Captain, —have had to 
write rather a heavy packet for the Daily Graphic. I suppose 
you will have got Herr Von German Emperor with you by the 
time you receive this from yours truly ; or His Imperialness may 
have quitted your,—that is, our, though I’m here now,—hospitable 














Ui 4 
“4 


Ny 
Y, 









WW! VY 
















YY 










|sauce. They can lead you a pretty 
| if you chivy them. 





old Drcmmy; he can bring it out in his new Persian Jee Miller. 
Cheeky little street-boys give you Capers’ 
dance 


AMUSEMENTS OF THE Borrs, 


To-day came across a Peep-Boer- 
Show. Seen it all before. Also a kind 
of Punch-and-Judy performance going 
on, translated into South-African dialect. 
There was not a paying ublic to witness 
it; and, with all my desire and with 
every intention to encourage native 
talent, I was compelled to turn away, 
‘more in sorrow than in anger,” 
(SHAKSPEARE again—Hamlet’s (host, | 
think,) when the pipe-and-drummer 
man came to me for a contribution. Not 
a penny in my a ae ‘“*T will reim- 
burse thee nobly,” said I, ‘‘on m 
return from the Mine-land.” He quoted 
some line or other, which I did not 
catch, and gave the name of the writer, 
one ** WALKER,” 
as his authority. 
WALKER is asso- 
a in m — 
with an 

Sut, 












Uhh ; | Dictionary 
VU ifs, Wj##™'l jj GY / 4G 7j $ 
| “Uffiyj Yj Uf yy Y f, , wo Sones Spee °° ren ‘am 
/ Gf! Yj y th to in recent years, rR Ye 
Wy YV)ldii« Wy; Vj LL Yj | ! I doubt whether the words the Showman 
| | ! MN gee used on this oceasion can be found in my 
L mic” 4 LT pocket edition, or in any other edition of tha‘ 
; Same ( aus Mc SEO excellent and leustuerthy compilation. 





SM. 
Narcing  Girk - Birk 








Adriald Mixtr 


CuHanor or Harr. 

Called at native barber’s to-day. Gave him 
no instructions. Thought of course he was 
going to cut it; and so fell asleep. I almost 
always fall asleep when under the mesmeric 
influence of a capillary administrator, I should 
like him to keep on doing it; cut and com) 
again. So pee el oke up and found 
myself—like this. (See Hair Cui.) Here- 
with please receive portrait, and treasure it.' 

ArmA VIRUMQUF. 











Must send you a sketch of some of ou 
B.B.B.’s, or the Bold Bobbies of Basuto all | 
armed. Ha! ha! asdearold Worry would hav: 
said, ** 1 was quite all-armed at seeing this! 








Native Amusements—‘ A Poor House.” 


shores. 4 propos of Hospitable Shores, remember me to the most 
hospitable of all Shores—Captain SuHaw—of the Fire-and-Water 
Brigade. My companions—*‘ Jolly companions everyone” — the 
Cautious Captain, or the Wily Wits, Doubting Doctor, 
Energetic Engineer, all well. Wily Wittr1ams hard at his MS., 
giving an account of the “ agricultural and mineral resources ’”’ of 
the What-can-the-Matterbeland, ‘‘through the instrumentality of 
the Chartered Company.” He’s tat this. Think I shall start 
new Company—* The Charte Libertine.” If my memory 
doesn’t fail me, that’s a Shak- 
spearian title. But who was the 
‘** Chartered Libertine’? I notice 
these South-African States are 
independent of Home Government. | 
"Pon my word, I fancy W. E. G. | 
was right about Home Rule. On| 
whose shoulders can the G. 0. M.’s | 
mantle fall, without enveloping | 
him in entire obscurity, except on | 
those of the Leader of the once | 
united, but now fractured quar- 


tette , ‘quorum pars magne 
fare t still - 4 rf 


‘or nothing ; nor was any other | 
boy that I’ve ever heard of. 


No wonder we hy By - so many | 
cing parties at the Cape, when | 
all the Pahabitants are Capers. | 





Caperycornamental Hairdressing. I make this a present to my dear | from the commencement, #.¢., July 17, 1841, to June 27, 1891. 


| Government and King Proxy tne Frnst, with mysel 


keep up my Latin, | replied the Ex-misleader of the Irish Party, ‘when I was pre 
ou see. I wasn’t sent to Eton | sented with a specimen of Carlow without the Dolci.’ 


CAPERS. | contemplating a first visit to the Continent. ~—~ Being raw to the 
business, get Cook’d. Depend upon it, you won’t be * 


Hope to be on the track of Tom Tippien’ 

ground very soon. But anyhow till I am ew 
la tache, *‘ on the spot,”’ any one of these letters of mine (emphasis « 
the ‘‘ mine”’) of which all are genuine—‘' proofs before letters” you 
have in my signed promise—is well worth a hundred pounds, and 
cheap at the price. It’s my note of hand in exchange for the cash, 
for the ‘‘ ready ay ready!” as we say at sea. Away to the field 
of gold! ProsPrctinG PosstBrLirres. 

N.B.—Rather think I am going to call on Queen Zamourrt th 
afternoon. Ahem! Do you remember the ballads of ** My heart ws 
true to Poll,” and ‘*‘ The King of the Owyhees” ? Again, ahem! 
** Black Queen to mate in three moves.” Of course, can’t go in for 
this sort of thing myself, but by deputy, eh? ~ yoy ee 

for Prime 
Minister. How’s that Empire ? 


2anclot pt , The Cxpiorer. 


From Ovr Own Ben Trovato,—Said an artistic collector to 
Mr. Parwett, “ Now I'll show you a beautiful specimen of Canio 
Dotct.” ‘I wish you could have shown it me some days ago, 








Coox’s Tourist Prize Jupiter Joxe.—Mem. for Travellers 


done.”’ 


‘Tue Huxprep Best Booxs.”— Punch’s Half-Yearly Volumes 
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Fair Visitor (to Hostess). ‘‘Wuat A DELIGHTFUL CONCERT YoU GAVE Us LAST WEDNESDAY, DEAR Mrs, Jones! Swvcn Lovery 
such sMART Prorpte! EVERYBODY ONE KNOWS, You KNow!” 
[Mrs. Jones's Aunt Tabitha (from whom she has great expectations) hears of this delightful Concert for the first time ! 











‘GOOD-BYE, GRANDMAMMA!” 


A Long Way after *‘ Childe Harold."’) 


Aptev, adieu, Old Albion’s shore ! 
I leave, to bound the blue. 

My Yacht lies yonder! ’Tis a bore, 
But | must part from you. 

I sniff the brine, I love the sea ; 
Half Englishman am I. 

Farewell to England, and to thee, 
Dear Grandmamma—good-bye ! 

I leave your isle, the truth to tell, 
With qualitied regret. 

July in London would be well, 
But for the heavy wet. 


The soaking shower, the sudden squall, 


Spare not Imperial ** tiles.” 

May it be dry when next I eall, 
Your slushiest of isles! 

Yet I’ve enjoyed my visit, much, 
In spite of wet and wind. 

I with Jomw But have been in touch; 
You have been passing kind. 

My father and grandfather gone 
Once trod your city sad ; 

Now I the daring deed have done, 
And—it is not half bad. 

That Opera Show was quite a sight ; 
Your Sheriff Harrrs—well— 

Avevustvs, after Actium’s fight, 
Was scarce a greater onal, 

The long parade, led by the Blues, 
Gave me the blues again. 

Not that the citizen were screws, 
No, Grand’ma, ’twas that rain ! 


I—ahem! blessed it fervently, 
Emperors must not complain ; 

But do, do keep your Babylon dry, 
When I come back again. 

For Garden Parties, Shows, Reviews, 
And civic functions pale, 

When water soaks the stoutest shoes, 
And it blows half a gale. 


Your Lord Mayor and his liveried lot, 
They know a thing or two. 

Speeches of course are always rot, 
But then—the skies were blue! 

As for your Crystal Palace—ah ! 
Your pride I would not shock, 

But you owe much, dear Grandmamma, 
To Paxton and to Brock. 


Your warriors are fine, if few ; 
But still, if you ask me, 
You leave far too much power to 
A Railway Company. 
I would not let civilians snub 
y ins—no fear! 
But then a Teuton—there’s the rub! 
Is no mere Volunteer ! 


And now I really must be gone 
U the wide, wide sea. 

Stiff state no more shall make me groan, 
Hurrah for liberty ! 

I’m tired to death of functions fine, 
And ceremonial rot ; 

Hurrah for ease! the breezy brine 
Tar-toggery, and my Yacht! 


With yonder bark I'll gladly brave 


The seas about your isle. 





Thanks, Grand’ma, for that kerchief wave, 
And that right royal smile! 

Welcome, ye billows, tumbling brisk 
Beneath a cloud-swept sky ! 

Give your white kerchief one more whisk, 
Dear Grandmamma—Good-bye ! 


SCOTT (ANYTHING BUT) FREE. 
[It is human nature, after all. When conscien- 
tiously I cannot praise actors or actresses, or 
authors, they turn their backs upon me. But when 
conscientiously I am able to draw attention to their 
great merits, they simply overflow.” —Mr. CLEMENT 
Scott, in The Illustrated London News.| 
Untucky Mr. CLeMEnt Scort ! 
Since those who act our plays or write 
them, 
Are so exacting that he’s got 
| The greatest trouble to delight them. 
| When conscience tells him not to praise 
They ‘“‘turn their backs” and will not 
know him, , ; : 
| When their ‘‘ great merits” make him raise 
| His voice—they ‘‘ simply overflow” him! 








Nore For AN Impentat Drany.—There were 
just a couple or so of real good wet days for 
our Imperial and Royal Highnesses. Jupiter 
| Pluvius ladled it out to us unstintingly in 
Imperial buckets full. Our Cousin German, 
so affectionately dutifal to ‘‘ Grandmamma,”’ 
|won’t forget La Rain d’ Angleterre in a 
\hurry. Mem. Next visit to London, ong 
|fewer uniforms and more waterproofs an 
| umbrellas. 
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¥ Y Reminiscences!” said Mr. Punch, replying to a question 
ut by his Interviewer, ANNo Domini E1gHteen-NINETY- 
One; “ 5 Ag already before the World, in exactly One Hundred 
Volumes ! y first ‘Number’ bore date ‘for the week ending} 
July 17th, 1841. My memory is indeed stored with recollections, 
ploseent, pessepenim, pathetic, of the teeming past, memories of my 
joyous ‘ Table,’ of my well-beloved ‘ Young Men,’ of Great Names, of 
Genial Comrades, of Bright Wits, of Warm Hearts, of Famous Artists, 
of Clever Writers, who—in the words of the greatest of them all— 
‘ Perched round the stem 
Of the jolly old tree.’ 
‘* How well the words of the wise wit written in 1847 express our 
thoughts to-day, Mr. Anno Domint :— 
* Here let us sport 
Boys, as we sit, 
Laughter and wit 
Flashing so free. 
Life is but short — 
When we are gone, 
Let them sing on 
Round the old tree. 


It is one of my proudest memories to recollect that THackrRray’s 
‘Mahogany Tree,’ was my Table.” 

‘To have been Amphitryon to such guests must have been the 
most pleasant privilege of hospitality,” said Anno Domrnt. 

“Very true,” responded Me. Punch, “ And of all my Deputy- 
Amphitryons—if I may use the term—who more fully, fitly, justly, 
and genially filled the than the earliest of them all, the kindly 
and judicious Mark Lewon? Had not he and clever Henry 
Maynew, and Mr. Printer Last, and Esenrzer LANDELLS, my 
earliest engraver, foregathered first with me in furtherance of the 
‘new work of wit and whim,’ embellished with cuts and caricatures, 
to be called :— | 

PUNCH; OR, THE LONDON CHARIVARI? 


‘* Lemon, and Last, and MarHew, were they here to-day, would 
probably agree to divide between them the early honours, as they 
shared the early ae But doubtless Mark Lemon was 
the literary shaper of the ‘ Guffawgraph,’ as he jocularly called it in 
his ‘ Prospectus,’ and, from the first, its guiding spirit. Happily so, 
for his was a spirit fitted to rule, both by power, and tact, and taste. 
With ‘Uncle Marx’ in the chair, I knew there would be neither 
austere ee nor fainéant laxity, neither weakness of stroke 
nor foulness of low, neither Rosa-Matilda-ish mawkishness, nor 
Rabelaisian coarseness. 

‘* How well I remember my first group of ‘ Young Men,’” pursued 
Mr. Punch, musingly. ‘ There was swift and scathing Dovetas 
JERROLD, with his tossed and tangled mane of grey hair. GILBERT | 
Assott ABeckerr, too, the whimsically witty, the drolly satirical, | 
the comically caustic. Henry MarHew, of course, and, a little later, | 
his brother Horace, the simple, lovable ‘Powxy.’ Hexnine, New- | 
MAN and Brrve, were my earliest Artists. Hexnrve drew the fi 
Cartoon, whilst Newman and Barve, and, later, Hrve, between | 
them, were responsible for most of the smaller cuts, head-and-tail- 


Evenings we knew 
Happy as this; 

Faces we miss 

Pleasant to see. 

Kind hearts and truce, 
Gentle and just, 

Peace to their dust ! 

We sing round the tree.’ 





your ken’?” 


| scholarly, and genial gentle- 


| PRENDERGAST,’ an extremely 


| eal student friends was ALBERT 





pieces, pictorial puns, and 
s<etchy silhouettes, wherewith 
Punch’s earl es abounded. 

**In the fourth Number of 
Punch, published on August 
7th, 1841, first appeared the 
soon-to-be-famous signature 
of ‘Joun Lercn.’” 

‘“*Ah! Jonn Leecu,” cried 
the attentive Anno Domunt. 
‘““A name to conjure with! 
How did that ‘Star swim into 


” 


‘** There was a certain clever, 


man,” responded Mr. Punch, 
‘‘who had lately published, 
under the pseudonym of ‘ Pav. 


funny Comie Latin Grammar. 
‘Pavut PRENDERGAST’ was, in 
reality, Mr. Percrvat Leien, 
originally a medical gentleman, 
the well-beloved ‘ Professor’ of 
later Punch days. The Comie 
Latin Grammar had been 
admirably illustrated by a per- 
sonal friend, and fellow-student, 
of Leten’s named Lercu. The 
services of both of the contribu- 
tors to the Comic LatinGram- 
mar were soon enlisted in my 
interests. 

‘** Another of Lercn’s medi- 
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Suirn, and he before long was 
yenning his ‘Physiology of 
Scales Evening Parties’ (il- 
lustrated by Pawz— Hatnor 
Kyicut Browne — Newman, 
and others) for my _ pages. 
Kenny Meapows, Watts 
PuHitiies, ALFRED ‘Crow- 
QuiLL’ (FoRRESTER), JonN 
GitBert, and others, drew also 
for the young Journal, the _ os 
printing of which had been ——s 
taken over by the Whitefriars 
firm of Brapscry AND Evans, with whom as proprietors and fast 
friends, Punch has ever since been happily associated. 
** 4s early as my Fourth Volume,” pursued Mr. Punch,” it became | 


rst | obvious that, in the person of ‘Our Fat Contributor,’ a certain 


‘“Micnart ANGELO TiTMaRsH’ was writing and drawing for Punch 
(Continued on Page 4.) 
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FOR THE WEEK ENDING JULY 17, 1041. 


THE MORAL OF PUNCH. 





As we hope, gentle public, to pass many happy hcurs in your 
society, we think. it right that you should know something of our 
character and intentions. Our title, at a first glance, may have 
misled you into a belief that we have no other intention than the 
amusement of a thoughtless crowd, and the collection of pence. 
We have a higher object. Few of the admirers of our prototype, 
merry Master Puwen, have looked upon his v but as the 
practical outpourings of a rude and boisterous mitth. We have 
considered him as a teacher of no mean pretensions, and have, 
therefore, adopted him as the sponsor for Otir weekly sheet of 
pleasant instruction. When we have seen him parading in the 
glories of his motley, flourishing his baton (like our friend Jullien 
at Drury-lane) in time with his own unrivalled discord, by which 
he seeks to win the attention and admiration of the crowd, what 
visions of graver puppetry have passed before our eyes! Golden 
circlets, with their adornments of coloured and lustrous gems, have 
bound the brow of infamy as well as that of honour—a mock 
to both ; as though virtue required a reward beyond the fulfilment 
of its own high purposes, or that infamy id be cheated into 
the forgetfulness of its vileness by the weight around its temples! 
Gilded coaches have glided before us, in which sat men who thought 
the buzz and shouts of crowds a guerdon for the toils, the anxi- 
eties, and, too often, the peculations of a life. Our ears have rung 
with the noisy frothiness of those who have bought their fellow- 
men a8 beasts in the market-place, and found their reward in 
the sycophaney of a degraded constituency, or the patronage of 
a venal ministry—no matter of what creed, for party musi destroy 
patriotism. 

The noble in his robes and coronet—the beadle in his gaudy 
livery of scarlet, and purple, and gold—the dignitary in the fulness 
of his pomp—the dcmagomee in the triumph of his hollowness— 
these and other visua! ad oral cheats by which mankind are cajoled, 
have passed in review before us, conjured up by the magic wand of 
Ponca. 

How we envy his philosophy, when Swatta-sa-na, that demon 
with the bell, besets him at every turn, almost teasing the sap out 
of him! The moment that his tormentor quits the scene, Puscu 
seems to forget the existence of his annoyance, and, carolling the 
mellifluous numbers of Jim Crow, or some other strain of equal 
beauty, makes the most of the present, regardless of the past or future ; 
and when SHacta-Ba-L\ fenews his persecutions, Puncu bolidly faces 
his enemy, and ultimately becomes the victor. All have a Saanta- 
BA-LA in some shape or other; but few, how few, the philosophy of 
Poron! 

We are afraid our prototype is no favourite with the ladies. 
Ponon is (and we reluctantly admit the fact) a Maithusian in prin- 
ciple, and somewhat of a domestic tyrant; for his conduct is at timcs 
harsh and ungentlemanly to Mrs. P. 


“ Eve of a land that still is Paradise, 
Italian beauty !’’ 


But as we never look for perfection in human nature, it is too much 
to expect it in wood. We wish it to be understood that we repudiate 
such principles and conduct. We have a Judy of our own, and 
a little Punehininny that commits innumerable improprieties ; but 
we fearlessly aver that we never threw him out of window, nor 
belaboured the lady with a stick—even of the size allowed by 
law. 

There is one portion of the drama we wish was omitted, for it 
always saddens us—we allude to the prison scene. Puxen, it is 
true, sings in duranee, but we hear the ring of the bars mingling with 
the song. We are advocates for the correction of offenders; but how 
many generous and kindly beings are there pining within the walls of 
a prison, whose only crimes are poverty and misfortune! They, too, 
sing and langh, and appear jocund, but the Acert can ever hear the 
ring of the bars. 

We never looked upon a lark in @ cage, and heard him trilling 
out his music as he sprang upwards to the roof of his prison, but 
we felt sickened with the sight and sound, as contrasting, in our 
thought, the free minstrel of the morning, as it were 
imto the blue caverns of the heavens, with the bird to whom the 
world was cireumseribed. May the time soon arrive, when every 
prison shall be a palace of the mind—when we seek to in- 
Struct and cease te punish. Poxcu has advocated educa- 
at his dog instinet of the 


mre 





brute hus almost germinated into reason. Man has reason, why not 
give him intelligence ? 

We now eome to the last great lesson of our motley teacher—the 
gallows ! that accursed tree which has its root in injuries. How clearly 
Puncu exposes the fallacy of that dreadful law which authorises the 
destruction of life! Puncu sometimes destroys the hangman: and 
why not? Where is the divine injunction against the shedder of 
man’s blood to rest? None can answer! To us there is but one 
disposer of life. At other times Punett hangs the devil: this is as it 
should be. Destroy the principle of evil by increasing the means of 
cultivating the good, and the gallows will then become as much a 
wonder as it is now a jest. 

We shall always play Puwom, for we consider it best to be merry 
and wise— 

** And laugh at all things, for we wish to know, 
What, after all, are all things but a show |!” —Byron. 

As on the stage of Puncn’s theatre, many characters appear to fill 
up the interstices of the more important story, 80 our pages will be 
interspersed with trifles that have no other object than the moment's 


others, beyond the evanescent smile of a harmless satire. 


COMMERCIAL INTELLIGENCE, 

Tere is a report of the stoppage of one of the most respectable hard- 
bake houses in the metropolis. The firm had been speculating consider- 
ably in ‘* Prince Albert’s Rock,’’ and this is said to have been the rock 
they have ultimately split upon. The boys will be the greatest sufferers, 
One of them had stripped his jacket of all its buttons as a deposit on some 
tom-trot, which the house had promised to supply on the following day ; 
and we regret to say, there are whispers of other transactions of a similar 
character. 

Money has been abundant all day, and we saw a half-crown piece and 
some halfpence lying absolutely idle in the hands of an individual, who, if 
he had only chosen to walk with it into the market, might have produced 4 
very alarming effect on some minor description of securities. Cherries 
were taken very freely at twopence a pound, and Spanish (liquoriée) at 
shade lower thin yesterday. There has been a most disgusting glit of 
tallow all che week, which bas had an alarming effect on dips, and thrown 
a still further gloom upon rushlights. 

The late discussions on the timber duties have brought the match market 
into a very unsettied state, and Congreve lights seem destined to undergo a 
still further depression. This state of things was rendered worse towards 
the close of the day, by a large holder of the last-named article unex- 
pectedly throwing an immense quantity into the market, which went off 
rapidly. 





SOMETHING WARLIKE. 

Many of our readers must be aware, that in pantomimie picces, the 
usual mode of making the audience acquainted with anything that cannot 
be clearly explained by dumb-show, is to exhibit a linen scroil, on which is 
painted, in large letters, the sentence necessary to be known. It so hap- 
pened that a number of these scrolls had been thrown aside after one of 
the grand spectacles at Astley’s Amphitheatre, and remained amongst other 
lumber in the property-room, wntil the late destructive fire which occurred 
there. On that night, the wife of one of the stage-assistants—a woman of 
portly dimensions’—was aroused from her bed by the alarm of fire, and in 
her confusion, being unable to find her proper habiliments, laid hold of one 
of these scrolls, and wrapping it around her, hastily rushed into the street, 
and presented to the astonished spectators an extensive back view, with the 
words, ‘‘ Bomeanp rae Crrapex,” inscribed in legible characters upon 
her singular drapery. 

HUME’S TERMINOLOGY. 

Hume is so annoyed at Lis late defeat at Leeds, that he vows he will never 
make use of the word Tory again as long as he lives. Indeed, he proposes 
to expunge the term from the English language, and to substitute that 
which is applied to his own party. In writing to a friend, that ‘‘after the 
inflammatory character of the oratory of the Cariton Ciub, it is quite super- 
erogatory for me to state (it being notorious) that all conciliatory measures 
will be rendered nugatory,”’ be thus expressed himself :—‘* After the in- 
flammawhig character of the orawhig of the nominees of the Cariton Club, 
it is quite supererogawhig for me to state (it being nowhigous) that all 
conciliawhig measures will be rendered nugawhig.”’ 

NATIVE SWALLOWS. 

A conRgesPoNnDENT to one of the daily papers has remarked, that there 
is an almost total absence of swallows this summer in England. Had the 
writer been present at some of the election dinners lately, he must have 
confessed that a greater number of active swallows has rarely been observed 
congregated in any one year. 

LORD MELBOURNE To “ puRCH.” 

My pean Poncu,—Seeing in the “ Court Circular” of the Aforning 
Heraid an account of a General Goblet as one of the guests of her Majesty, 
1 beg to state, that till I saw that announcement, I was not aware of any 





other general gobble it than myself at the Palace. 
Yours, truly, Metsounns. 


eae end which will never be sought for at the expense | 
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Yes, the lion! 
THACKERAY had 
joined the Table, 
and thenceforth 
for many years he 
illumined my 
ages with his 
Co wit and ripe 
wisdom, his grace- | 
ful prose, his, 
polished verse, 
and his charac- 
teristic pictures. 

“The frontis- 
yon to Volume} 

’, (1843) was by| 
RicHarpD Doy ep, a} 
plain foreshadow- | 
ing of the cele- 
brated design 
| which was ever after to form the familiar Cover of the Punch 
| Number. Dorie had now joined the Staff, and for many years his 
fine fancy was allowed full play in my pages. 

‘“*At the end of the same Volume, upon page 260 of a supple- 
ment, entitled, ‘ Punch’s Triumphal Procession,’ a om | 
Hoop’s never-to-be-forgotten ‘Song of the Shirt.’ It is one of Mr. 
Punch’s pleasantest Reminiscences that this genio genius, this true 
poet, contributed this famous masterpiece to his pages. 

“The scholarly, accomplished, and warm-hearted Tom Tartor| 
was the next to join the Table, and his ‘ Spanish Ballads’ (in 1846), | 
admirably illustrated by DoyLe, made their mark, as did later his | 
‘Unprotected Female.’ In Volume XVI. Percrvat Letom com- 


menced his ‘Mr. Pres, his Diary, or, Manners and Customs of ye | 
Englyshe in 1849,’ characteristically illustrated by Ricnarp DoyLe 


at his graphic best. The same year was remarkable for the appear- 
ance of = most delightful character, the simple-minded, 
sport-loving, philistine paterfamilias, Mr. Brices, first met with in | 
connection with ‘The Pleasures of Housekeeping,’ though subse- 
quently associated especially with humorous sporting scenes. 

“The frontispiece to Volume XIX., for the second half of the year | 
1850, was by a ‘new hand,’ none other than Jouw Tewnren the 
‘Cartoonist’ par excellence, whose work henceforth was to be—as | 
happily it still is—the pride of Mr. Punch and the delight of the 
British Public. Tenyrev’s first Cartoon, ‘Lord Jack the Giant- 
| Killer,” graced Mr. Punch’s 499th Number, he having taken, at 
short notice, the place of Ricnarp Dorie, who after many years 


| to wit, our dear, 


| skittles, the ‘ pins’ being the Czar of Russta, &c. 
Mayruew, and Tom Tartor are playing at Leapfrog, Tom Taytor 


of excellent work had voluntarily withdrawn from the Table, owing 
to certain religious scruples, not wholly unconnected with the sub- 
ject of his successor’s first ‘ Big Cut.’ 

** Another member of my little army about this time was GEORGE 
Srtver, and my next recruits were the polished and witty Surrey 
Brooks, and, one who was to develop into the greatest master of 
Black-and-White Art this country has produced, Cuartes KEENE 
icturesque, unsophisticated ‘Carto,’ lost to the 
Table—an irreparable loss!—but a few months ago. 

** At the opening of Volume XX VII. for the second half of the year 
1854, you will observe, Mr. Anno Domini, a Picture by Jonn 
TENNIEL (reproduced above), in which the then existing Staff of 
Punch are humorously sketched. They are engaged in somewhat 
varied sports and pastimes. Mr. Punch is keeping wicket in a game 
in which THackeray wields the bat, and Percrvat Leten is bowling; 
Mark Lemon, and Gripert ABreckett are playing at battledore an 
shuttlecock, and Dovetas Jerroip is having a solitary game of 
SHIRLEY Brooks, 


‘ overing’ Maynew, whilst Sarrtey Brooks is following up. In the 
background Jonny Tennter is sketching the Good Knight Punchius 
upon a wall, whilst in the immediate foreground Jonn LeEcu, upon 
a hobby-horse, is leaping over an easel. These were the chief of my 
*Young Men’ at thistime. In front of the tent are two gentle- 
men, one in a black, the other ina white, hat. The first is Wiit1aAM 
Brapsury, the second is ‘ Pater’ Evans, our ‘ proprietors and friends’ 
of that day. 

** In 1856 an obituary notice showed that the Table had experienced 
one of its earliest losses, that of Ginpert Apnotr ABecwxetr. And 
on June 8th, in the following year, the boding black border appeared 
*In Memoriam’ of Dovetas Jerrotp. Ah, me, Mr. Anno Domryt, 
the jingling of the cap-and-bells, howsoever merrily it —~ sound, is 
endo interrupted now and again by the chiming of a bell of deeper 


| note and sadder tone. 


“Volume XX XIX. for 1860 saw the artistic advent of the Society 
Satirist of the Victorian Era, Grorce pv Maurier ; and in Volume 
XLIV. for the year 1863, the presence of another ‘New Boy’ at 
my Table, was evidenced by the appearance of the burlesque London- 
Journalish Novel, ‘Mokeanna,’ in which Francis CowLey Buryanp 
parodied the ‘ Penny Dreadful.’ 

** The very first page of my Volume for 1864, Mr. ANwo Dory, 
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rievous, an irreparable loss to me and to the 
world. Wutt1aM Makepeace Tuackeray, the greatest of my con- 
tributors, had gone for ever from my Table. Anda little later—only 
a little later—in my Number for November 12th, 1864, appeared an 
obituary notice—alas the day !—of the great, the genial, the loved, 


the lamented Joun LEEcuH. 

‘‘In the Volumes for this year, 1865, appear for the first time the 
fanciful, ingenious, elaboratel symbo cal designs of CHARLES 
H. Bennett, who uphessily 3 not long enrich my pages with his 
facile execution and singular subtlety of fancy. He died on the 
2nd April. His place at my Table was soon after taken by Liviey 


SaAMBOURNE, 


‘On the 23rd May, 1870, he who had sat at the head of my Table 
ever since its first establishment, ‘ who wrote the first article in this 
Journal, who from its establishment had been its conductor,’ left 
empty the chief seat at my board. | 

“*Tf this Journal has had the good fortune to be credited with habitual 
advocacy of truth and justice, if it has been praised for abstention from the 
less worthy kind of satire, if it has been trusted by those who keep guard over 
the purity of woman and of youth, we, the best witnesses, turn for a 
moment from our sorrow to bear the fullest and the most willing testimony 
that the high and noble spirit of Manx Lemon ever prompted generous 
championship, ever made unworthy onslaught or irreverent jest impossible to | 


recorded a great, a 











the pens of those who were honoured in being coadjutors with him. 


“This, Mr. Anno Domrnt, was the high and merited tribute which | 
the spokesman of his surviving colleagues paid to the beloved | 
memory of Mark Lemon. 

‘‘SarRLEY Brooks succeeded him in the editorial chair, which he 
filled fittingly and faithfully for—alas!—only four years. In 1874 
I lost my second Editor. Tom Tay tor was his successor, taking up 
with the Editorship, the extraction of that weekly ‘ Essence of Parlia- 
ment,’ so long and so delightfully distilled by the deceased Chief. 

‘* Meanwhile, on April 30th, 1872, Horace Mayuew, had departed 
from our midst. A little later the Table received a further accession | 
in the person of Antoun Witt1amM ABeckert, (‘ Mr. Briervess| 
Junior,’) son of that Gitpert Aspotrr ABeckert who was one of my 
earliest ‘Stars.’ His brother, a second Gitsert ABrckett, took his | 
seat at the Table a few years later. In Volume LXVIII. for 1875, 
E. J. Moctrkew made his first appearance as a Punch Writer. The 
Author of the ’Arry papers, ‘CuiLpe Cuappre’s Pilgrimage,’ &c., 
joined my Table two years later. 

‘** On the 12th July, 1880, another great loss befel me. Tom Taytor, 
my third Editor, left that honourable post vacant, after occupying it 
with eredit and distinction for six years. Mr. F. C. Burnanp, 


author of ‘Happy Thoughts,’ &c., reigns in his stead. R. F. | 
P \ 
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| who ever put pencil to wood-block, was taken away from me. 


| ‘* Mr. Punch, you must be as proud of 


SKETCHLEY, who had a seat at my Board for several years, resigned 
it a little later. . 

**The same year, 1880, saw the introduction of a new Artist, in 
the person of Haney Furniss; and the next introduced Henny 
W. Lucy, the ‘Tony’ of Mr. Punch’s remodelled Essence of 
Parliament. 

‘In 1887, the appearance of ‘ Mr. Punch's Manual for Young 
Reciters,’ gave evidence of the fact that the Author of Vice Versd, 
Mr. F. Anstey, had joined my Table. He, with R. C. Leman, 
Author of ‘Modern Types,’ &c., and E. G. Reep, the Artist, are thé 
very latest additions thereto, That Table has, within the last two 
years, sustained yet two other losses: Percivat Lesion, last survivor 
of the ‘Old Guard,’ dying on 24th October, 1889, whilst, early in the 
resent year, the inimitable Cuartes KEeEnr, wo Aen. 8 ac- 
cnowledged to be the greatest master of ‘ Black-and- White’ technique 





‘* Merely to mention all the bright pens and pencils which have 
occasionally contributed to my es, would occupy much space. 
Amongst Writers may be named Macurn Hannay, Stieurne Coyne, 
Coventry Patmore, Mortimer Coiiis, George Avoustus Saxa, 
Anprew Lane, James Payy, and Lord Tennyson; amongst | 
Artists, Howarp (whose signature, a trident, was at one time | 
familiar to Punch readers), Miss Bowrers, Kauston, Bryan, Ban- 
warp, W. 8. Griipert (who illustrated several of his own articles), 
CorsovuLp, CaLtprcott, Rivizne, H. 8, Marks, Frep WALKER, Six 
Jonn Mritats, and Sir Freperick Leienron. 

“The present Staff, Mr. Anno Domini, you may see assembled 
‘round the old Tree’ m the accompanying Cartoon. Around on the 
walls are the counterfeit presentments of their illustrious and | 
honoured predecessors. My guests, you ive, are drinking a 
toast. That toast is, ‘Mr. Punch, his health and Jubilee !’” 

‘*In which I am delighted to join!” responded Anno Domryt. 
| 4 Bobogany Tree,’ and 

is Table Round,” 

“ ¢ For dear to ARTHUR was that hall of ours, 
fe having there so oft with all his Knights 
‘easted,’ ” 
uoted the Sage, musing deeply of many things. 
‘nights have ‘ gone before,’ but they have not 


“* Left me gazing at a barren board.’ 


‘* Their monograms are carven on this Table, their memories abide 
with us as we drink to Punch’s Jubilee, and will abide when, as | 
hope, yet another fifty years hence, our successors drink with equal 


heartiness to Punch’s Centenary!” 
\ te\ 
‘ _ | 


\ 


its many memories, as King Arruur of 


Many of my 














F. C. Burnand. 
Shirley Brooks. Du Maurier. 


T. Taylor. 


P. Leigh 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, July 14th, 1891.—Things going on here much 
tapidly winding up Session amid familiar surroundings. 
Op Mora.ity in seat of Leader of the House; Mr. G. opposite ; 
SPEAKER in Chair; Sergeant-at-Arms on 
guard by the door; and Wixppae Sexton 
on his feet. 
Brings back to my mind the first time I 
saw House. Wasn’t in the House then; a 
mere puppy, which, indeed, some say I 
remain to this day. The date was August 
the 19th, 1841, and from seat where Strangers 
were admitted in the old House (the tem- 
porary building occupied whilst Barry was 
erecting this lofty pile) I looked on at the 
opening of the first Session of the Four- 
teenth Parliament of the then United King- 
dom of Great Britain and Ireland, appointed 
to meet at Westminster in the fifth year of 
_ the Reign of Her Masesty Queen Victoria. 
| Remember it as if it were yesterday. It 


was MELbourne’s Ministry; but he of course | 


sat in another place. On the Treasury 
Bench, distinctly visible under his hat, was 


Jounny Rvussett, Colonial Secretary and | born 


Leader of the House of Commons. At a 
safe distance from him sat Pam, then in the 
prime of life, and at the time holding the 
: post of Foreign Minister, in which he was 
kee GE able to make a remarkably large number 
Dizzy,” 1847. of people uncomfortable. There was Sir 
Groner Grey, Chancellor of the Duchy, whilst a sturdily built 
gentleman, then known as the Right Hon. Tuomas Bassineron 
MacavLay, was Secretary for War; Henry LaspovcHere (not the 
Sace of Queen Anwne’s Gate) was President of the Board of 
Trade, and Master of the Mint; whilst Francis Barine was 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, all untroubled by the necessity of 
constructing a Budget since he knew he would never be called on 
to bring one in. 
On the Front Bench opposite was Sir Ropert Peet with James 


—=—— lett? 2 ee 


“ The Sphinx is Silent,” 1876. 
Graua™ at his right elbow. : 
Bench sat a young man, of full height, and good figure, with a mass 
of black hair crowni a large, well-sha head. Remember 
noticing how csndidiiy the hair was ed down the middle, in a 





fashion then unusual with men. His face was pleasant to look upon, 


even mild in its expression; but from time to time, more particu- 
larly when he spoke, there flashed from beneath his dark and bush 
eyebrows a pair of eyes that shone like stars. This was the Mr. @. 
| of those days, whose highest Ministerial office, as yet, had been the 
| Under-Secretary. hp for the Colonies, held for a few months six 
years earlier. 
| Big House on this first night, as Houses were counted then, when 
the number of Members was considerably less. First business 
was to choose Speaker. SHaw-Lerevre (not the Member for 
Bradford, but a forbear) had been SPEAKER 
in last Parliament; re-elected now, PEEL, 
who, by the lifting of a finger, could have 
put his own nominee in the Chair, graci- 
ously consenting. 
Of all who filled the House on that night, 
only two have seats in the present Parlia- 
ment—Mr. G., and the humble person 
who, by favour of the Electors of Bark- 
shire, is permitted to pen these lines. 
CuristorHer Tatsot, then represented 
Glamorganshire, but he just failed to live 
into this Jubilee time.) Yet, when I look 
round on the Benches now, I see a score of 
men who bear the names, and are, in 
many cases, descendants, of Members who 
| sat in the Parliament that will ever have 
|a place in history, if only because it was 
in the same year, almost in the 
| same month, as Mr. Punch. There was 
'a Tuomas Dyke AcLanp, representing 
Devonshire ; there were two ernscan 
= representing Devizes, ae ~ other, ; 
{DWARD, sitting for Grimsby, as Epwarp < 
HENEAGE sits to-day for the same borough. “W. E. G.,” 1860. 
There was a Bortuwick, Member for Evesham. There was a PHILip 
Stannope, Member for Hertford. Sransrecp sat for Huddersfield, 
and Marsorrpanks for Hythe, a Lawson for Knaresborough, a 
Beckett for Leeds, a CurLpErs for Malton, a Manwers for Newark- 
upon-Trent, having a certain Wmi1am Ewart GLapsTone for 
colleague. He was the Lord Jonny, well known to students of 
poetry, who now wears a Ducal coronet. 
Of course there was a Smirn, VeRNon by Christian name, 





In modest retirement at the end of the | 


—_ - 
— a? - 


“ The Colossus of Words,” 1879. 


| Member for Northampton ; a HovLpsworn representing Nottingham- 
shire, a Mactean for Oxford, a Harcovrr for Oxfordshire—nay, 
in this happy Parliament there were two Harcourts, GRANVILLE 
| Hancourr Vasnon sitting for East Retford. A Vivian sat for | 
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MR. PUNCH KEEPS HIS EYE ON CRICKET. 








THEN (1841) and NOW (1891). 




















Penrhyn—Hossey Vrvran’s father, Joun Henry, sat in the same | Heaven he had no gestures. The O’Connor Don whom Members 
Parliament for Swansea. Lord Esrineton sat for Plymouth, and | younger than I remember as he sat above the Gangway in the Par- 
Cuaries Russet for Reading. Ormspy Gore represented North sean of 1874, then re nted Roscommon. [but for the most 
Shropshire, long a possession of his family. ‘the Markiss o’ | part the Lrish Members of those days were Earls, Viscounts, Knights, 
Graney sat for Stamford, with a CLark for saiemee. FREDERICK | Baronets, Honourables and Right Honourables. 

Vittrers (not our t Father) kept the name green at Sudbury,| There were, on the Motion for the Address, big debates in both 
and there was a WynpHAM for Sussex. The Henry Lansovcnere | Houses on this particular night, when I first saw the Srrakenr in 
of those less lively days sat for Taunton, and Sir Rosert Peet, our! wig and gown. The fate of the Ministry could scarcely be said 
Speaker’s father, for Tamworth. There was a Hayter, Goop-| to hang in the balance; they knew they were doomed. In the Lords 
ENoven for Wells, one LowrHer represented Westmoreland, and | the shrift was short. Not toolate for dinner, their Lordships divided 
another York. A Watter Lone sat for North Wilts, Srvart | ‘* Contents 96, Not Contents 168,” majority against Government 72 
Wokrttey sat for the West Riding, and James Durr for Banffshire. | I well remember Coventky’s speech; worth reciting as a model for 
We had a Batrour for Haddington, and Lord Datmeny of that | these later days. He followed Lanspowne, and House wanted to 
day, happier than the present head of the family, sat in the | hear Norrnampton. When Coventry presented himself, fearful 
Commons for Inverkeithing, a place long since swept off the elec-| row kicked up. He stood there till silence partially restored, 
toral board. These surnames, with one or two others I can’t recall—|then he said in deep voice, as who should say ‘‘My name is 
res, there was a DaLryMPLe for Wigtonshire—are familiar on the | Norval,’’- 





toll of Parliament to-day. ‘*T am Lord Coventry. A few words from me. I think the 
Amongst the prominent Members of this country is in a safe state, and I hope to 
Parliament I remember Rogsuck sitting find it placed in the hands of the Duke 


of Wettryeton. My Lords, I hope I hav 
not detained you.” 

Then he sat down. 
Inthe Commons, debate lasted four days ; 
majority against Government 91. | 

The ABBY of 1841 spoke at length, and | 
was followed by Mr. D’Isragxti (he spelt it 
with an apostrophe in those days): a good 
Disraelian ring about the last sentence of 
his speech. 

‘The House,” he said, ‘ought now to 
act as it had been acted upon in times 
when Parliament was unreformed, when 
Dawnsy found himself in a dungeon, and 
Srrarrorp on a scaffold. Now the Whigs 
hold office by abusing the confidence of the 
Sovereign, and defying the authority of 
Parliament.” ; 

After him came the still budding 


for Bath; and Pakryeton—then plain 
Joun all unconscious of the coming marvel 
of a Ten Minutes’ Reform Bill—for Droit- 
wich. Srratrorp Cannine had a seat 
for King’s Lynn, and Monckton Mriyes 
was Member for Pomfret. Jonn Bricut 
was not inthe House, but Ricnarp CoppEN 
sat for Stockport, and there was an 
acidulous person, then known as RaLpu 
BERNAL, who sat for Wycombe. We 
knew Bernat Osporne in many later 
Parliaments. 

Curious to think how Ireland at this 
epoch belonged to the classes! Danie 
O’ConneELL was just in his prime, and in 
addition to himself re three of his 
name. Smira O’Brren was yet far off the 
cabbage garden, and Henry Grattan sat 
for Meath. There is a living image of him ; 
now among the busts in the corridor leading BervaL Osporxe, Cuantes Napier, 
out of the Octagon Hall; a fiery dramatic Rogeseck, Jonwxie Rwvssetr, fighting 
speaker in the House, who, as someone said to the last with his back to the wall 
of him at the time, used in his passion to im Oe Cospex, Hewry Grattax, Pam, Mriver 
throw up his arms, bend over till he touched  aiinabidlie aes Gissox, O'CoyxeLt, Pret, and Colonel 
the floor with his finger-nails, and thank “AU REVOIR SIBTHORP. | 
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FROM W. M. THACKERAY TO MR. PUNCH. (FEBRUARY, 1849.) 
Mr. Puxcn,—‘‘ When the future inquirer shall take up your volumes, or a bundle of French plays, and contrast the performance of 


your booth with that of the Parisian theatre, he won't fail to remark how different they are, and what different objects we admife or 
Sir, it does not become me to compliment you on it before your venerable face ; but permit me to’say, 


satirise. As for your morality 

that there never was before published in this world so many volumes that contained so much cause for laughing, and so little for 

blushing ; so many jokes, and so little harm. Why, Sir, say even that your modesty, which astonishes me more and more every time 

I regard you, is caleulated, and not a virtue naturally inherent in you, that very fact would argue for the high sense of the public morality 
We will laugh in the company of our wives and children; we will tolerate no indecorum: we like that our matrons and 


among us. 
girls should be pure.” 











‘““ON WE GOES. AGAIN!” 
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THE KING OF PHYSICIANS, PURE AIR. 


JEOPARDY OF LIFE.—THE GREAT DA NEPROL, E_NITIATED AIR, AIR, 
Thonsands, nei der 


s “ Former generations in venial ignorance of all sani laws. Wht 
the victini8 nor their od ye id be accounted responsible for their slanghter.”—7) Srey se, 
After breathing impure air for two minutes and a half, every drop of b Thete AY ih 
frame but has been traversed by poisonous blood ; not a point but pees “FPF Lae ia 
wn remedy ; it feavoves fetta of poisénous matter (the groundwork of disease) et co eet  paneant : Sie nervous excitemelh, 
——, and resteres the nervous system to its proper condition. Use ENO'S * +14 SALT.” t, cooling, and invigorating. 
overstate its great value in keeping the blood pure and free from disease, 
1D FLUE »—-Insthictions: When attacked with influenza or feverish cold, lie in bed for three of four yey in & Whim Foom, #6) 
4 & good fife, take ENO'S “ FRUIT SALT” freely, and ENO’'S “ VEGETABLE MOTO” as require. ‘Alter & 
few days the marked symptoms will pass away. As a Preservative of Nervous Force, or a Recuperative Diet ase Brataca a th ‘ire freely, Use the 
SB greftest care to avoid relapse. 


=. °ER=TOR $ ALL OTHER SALINES.—“ Dear Sir,—Having been jn the habit of taking ‘FRUIT SALT’ for many 
. years, I think it only right to tell you I consider it a most invaluable medicine, and far su all ee Soistnere 1 oer ever 
to taate, 





= tried. I am never without a bottle of it in the house, as I find it possesses three most desirable 






fn 
promptly 8, Waves fo unpleasant after-effects. I do not wish my name to appear, bu apart from ublication of that, you arm 
: 2 weléonie to make tise of this testimonial if it is of servie.—A Devonsmine LapY.—Jaa, 1889,” " " 
< a Tan SECRET OF SUCCESS.—Sterlih¢ Honesty of Putpose. Without it, Lite te & Ghem |" A bie lew nti 
4 is brought a the Bile, and da ary Is suc oe pose poy —— imitations are jately Pap ed hy the unsernpale 
— we it in co \- losely enough to ¢ ecrive public, a’ et ant © dati uw Upon tegal righ €, Geateion an thgenuit? 
. — employe i aleinal channel, could not fail té stcuré fepatativ’ and profi pret. ’ 
AUTION.—Ezamine each Bottle, and see wie —— is wen ENO'S “FRUIT SALT.” Without it you have been imposed on by a worthless imitation. OF ALL caemists. 


PREPARED ONLY. AT _ENO'S wFRUIT SALTS WORKS, LONDON, 8.E., BY J, G. ENO’S PATENT, 


nolia Soap. 


























: “"y inoli: 


PUREST. SAFEST. BEST. NO SODA OR POTASH. 


“An ideal Soap, delightfully perfumed.”—Chemist and Druggist. 
“Of unquestionable excellence, and much in favour with the profession.”—British Medical Journal. 


“No free alkalies, odour delieate, and the article of excellent quality. ”_ Lancet, 
“Excellent from its purity, lathers freely, and is very lasting.” Queen. 
Gd., 8d., 10d., and 2s. 6d. per Tablet. 


WARNING. fe “Imitations are alkaline.” 


sabi ul PUREST, 4p 


CHEAPEST, and BEST BEEF TEA 
at a MOMENT’S NOTICE. 














we? 


~) FLAVOURING, STRENGTHENING, 
and IMPROVING SOUPS, SAUCES, 
GRAVIES, and ENTREES. 


FOR 











Perfect Purity 


= ——————— 


absolutely guaranteed 




















ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST. 


““The name Cadbury on any packet of Cocoa or Chocolate is a guarantee of purity.”<=-MEDICAL ANNUAL. 
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GTREETER and COMPYS SPECIALITIES— “pe 
DP!amonps, ‘white, and modern cut, j= | N | ( O | ’ 


RUBIES of the pigeon's blood colour, =| OUTFITTER, LADIES’ TAILOR to the ROYAL FAMILY 
PHIRES of the true bl lour, | 
SAPPHIRES of the true tine colowr, | 444 to 120, REGENT STREET, 


PEARLS of the finest lustre, | di 
RARE and CURIOUS GEMS, haere net 22, CORNHILL, LONDON. 


- — PARIS: 29 & 31, RUE TRONCHET, 
GTREETERS’ DIAMONDS, RUBIES, and SAPPHIRES, 





______ | 10, MOSLEY ST., MANCHESTER. 939, NEW ST., BIRMINGHAy 
MOUNTED in ail the NOVELTIES OF THE DAY for 50, BOLD STREET, LIVERPOOL. 


WEDDING and other GIFTS of lasting - value, NOVELTIES FOR SUMMER AND 


FROM £5 upwards. : TRAVELLING WEAR. 
Qeaiars of STONES cannot be surpassed. — GENTLEMEN. 


—— - Suitixcs from £3 3s., in an extensive selection of new rough-textur 
PRICES consistent with reliable value. materials, for Sporting and Travelling wear. 
‘ Coatines, OvercoatTines, and Trovsertnes of the best manufacture. 


JEWELS MOUNTED in ‘18-carat “GOLD. Nicoi.’s world-famed Overcoarts, for all Seasons and Climates, Ever 


description and size kept in stock, including the new Racing Coat. 


STREETER & COMP, 


Messrs. Nico.t invite the favour of a visit to inspect their late 


i8, NEW BOND ST., W., » LONDON. it. 
= Spécialité Riptne Hasirs and Pareyt Skirt, with which dragging j 


absolutely impossible. 
In answer to numerous letters for Mr. E. W. Srreerer’s Work on nae sas a ae 


‘ Dee ¥, y . os . r Tr) . fer 
Precious Stones and Gems,” we beg to say that the 5th edition, with an Boys’ GARMENTS a Spécialité, from good « durable materials at very 
entire new ow. on the “ Ruby,” will be ready br moderate price es 











PIESSE & ‘LUBIN’ S 
SWEET SCENTS CHOCOLAT 
HAVE NEARLY 5 ~ lita FOR M F N F ry 


ae 


70 


: “Soe A | FOR BREAKFAST. 





SWEET SCENTS} 
LOXOTIS OPOPONAX 
FRANGIPANN! PSIDIUM 


ty Awarded Prize Medals 


AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 
PIESSE & LUBIN’S 


EXQUISITE SOAPS Bags = 
TOLLET POWDERS &c, Daily Consumption, 90 Tons 


HAVE BEEN ADVERTISED IN “‘ PUNCH” FOR 
NEARLY SO YEARS. SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 
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IMPERIAL AND OPERATIC. 


Arter considerable calculation as to re-imbursement for present 
outlay by a consistent course of future economy, I a six-guinea 
stall for the Emprror’s state visit to the ra. ‘Court dress” | 
being “ indispensable,” I decided to summon | 
to my aid the well-known amateur theatrical 
costumier, DatHan & Co. DarTHaw sees at! 
a glance what I want. He measures me with | 
his eye. ‘*Co.” in waiting is dispatched to 
bring down two or three Court suits. In less 
than ten minutes I am perfectly fitted, that 
'j is, in DaTHan’s not entirely disinterested but 
still highly artistic opinion, with which “Co.” 
unhesitatingly agrees. For my own part, as 
a mere lay-figure, I should have preferred 
the continuations being a trifle less tight 
round the knee; also if the coat were a little 
easier about the shoulders, and not quite so 
baggy in the back I should breathe more 
freely; and, while we are on- the subject, the collar might be 
lower, as it is in close ximity to the lobes of my ears and 
irritatingly tickles me. e white waistcoat — ‘*‘ well,”’ as ‘‘ Co.,” 
in the absence of DaTHan, ae | observes, ‘‘ might ha’ been 
made for yer!” “It might,” true: but it certainly wasn’t, as it 
is somewhat long, and there’s a little shyness ‘on the part of the 
last button but one in meeting the button-hole with which it ought 
to be on the best possible terms. But sharp-eyed little ‘‘ Co.’’ sees 
his way ons of the difficulty ; he hoists up the collar, he adjusts pins 
in the back, and, in a , button and hole are in each other’s 
embrace. ‘The coat-collar ean be taken in and done for—* nothing 
easier,” says the undaunted Co.—and the part across my manly 
chest can be let out,—of course not a difficulty, as the whole suit, 
will be “* let out’ for the evening. 

I am generally satisfied with my appearance in the glass as a portrait 
of a gentleman in eee, but I feel that any display of emotion, even 
of irrepressible loyalty, would probably be disastrous to some portion 
of my attire. The Court sword, too, is rather embarrassing, and, 
though Co, has adroitly fixed it for me by some mysterious process 
of invisible arrangement, yet, when I shall be left alone with the 
sheathed weapon, and have to do all this buckling and hitching for 

| myself, I feel sure that that sword, which is only worn on the left 
to defend the right, will give me no inconsiderable trouble. Fortu- 
nately our washerwoman’s hus , who comes late on a Wednesday 






should be done. He will assist in arming me for the operatic fray. 


| Tout va bien. 


for the linen, is a retired sergeant, and knows how this sort of thing | A ] 





At Opera, Wednesday Night, July 8.—Grand sight. Very 
grand ; not only that, but beautiful. Gestamte, uniforms, military, 
iplomatic,—all sorts, the real article and the Dathanic,—impossible 
to tell one from the other, taking them as a lot; but still, I feel 
that it is better to remain in my Stall, where only the upper part of 
me is visible to the unclothed eye. The consciousness that I am 
here, not as myself, but in m= ey as somebody else, name un- 
known, rather oppresses me ; only at first, however, as very soon I 
recognise a number of familiar faces and figures all in strange array. 
A stockbroker or two, a few jo ists, several ordinary people 
belonging to various calli and professions, some others noble, 
some gentle, some ding, Yond most of us eyeing each other fur- 


tively, and wondering where the deuce the other fellow got his | 


costume from, and what right he has to wear it. 

Every moment I expect some gaily attired person to come up and 
say to me confidentially, ‘‘ I know that suit ; I wore it last so-and-so. 
Isn’t it a trifle tight about the shoulders? Beware! when I wore 
it, it went a bit in the back.”” Man in gorgeous uniform makes his 
| way to the vacant Stall next tome. I am a bit flustered until he 
| salutes me heartily with—"‘ How d’ye do? How are you?” Why, 
| it’s—well, no matter who it is. I have met him everywhere for 

years; we are the best of friends. I know he is something some- 
| where in the City, but not much anywhere else, and at all events 


| 
} 


é 1s no more a military man than I am a courtier, but when he 
| confides to me that he was once upon a time in the Dampshire 
| Yeomanry, and that this uniform has served him for years, and 
| looks uncommonly well at night though it wouldn’t bear the light 


| of day, I begin to comprehend the entire scene. 
| My friend—we will call him Tommy Tucker (for I have frequently 
| encountered him at supper, and am aware of his capacity)—is full of 


| information. Some of our neighbours of an inquiring turn are asking 
| one another who that is, and who this is, and so forth ; and when the 
| answers are incorrect, or even before the answers can be given, 
Towmy Tucker has replied in a low voice, with a view to imparting 
neral information gratis, that So-and-So, in scarlet and silver, is 

r. BLackstowe, of ) yn nl & Sons, head of the t Coal Mer- 
chant Firm; that the man in blue and silver, su be a Hun- 





to 
attaché, is the junior in Co., the Big Cake 
Parveyor ; and that > waskiin poroan, ‘Wik © fngling saber ls ust 


a Prussian officer, but is Deputy Jones, in the gorgeous uniform 
of the Old Buckshire Yoomeniers a when he ’s in the City where he 
began in the usual way that millionaires always do begin, by sweep- 
ing out an office, he is simply Jones, of Messrs. Brown, Jones 
Rosrnson & Co., Wharfingers. Tosawy Tuck ER knows everybody, and 
everything about everybody, too. Who is that lady with a splendid 
tiara of diamonds ?—that is the Duchess of Burtineton, ‘ who ”— 
and here, in a semi-whisper, intended for everybody's information, 
he tells how those brilliants come out for ‘ one night only,”’ and how 
they will be called for to-morrow morning by a confidential agent 
from Porsnorrer’s Establishment in the Great Loan Land. Tom 
Tucker is full of these stories. There isn’t a person he doesn’t know, 
until happening to recognise here a one onl ene a one, I correct 
him of my own private and personal knowledge, when he frankly 
admits that I am right; and after casually explaining how he does 
occasionally mistake the Countess of DuNNoveEr for Lady EvmzaneTH 
Martiy, he goes off at a tangent, and picks out several other 
distinguished- om 
looking person- 
es, numbering 
them as “* first to 
right,”’ ‘‘ second 
to left,’’ and so 
forth, as if in a 
collection of 
wax-works, giv- 
ing to each one of 
them a name and 
a history. His 
acquaintance 
with the private 
life of the aris- 
tocracy and the 
plutocracy is so 
extensive that I 
ean only wonder 
at hisknowledge, 
or marvel at bis 
wondrous powers 
of ready inven- 
tion. 

So it goes on. 
Then enter the 
chief characters. 
rise; the =N, 
orchestra plays 
the ‘* National 
Anthem,” in 
German, I suppose, out 





(@ 
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Birds that can sing, but wouldn’t sing, and couldn't be 
made to sing, at Covent Garden, Wednesday, July 8. 


of compliment to our ‘Imperial visitors ; 
and afterwards in English (translated, and, I fancy, ‘ trans- 
posed’’), in honour of H.R.H. the Prince and Princess. All the 
wax-work figures form in a row, under the direction of Lord 
Chamberlain Larnom ; the machinery is put in motion; they all 


> 


| bow to the audience; glasses are riveted on them; everybody is 


ood view ; the people in the gallery and 
i enjoy the scene, being quite unable 
to see any of the distinguished persons who are, in this instance, 
‘* quite beneath their notice.”’ And then Signor MancrveLii turns 
his back on everybody, and gets to business. 

After this, I feel that a buckle, somewhere or other, has turned 
traitor, and inventing an excuse with a readiness worthy of Tommy 
Tucker himself, I suddenly, but cautiously, retire. 1 descend the 
grand staircase between two rows of beefeaters reclining drowsily at 
their ease. Fast asleep, some of ’em, after too much beef. Imagine 
myself a prisoner, in disguise of course, escaping from the Tower 
in the olden time. Then, fearing the collapse of another buckle or 
button, or the sudden “ giving” of a seam, Fotel cautiously past the 
Guards—then past serried ranks of soldiers under the colonnade— 
then—once more in the street of Bow, and I am free! I breathe 


craning and st ueining togeta 
just over the Royal Box loya 


again. 
Hie thee home, my gallant steed (an eighteenpenny fare in a han- 
som), and let me resume the costume of private life, trifle with a cutlet, 
drain the goblet and smoke the mild havannah. Sic transit gloria 
Wednesday ! 
( Signed.) (Mysteriously.) Tae Duke or Dis Guise. 
P.S.—Although there was more money in the house than on 
any previous occasion, yet never did I see so — | persons 
who had ‘‘come in with orders,” which they displayed lavishly, 
wearing them upon their manly buzzums, 





Men in Possession. 


Tae Manager of Covent Garden is Sheriff Haris. Can all his 
— officials all over the house be correctly termed ‘* Sheriff’s 
cers’? ? 
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IMPERIAL IMPRESSIONS. 


Tuat they are not accustomed to ultra punctuality in the arrival | 
of steam-yachts at Port Victoria. . 
That some one ought to catch it for not looking after the water-pipes | 
in the State dining-room. ~— 

That it is rather trying to have to remain dignified with your boots 
in three inches of water. 

That the Eton Volunteers are just the sort of boys to follow the 
tradition of the past, and win a second Waterloo. 

That still it was a little awkward to have to review them in the 
pauses of a thunderstorm. : 

That the wedding as a wedding was not bad, but a couple of | 
hundred thousand troops or so posted as a guard of honour, would | 
have made it more impressive. 

That Buckingham 
the scale of one inhabitant to the square mile. 

That Covent Garden 
wreaths, is the finest sight in the world. 

That Sheriff Avevstus Grossop Haxrrtis deserves a dukedom, and, 
if he were a German, should have it. 

That one State Ball is like every other, but still it was very well 
done on Friday. ; 

That the visit to the City was an entire success (although I wish 
the audience had made up their minds whether they would stand up 


| 


| or sit while I was speaking), thanks no doubt to the influence of the 


| take much longer than getting down to Wimbledon. 


Sheriff. ; . 

That Saturday’s doings were delightful. 
with the cheering. 

That it is very pleasant to be so well received, especially when, 
three years ago, I was generally snubbed and treated as a nobody. 








THE BUSY BISLEY. 


ScexeE— Within measurable distance of Woking. Enter Lounger 
and Marksman, k. and L. 


alace is rather triste, when it is populated on | 


ra House, decorated with leagues of flower | going to Wimbledon on Saturday to be reviewed 


I was absolutely deafened | 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, July 6.—Don’t know what the 
House of Lords would do without Wemyss. How the House of 
Commons gets along without Extcuo is another story. Of course we 
are not absolutely Evco-less. Amurath has sueceeded to Amurath, 
and there is still an Exvcno in the Commons. Perhaps in time he 
may reach the towering height of his illustrious father. He does 
very well as it is; made exceedingly smart speech 
the other afternoon on adjournment over Derby 
Day. We try to bear up; make the best of 
things ; but in our secret hearts confess that this 
century has seen but one Lord Excno, and now 
he’s Earl of Wemyss. 

Was in fine old style to-night. 
brought on question of Volunteers. The 


DorcHESTER 
are 


by that veteran the German Emperor. Dor- 
CHESTER, in modest, convincing speech, pointed 
out how unfair it was that, in addition to, in 
many cases, losing a day’s pay, in all cases incur- 
ring a day’s hard work, that Volunteers should 
be required to pay expenses of their trip to Wim- 
bledon. DorcHester left nothing unsaid; put 
the whole case in brief speech. But Wemyss not 
going to be leftout. Inte in fine patronising 
manner ; made acknowledgment of DorcHEsTER’s 
good intention; but, suggesting an absolutely 
imaginary case, took exception to the presenta- 
tion of the Volunteers in the light of asking for a 
day’s pay. That, he said, would spoil the whole 
case. 

No one had suggested anything of the kind. 
Wemyss had brought this nine-pin in with him 
as if it were one of a set of baccarat counters, had 
set it up, and was now knocking it down. Noble 





Lounger (heartily). Why, I am glad to see you! And how are 
things going on ? 

Marksman (cordially, but abruptly). Capitally ! Good-bye ! 

Ioung. But I say, what a hurry you are in! Can’t you stopa 
minute for a chat ? 

Marks. Another time, but just now moments are precious. 

Loung. But I say, you see I have found myself here—it doesn’t 

Marks. Of course it doesn’t—whoever said it did? But there, 
old chap, I must be off! 
_ Loung. You are ina hurry! Ah, we used to have pleasant days 
in the old place? 

Marks. Did we? I daresay we did. 

Loung. Why, of course! Grand old days! Don’t you remember 
what fun it used to be decorating your tent; and then, when the 
ladies came down—which they did nearly all the day long—what 


| larks it was getting them tea and claret-cup ? 





Marks. Very likely. But we don’t have many ladies now, and 
a good job too—they are a bore. 

Loung. Well, you are a chap! Why, how can there be any fun 
without your sisters, and your cousins, and your maiden aunts ? 

Marks. We don’t want fun. But there, good-bye! 

Loung. But I say, I have come all this way to look you up. 

Marks. (unbending). Very kind of you, but, my dear fellow, 
you have chosen rather an unfortunate time. 

Loung. Why, at Wimbledon you had nothing to do! 

Marks, Very likely. But then Bisley isn't Wimbledon. 

Loung. (dryly). So it seems. Everyone said that, when they 
—_ the camp further away from home, they would ruin the 

eeting. 

Marks. Then everyone was wrong. Why, we are going on 
swimmingly. 

Loung. ie must be beastly dull. 

Marks. Not at all. Lovely country, good range, and, after it 
rains, two minutes later it is dry as bone. 

Loung. Yes, but it to reason that it can’t be as popular as 
Wimbledon. 

Marks. My dear fellow, figures are the best test of that. In all 
th eee of the Association we have never had more entries than 

ear, 

Loung. That may be, but you don’t have half the fun you had 
hearer town. 

Marks. (laughing). Don’t want to! Business, my dear fellow, not 
pleasure! And now, old man, I really must be off! Ta, ta! See 
you later, (Exit. 

Loung. Well, whatever he may say, I prefer Wimbledon. And 
as there doesn’t seem much for me to do down here, I shall return to 
town. [Does so. Curtain. 


Lords sat and stared in polite amazement, Cran- 

Brook, in his impetuous way, jumped up and 

| raised point of order. Wemyss put him aside 
with sweep of sword-arm, and went on to end of 
his speech, which showed who was the true friend of the Volunteer 
forces. 

‘*Ah,” said young Lamineron, second Baron, regarding with 
| pleased interest the flush of satisfaction that mantled Wemyss’ brow 
| when he resumed his seat, ‘‘ this House would have been ag xo | 
lonly for us fellows coming in from the Commons. It’s new blooc 
| that does it. I’ll make them a speech myself some day.” 

Business done.—Quite a lot in the Commons. 





Second Baron. 


brain ; spends his mornings in draft- 
ing questions there anent. That 
F EnGUss0N wouldn’t mind so much, 
only it involves his spending Ais 
afternoons in drafting answers that 
shall look coherent, and yet say 
nothing. Answers often so admi- 
rably suited to their purpose, that 
doubts arise as to whether a firmer 
hand than Frnravsson’s has not 
traced them on paper. “A dull 
man,” was the phrase in which, 
years ago, Joun Briout dismissed 
from consideration the statesman 
then known as Sir Cuantes Ap- 
DERLY. To House of Commons 
Ferovsson is a dull man, inca- 
pable, as it seems, of framing these 
subtle answers that look as if they 
meant so much, and yet say so little. 
Whoever be the author, it must 
be said that Ferovsson contributes 
to success of answers by his manner 
of reading them. So portentous is 
his gravity, so like a stone wall 
his imperturbability, that poy go 
e& 

were attacking one of the buttresses of Westminster Hall. It 
is a fortuitous concatenation of circumstances, most ha in its 
result, that when in the House of Commons an answer is to be given 
which shall convey no information, the Marxiss should dictate it, 
and Ferovsson recite it. If, in reply to the Sage’s question to-night, 
as to the waseneiansang, between country and Italy with respect 
to the status quo in Mediterranean, Feroveson had stood up_and 





Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate. 
dashe: himself up against it with much the same effect as i 











Tuesday.—F erevsson says life at Foreign Office would be endur- | 
able only for Laspy. The Sage has got the Triple Alliance on the | 
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| recited the multiplication table up to twelve times twelve, the remarks 

| would have been just as relevant and informing as those he read 
from the paper. Moreover, the gravity of his aspect and the solemn 
inflection of his voice, would have compelled Members to listen to 
the end of the recitation with a sort of dim consciousness that they 
were really being informed as to the details of an understanding 
come to between Her Majesty’s Secretary of State for Foreign 
Affairs, and the Governments of Germany and Italy. 

Business done.—¥Aueation Bill Goon Report Stage. 


Thursday.—House having disposed of Land Purchase Bill and 
| Education Bill, is able to devote portion of sitting to consideration of 
| its own personal affairs. Morton brings on subject of Bar in Lobby 
| of House of Commons. Nothing to do with the Bar that Locxwoop, 
Asaviru, and Ker adorn; merely a counter, at which they sell 
what Jemmuy Lowrnuer alludes to, with a bewitching air of distant 
acquaintanee, as ‘* aleoholie liquors.” Moxtox, whose great ambi- 
tion in life is te make people thoroughly comfortable, wants to close 
the Bar. Sypwey Herpert, making a rare appearance as spokes- 
man for the Government on the Treasury Bend, pleads as a set-off 
against alleged evil example, the large consumption of ‘‘lemon 
squash,”’ which he explains to the House is ‘‘a non-intoxicant.” 
CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN sends thrill of apprehension through listening 
Senate by inquiring whether the House of Commons is licensed for 
the sale of intoxicating liquors ? 
No one ever thought of that before. 
place isn’t licensed ; consequently, 
in very birthplace of legislation, 
the law has for years been sys- 
tematically defied. Worse this than 
what happened at Temple the other 
day, when Lorp CHanceLior and 
of principal Members of 
jar of | narrowly escaped 
indictment for playing a drama in 
an unlicensed Pal . Vision con- 
jured up of the police making 
sudden descent on the House, walk- 
ing off with SPEAKER, SERGEANT- 
at-Anms, and possibly O1rp Mo- 
RALITY, to nearest station, there 
to be locked up till released on 
bail. 
Jeu) 


As far as anyone knows, 


a score 


Lowrnuer much struck 

by suggestion. His innate magis- 

terial instincts on the alert. We 

all know and like Jemmy, but few 

of us have opportunity of seeing 

him at his very best. That happens 

when he sits on the Magisterial 

Bench and dispenses justice. It is 

as Jewmy, J.P., he rises to the 

fullest height of his judicial manner. 

Still, pretty welljust now. A little embarrassed at the outset by con- 
sciousness that his postal address at Leeds is ‘* Swillington House.” 
Afraid some ribald person will remember this, and vulgarly connect 
it with the discussion. Delightful to observe the way in which he 
reproved Grornege CAMPBELL for language unbecoming cincts 
of the Court. Campsett had lightly spoken about ** Members 
requiring a pick-me-up.” ‘‘ Persons enjoying the privilege of 
obtaining alcoholic liquors,” was the way Jemmy put it, with a 
severe glance towards the abashed Knight of Kirealdy. 

Business done.—Committee of Supply. 


Friday.—Turns out to-night that Morton doesn’t approve the 
Triple Alliance. This would be awkward, in any circumstances. 
Peculiarly embarrassing just now with one of the principal signa- 
tories our guest. Emperor WILLIAM was most anxious to come 
down to a on : meet to oe everyting whilst he was here, mat 
knowing what may happen before another — itself. 

** Always read your Diary, Tosy,” he said to me, over a strawberry 
and cream at Marlborough House yesterday; “‘ gather from it the 
impression that House of Commons is ex ly interesting 
lace; all its Members eloquent, and all its Mimisters virtuous. 

ust go and see it. Look in on Friday.” 

Here's a go! Known beforehand that Morton meant to state 
his views on the Marxkiss’s forei wliey, with its evident leaning 
| toward Germany. Very awkw if EMPEROR came in just while 
| Morton was speaking. 


“It would play the doose with the ententy cordially,” said | 


| Jotres "AwwreaL Prcroy, who resents Morron’s interference in the 
field of foreign policy. 

Happily Emperor Wriu1am didn’t get as far as Westminster ; 
detained at Guildhall; just got off in time to dine with the Great 
Doox, and afterwards to the ball at Buckingham Palace. So peace 
between two great nations is maintained. Bu’ 
close. Business done.—Committee of Supply. 


| constantly at 120 degrees, which seems rather 
| are frightful, and the pills with forty grains 
Ww 


Mortoy ran us pretty 


THEN AND NOW. 
MR. PUNCH’S JUBILEE RETROSPECT. 


h and the Elections were the only matters which occupied the 
Introduction to“ Punch,” Vol. 1.) 


[* Prone 
public mind on July 17, 1841.” 
Fiery years ago, my Public, fifty years ago! 

Faith, the years fleet swiftly onward, though sad hours seem slow. 
Forty-One beheld my advent, Friend of Truth and Fun ; 

From my sanctum still I greet you now in Ninety-One. 


** Punch and the Elections!”’ Truly a compendious text. 
With how many Burning Questions men to-day are vext ! 
Then the Whigs perceived their tether pretty nearly run, 
And—they ’re watching Bye-Elections now in Ninety-One. 


Then Lord Jouw was on the Treasury Bench, though ill at ease, 
Thence to be soon torn—like Theseus ;—Pret, the Hercules. 
Now Sarrn smiles a toothy smile in little Jonnny’s place, 
While the Grand Old Hercules sits watching, grave of face. 


He remembers Forty-One! Few, except Punch and him, 
Linger from those brave old days, now distant grown and dim! 
He has reached his Jubilee, as Punch this year hath done. 
Veterans both, we drink each other’s health in Ninety-One! 


Forty-One was fieree and fiery. Young Disraeri then 
Bravely buttered stout Sir Ropert as the best of men. 
Pheugh! But in how short a time was BEN’s envenomed steel 
Destined to find rankling lodgment in the breast of Prxx ! 


Now? Well, there is jaunty Joseru poisoning his point ; 
Seeking in GRANDOLMAN’s mail some penetrable joint! 
Heroes and ex-armour-bearers still keep up the fun ; 
One-and-Forty saw it so, and so does Ninety-One ! 


Mr. Soarman Crawrorp (who was he? Let quidnunes guess!) 


| Moved Amendment relative to ‘‘ Popular Distress.” 


Then his cure was Wider Suffrage. Now what would it be ? 
Land with little or no Rent, and Education Free ? 


Then the Corn Laws cramped Free Trade; free Competition now 
Breeds the Sweater, harsh exploiter of the toiler’s brow. 

When brave Pert achieved Repeal some deemed the task was done, 
But Commissions upon Labour sit in Ninety-One. 


SrptHorp then amused St. Stephen’s; we have SErmovur Keay, 
D’ Orsay then was wit and dandy, Oscak WILDE have we. 

And if wild Fearevus O’Connor fashioned Land Schemes then, 
Burns and Morris well can match him now with tongue or pen. 


Then Tom Hoop could sing that Song * which moved a world to tears, 
London Laundrydom on Strike now in Hyde Park appears. 

Ah! since Eighteen Forty-One much has been tried—and done, 
But Punch finds no lack of labour e’en in Ninety-One! 


Then Her Masesty, a Maiden Queen, fresh graced the Throne, 
Now her Royal Jubilee is full four years bygone. 

He who has illumed her reign with wisdom, wit, and fun, 
Greets her loyally to-day as then, in Forty-One. 


Madam, much since then has happened, much has been achieved ; 
Marvels, commonplace to-day, few then would have believed. 
Science, Liberty, Pure Manners, Order, Peace, Goodwill, 

Punch for Fifty Years has championed, and will champion still. 


Then and now! The captious cynic at the contrast sneers, 
Punch believes in, and would help, the Progress of the Years. 
When his Century’s full course, fifty Years hence, has run, 
With good heart and glad may he look back on Ninety-One! 


260 of Vol. V., 1843, in 


© “ The Song of the Shirt,” which appeared on pa 
1 Procession.” 


a supplementary number entitled, “ Punch’s Triump 








QUEER QUERIES. 


reader who can | 
must have it, as 


INFLUENZA. 
tell me whether I have Influenza or not. 


I should feel really grateful to any 
I think i 

|I have tested my temperature with a thermometer attached to 2 | 

weather-glass hanging in the hall, which is only slightly cracked, 


and find that it—my temperature, not the weather-glass—stays | 
i igh. My headaches | 
quinine in them, | 
ich I have been recommended to take by a mp chemist’s 
assistant, do not seem to do any good. Cough and chemists bill both 
— heavy. Ought I tohaveachange? If so, whom should I try 
and take it out of —Nervovs Sunyect. 


— 
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3i—23, BERNERS STREET, W 
CG. BRANDAUER & 60.’S 
CIRCULAR POIN 
Trite” Medals awarded. 
KSktoPENS 






















Attention is also drawn to their new “Graduated 
Serics of Pens," one pattern being made ia 4 degrees 
pettone eS egw na Manton of flexibility, and each in 3 widths @f points. | 
Wea tirely fF Ui aS ec Assorted Sample Box of ng series, @@., or by 
Weavines in and 8 eas aris post fur stamps from the Works, Bismsrousn 
as 


i ea¥reaws SULPHOLINE 


NEW PATTER “9 
BOTTLES LOTION 


POST FREE to any ER ress. 
a ELT WHERE 


~ ae Sold. Carriage Paid on Orders of 20: 
above to any part of the United Kingdom. 
THE CURE FOR 
ERUPTIONS, BLOTCHES, ECZEMA, 


— Aorexts on Mippie-Mex Exrvorep 
ACNE DISFIGUREMENTS. 


EGERTON BURNETT, 
Wellington, Somerset, England. | 

MAKES THE SKIN CLEAR, SMOOTH, 
SUPPLE, HEALTHY. 


INSTEAD OF A QUILL. 
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6d. and 
ae Pots 
ano CUFF BUTTO — pty 
Unbreakable Uebroskable 
colar Stud. Bo 8 R 
; 14M; | srown. aste. 
Stud. 
o% 15 and van | 
carat T , / 


Skilfully formed from single plate of gold 
Eleyance and absolute uniformity of curve, andsc | 
Shipped into button hole with perfect ease. 
THEY NEVER BREAK, bet 
IF panes | to! ANY CAUS 
SS GIVEN 1" EXCHANGE. 
To be had of wil PSeitemiihs and Jewellers, 
AXD WHOLESALE ONLY 
Saunpens & SHEPHERO LONDON, 
Sole Licensees Consignees. 
son - The 


‘Trade are 
of this bm nar msy—in pieces s Tered together — 
but shaped to deceive, ane se the “One Mece.” 








“JOHANNIS” 


KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
CHARGED ENTIRELY WITH NATURAL CAS. 
Prevents a oy Bheumatism, and 

Indigestion. 
ually well with Wines, 
pirits, or Milk. 
Mot medicinal, but an i health-promoting 
SUPPLIED rc a FIRST-CLASS HOTELS, 
RESTAURANTS. 
Sample Gases of of te Pints, 18/6, including bottles. 
JOHANNIS SPRINGS, Ltd., 
ZOLLHAUS, GERMANY. 


Wrotrsate Srones— 


Ma, WHARF CITY ROAD, LONDON 


HOWARD 


BEDFORD 
PORTABLE RAILWAY 


BENZINE COLLAS.—For ARTISTS 

A SPECIALLY GOOD MEDIUM for Painting 
on Silk, Satin, Gauze, Linerusta, Wood, Canvas, 
Glass, Tapestry, Cards, Leather, ae, & 


Mixes 

















BENZINE COLLAS.—Ask for « Collas.” 
oan GLOVES. greats DRESSES 
- ye AS in WA +f pnbass 
, CLO 


BENZ —For ARTIST 8. 

A INE CO GOOD MEDIUM for Painting 
on Silk, Satin, Gauge, Linerasta, Wood, Canvas, 
Glass, Tapestry, Cards, Leather, &¢., &e 


BENZINE COLLAS—Try * Colles." 


See the word COLLAS on the Label and Cap 
Extra refined, nearly odourless 
On using becoming quite odourless 


BENZINE COLLAS,—Ask for “ Collas 


Preparation, and take no other 
Kol everywhere 64., \s., and le. Od Bina Rott 
Ageiits: J. Saxon & Sov 4, 480, Oxford Bt 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLISH. 


THE OLDEST AND BEST 
“Tur Queew " (the Lady's Newspaper) “ feels ne 
hesitation in recommending it 
Bold by Grocers, lronmongers, Oilmen, &e 
Manufactory~8HEPFIBLD 


J. EXSHAW & CO’S 


FINEST OLD BRANDY. 
*. per doz. in PD. BEA? 
Tw destlanan & Co., ™%, Megent | “ptreet w 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES. 


~ BEST 
FOOD 


FOR 


INFANTS. 


In Tins, 1s., 2s., 5¢., and 10s. each. 


SAVORY & MOORE, Lonoon, 


AND SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


WRlGHT Sa 
COAL 

TA LETS Gal allie 
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Sears’ soap 
the handle white and 


fair, the complecion 
bught amd clear; and 
smooth as velvet. 


WW Ctaura adds so much to personal attraction as a bright, clear complexion, and a soft s 

Without them the handsomest and most regular features are but coldly impressive, whil 
with them the plainest become attractive; and yet there is no advantage so easily secured. 
regular use of a properly prepared Soap is one of the chief means; but the public have not 
requisite knowledge of the manufacture of Soap to guide them to a proper selection, so a pret 
box, a pretty colour, or an agreeable perfume too frequently outweighs the more impo 
eonsideration, viz., the composition of the Soap itself, and thus many a good complexion is spo 
which would be enhanced by proper care. 


PEARS’ SOAP —Specially prepared for the delicate skin of Ladies 
Children, and others sensitive to the weather, Winter or Summer. 
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- PUNCH’S “The Hundred Best Books—Punch’s Half-Yearly Volumes from the commencement.” —Puncu. 
| MR. THE 100th HALF-YEARLY VOLUME is now published, price 8s. 6d, 
Complete Sets of the Volumes in this style can be had, in Brown Cloth uniform, 


The SPECIAL PRICE of the Sets in Yearly Volumes to 1890 is £29, and of the 
Double Yearly Volumes, strongly half-bound, £26, [PUNCH OFFICE, 8s, FLEET STREET 
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PATERSON’S 
GUIDE 
BOOKS. 


Unrres Krvonem—# Maps, &c., 4+ and its. 6d 
Fworane ase Warcee—t Maps and Pians, 4+ 
cotiand, ts. 6d. and is. Pdinburgh, ls 
Trossachs, +. and 6¢. Glasgow and 
‘ 64. Land of Beott, @ 
Orkney and Shetian and 4d 
Sw rreenia® ¥ spe and Plans 
Re Maps and "Pt lana, 


iu 
. wore oa 
st 


Lovell’s Court, Paternoster Row, E.C., 


ere 


10 


CAUTION. 


“THE THREE CASTLES” 
TOBACCO. 


In the Chancery Division of the High Gomme e 
Justice n action of W. D Wi 
against M. « Kenere 
Aldershot, Surrey, Tobscco 
m the 14th day of March, \@9|, granted « perpetual 
restraining the Defendants frem offering 
for anle « ng tobacco net of the meaufacture or 
merchandise of W. D. & H. O. Wirte as for 
6 The Three Castles” Tobaces. The Defendants 
wer ordered Lo pay the coste of the action 

In eunsegs ence i fr went imitations of Messrs 
w Dpa&H. Oo I ‘THREE CASTLES 
TOBACCO that P z ve this public notice, that 
any person selling bacco under the tithe of 
“TH THREE ( ASTI exeept that manu 
factured by Meaars. W. 1D 7 Hn. Oo ILLA, will be 
proceeded against 


tea 3 neTRN, of 
nists, Mr Justice North, 


injunction 


also 


MCKENNA & ©O 
& 18, Rasinghal! Street, Lo ndon, Ec 
Solicitors for Mesers. W. D. & H. O. WILLIS 


SAMUEL BROTHERS. 
SCHOOL 
OUTFITS. 


Meers. SAMUETI 
BROTH ERS have ready 
for immediate use a very 
large assortment of 
BOYS’ and YOUTHS 
CLOTHING They 
” also be pleased te 
send, upee applic ation, 
Parreaze of Mors 
for the wear of Gentle. 

r Ladies 

their 

rep Cats 

Loovr, containing about 

41 Enagrev ings This 

furnishes details of the 

Various departments, 
with Price Lista, 


BLIS8'8 Chipps 
Gheviete 
, &e 


o roéuctions of 
this eminent firm is 
“ Brox always kept im steck 
SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
Merchant Tailory, Outfitters, &c ry) 
Mi LON DON Bt 
Ludgate Hill, 


GOLDEN BRONZE HAIR. 


The lovely nuance “ Chatain Fonefe™ can be 

mparted to Hair of any colour by using ARINE 

sald only by W. WINTER, 472, Oxford St., London 

Price bs. 6d, Wa. Gd. 2ie. For — a4 or faded 
Mair MURINE is invalua 


‘ONE PIECE’! Studs 


awo CUFF BUTT 
Ushreskatte PATENTED O Gabvechebte 
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‘ or! 
and 46, Gray's Inn Road. 


Hy formed from single plate of gold 
ec ard absolute uniformity of curve, an 
o betton hole wit perfect case. 
THEY NEVER BREAK, but 
IF DAMAGED FROM ANY CAUSE 
New Ons Given IN EXCHANCE. 
To be had of all Goldemiths and Jewciicrs, 
AND WHOLESALE ONLY 
SAUenser & SHEPHERO LONDON, 
jcensees and (Consig 2 


)1N.—Merchandise Mar 
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= LILY OF THE VALLEY = 


PERFUME 
TOILET SOAP 


Sold bY al high class Ferfurvere. 
GUSTAV (OnSE. BERLIN 





CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. — 


FOR BREAKFAST. 











Yollas.” 


ask rom 


_ 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDoy 


DROITWICH, -Close to Brine Bat 
NORBURY HOUSE. 


Comfortable Home in Large Grounds 
Good Table. Lawn Tennis. Hath Chain 








|GERMAN EXHIBITION. 


Hon. President 
His Highness the Duke of SAX E-COBURG-GOTH, 
Director General— Ses E. R. WHITLEY, Bu 


Gees Y INI LONDON. 


The most complete and valuable di 7 
rman Works of and Industry = Cre 
in in England the 


Game, of the Cromen oe pe: 


G By Special Permission of HM. Tus Furnes 
The Band of the “Ziethen " Hussars (Duke of 
Connaught's Regiment). 
The Band of the 105th Royal Saxon Infantry 
Regiment. 


The Hungarian Boys’ Band. 





MAPPIN & WEBB’S ° 
PRINCE’S PLATE. ° 


, &e 
7 ry “ Collas.” 


HIGHEST ATTAINABLE on the Label and Cap. 


QUALITY.” 4 
urless 


AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 
Dairy Consumption, 50 Tons. |: 
~ “HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.’ "| BENZINE COLLAS For ARTISTS. 
A SPRCIALLY GOOD MEDIUM for Painting 
Glass, Tapestry, Cards, Leather, &c., &c 
BENZINE COLLAS.—Ask for « 
REMOVES TAR, OIL, PAINT, GREASE 
FROM FURNITURE, CLOTH, &c 
A SPECIALLY GOOD MEDIUM for Painting 
on Silk, Satin, Gauze, Lincrusta, W 
NZINE GOLLAS 
See the word COLLAS 
| On using becoming quite od 3 
BENZINE COLLAS.—Ask for “Colas” 
Sold everywhere, 6d s, and Is. 6d. per Rottle 
Agents: J. Sancra & Sons, 49, Oxford Street, W 


AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS | 
SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 
on Sik, Satin, Gause, Lincrusta, Wood, Canvas, 
LEANS GLOVES. CLEANS DRESSES 
NZINE GOLLAS.—For ARTISTS. 
(Reop.) Glass, Tapestry, Cards, Leather, & 
BE 
j Extra refined, nearly dc 
Preparation, and take no other 


“UNEQUALLED FuK HARD WEAR.” 


THE IMITATIONS OF “VINOLIA” SOAP ARE 
EVERY ONE OF THEM ALKALINE, STATEMENTS 
TO THE CONTRARY NOTWITHSTANDING, 











90d, Canvas, 


The Toni Eder Troupe of Tyrolose Singers, 

Realistic Scenery of the Rhine, Heidelberg, Poe 

| dam, N uremberg, Munich, &c 
Magnificent lllumination of the Gardens in the 

| Evening by P Sons. 

“GERMANIA,” at 330 and 830 p.m., in the Ang 

erman Military Life), Episodes rom the M 

na ( ivil History of the German Empire, cou 

borate scenic effects with realistic inciden 


| 
ar 
e 


| 
| ancient times to the present day 

| For particulars concerning admissions, Xc., se 
| Lendon Daily Papers. 








~ BRIGHTON 
HoreL METROPOL 


J" Ore 


Lees Visio 














CALLARD & BOWSER'S 
BUTTER-SCOTCH. 





| “WHITEHALL COURT.” 


| RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING THAMES 


COoLT’sS NEW EMBANKMENT ~~ » eee PLACE, 
A. These excelle lent Suites are Bt avi th ger mos ere r 


e € Q 
Light 1 and Hells, Visitors’ and Servants’ Lifts in 
o 

for House Protection, Travellers, and 


peration night and day, and oecupy the finest 
position in t mdon, affarding extensive views of 
for Military Purposes, takes Eley's -38 fui 
eal. Express roy ‘all other “3 cal 


the Kiver (with the Surrey ls in the distance 
Pistol Cartridges. 


and the Embankment Gardens. They are also most 
conveniently and centrally situate with respect to 
COLT’S LICHTNING MACAZINE RIFLES. the pri a + Clubs, Thea een, ge The  - are 
a mished to suit the wishes of incomin enants. 
For Large and Small Game, Keok shooting, and | and the Rents include all Rates, Taxes, Water 
Target a are unsurpassed accuracy and | Supply, lighting and heating of the Corridors and 
unequalled for VOL: of fire | Staircases, and the services of all the Porters 
COLT’S REVOLVERS Suites may be viewed at any time on application to 
carried off all the highest rou at Bisley, Edin 
i burgh, and Dublin in 10). Price List t free Office on the prem or to Hamrrow & Sons, 
FIREARMS Estate Agents, 1, c oc ks5 wx St. (late Waterloo 
26, Glasshouse St., Piceadilly Cireus, London, W. lio 8.W 








the Superintendent MMERFIELD, at the 





_ | SEREBTER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIES 


DIAMONDS, white, and modern cut, 
RUBIES of the pigeon’s blood colour, 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 
| PEARLS of the finest lustre, 
}-—-—RARE-and -GURIOUS-GEMS, and 
D'AMONDS” of all colours. 


STREETER & COMP., Gem Experts, Bond St, London. | 


The | 





GEROLSTEI 


THE CHAMPAGNE OF 
| NATURAL MINERAL WATER 
PURE. SPARKLING. DELICIOUS 


GEROLSTE! 


is the Most Errravescent of any Natural Meal 
| Water, being charged solely with its 
| Natural Gas. 
Supplied at all tha Theatres 
| end all Spiers & Ponds’ Restaurants, 
Srroxety Recowmenpen by the Mosr Pwiv 
| Mewwens of the Mepicat Paoresston as the FIN 
NATURAL MINERAL WATER KNOW 
l€s. for 60 Pints; ls. for 50 Quarts. 
G EROLSTEIN CO., 133, CUBRAPSIDE, EC 


ROWLANDS 
KALYDOR 


Cools, soothes, and refreshes the face 
and hands in hot weather, removes 
Freckles, Tan, Sunburn, Redness and 
Roughness, soothes and heals Insects’ 
Stings, Irritation; e., produces 


FAIR SKIN 


and a lovely delicate 

Warranted harmless and free 

leaden = Bottles, 2s. 3d. 
. 6d. Bold everywhere. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 


Tuesday, July 14. —Madame Norpica is not at her best as Aida. 
It lacks colour—that is on the face and: hands, where at least 


should be shown some more “ colourable pretence” for being the 


daughter of so blackened a character as is her father Amonasro, 


a) 
sa 
Amonasro (the Black King). “1 am your father. I’ve kept myself dark 
so long that I’ve become quite black ! ”” 
Aida (the White Maiden). “Oh! go away, black man; don’t come anigh 
'! You ought to be Otello to-morrow night.” 
Little Ravelli-Radames (aside). “ No matter what colour, I love her!!” 


played as a villain of the deepest dye by M. Drvorop. When the 
celebrated march was heard, the players didn’t seem particularly 
strong in trumps, and the trumpets giving a somewhat ‘‘ uncertain 
sound,” —a trifle husky, as if they ’d caught cold,—somewhat marred 
the usually thrilling effect. orgeous scene; and Raveri the 
Reliable as Radames quite the success of the evening. Mile. Guercta 
as Amneris seemed to have made up after an old steel plate ina 
bygone Book of Beauty. Where are those Books of Beauty now! 
And The Keepsake? Where the udo-Byronic poetry and the 
short stories by Mrs. Nampy and Mr. Pamsy? But this is only a 
marginal note, not in the Operatic score. Signor ABRAMOFF was a 
powerful Ramphis, his make-up suggesting that his title would be 
more appropriately Rumfiz,—which would be an excellent Egyptian 
name. Very good House, but still suffering from reaction after 
Imperial visit, and not to recover itself till to-morrow, Wednesday, 
when the House is crowded with i 





me 


' a brilliant audience to hear a bril- 
liant performance of Otello. The Grand Otello Co. Covent Garden, 
Limited. Thoroughly artistic performance of Jago by M. Mavret. 
His wicked ‘* Credo” more diabolically malicious than ever it was at 
the Lyceum ; an uncanny but distinctly striking effect. Then Drurro 
LANUS ASTRONOMICUS gave us a scenic startler in the way of imitation 





Covent Garden Stars seen through the Harriscope. 


meteoric effect. 
LANTUS nor any 


’Twas on this wise: ef course, neither Devrio- 
other Manager can carry on an operatic season without 





VOL. Cl. 





E 


| stars, and so they are here, a galaxy of ’em, up above, on the “‘ back 
cloth,” as it is technically ‘termed, shining brilliantly but spasmo- 
jdieally, strange portents in the operatic sky. Pity Astronomer- 
| Royal not here to see and note the fact. Next time Otello is given, 
if this atmospheric effect is to be repeated, the attendants in the 
| lobbies might be permitted to supply powerful telescopes at a small 
| fixed charge. But the greatest star of all is Madame ALBANI as 
Desdemona ; a triumph dramatically and operatically. Her song in | 
the last Act, the celebrated ‘* Willow Song”—which of course no | 
cricketer ought to miss hearing—was most beautifully and touch- 
|ingly rendered. Those persons suffering from the heat of a crowded 
| house, and dreading the difficulty of finding their ‘‘keb or ker- 
| ridge ’’ in good time, and who therefore quitted their seats before 
ALBANI sang the ‘* Willow Song,’’ must, perforce, sing the old re- 
frain, ‘‘O Willow, we have missed you!” and go back for it when- 
ever this Opera is played again. M. Jean pe Reszkf was not, perhaps, 
quite up to his usual form, or his usual former self ; but, for all that, 
he justified his responsibility as one of the largest shareholders in the | 
Grand Otello Company, Limited. All things considered, and the last 
best thing being invariably quite the best, Otello, or Symphonies in 
Black and White, is about the biggest success of the season. | 
= | 
| 





TO AMANDA. 
Accompanying a Set of Verses which She bade me write.) 


OnLy a trifle, though, i’ faith, ’tis smart, 
A jeu d’ esprit, not art concealing art, 

| Fruition of a moment’s fantasy, 

Mere mental bubbles, verbal filagree. 





But, though thy lightest wish I would not thwart, 
| prithee bid me play some other part 
Another time, and I will give thee carte 
Blanche to dictate ; in truth aught else will be 
Only a trifle, 
Compared with versifying. I will dart, 
At thy behest, e’en to the public mart 
To buy a bonnet, or will gleefully 
Carry a babe through Bond Street. My sole plea 
no more verses. Surely ’tis, sweetheart, 
Only a trifle. 


Is 


SurrLementTary aNp Cornective.—In his Jubilee Number Mr 
Puncu remarked, *‘ Merely to mention a// the bright pens and | 
pencils which have occasionally contributed to my pages would | 
| ceeupy much space.” And space then was limited. But among the | 
“Great Unnamed” should assuredly have been mentioned W. H. | 
W115, one of the originators of Mr. Puxcn’s publication, CLEMENT | 
Scort the flowing lyrist, and author of ‘‘ The Cry of the Children, 
&e., Asupy Srerny of “‘ Lazy Minstrel” fame, and “* Rongrt,” the | 
genial carrulous ‘‘ City Waiter,” whilst the names of J. P. (‘* Dumb- | 
Arxinson, and E. J. WHEELER, were omitted by the purest | 
accident. The late H. J. Brnow contributed a series of papers. Mr. 
Puncu hastens to put them—as he would gladly some others—*‘ on the 
list,” since, of no one of them, could it be truly said ** he never would 
be missed.” ‘ Hatnor” was a misprint for “* Hair,” “* Macuin 
Hannay” should read ** Macrxw, Hawway, &e.,” and for “ Gzorcz”’ 
Srtver”’ read ** Henny,’ 
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THE METROPOLITAN MINOTAUR; 


On, THe Lonpon LaByRgintH AND THE County CovnciL THEsEvs. 
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Biess me! Things combine so a hero to humble! 
1 fancied that Bull-headed Minotaur—BuMBLE, 
Would fall to my hand like Pasiphae’s monster 
To Theseus. But oh! every step that I on stir 
Bemuddles me more. I did think myself clever, 
But fear from the Centre I’m farther than 

Oh, this is a Labyrinth! Worse than the 

Yet shall the new Theseus admit hi 


members of the London County Council have their way, it will soon have lenty to oecupy it without being called upon to form 
a scheme of water-supply for the Metropolis.”— The Times.) 


L. C. C. loquitur :— 


Forbid it, great Progress! Your votary 1, Ma’am, 
But in this Big Maze it seems small use to try, Ma’am. 
Mere roundaboutation ’s not Progress. Get forward ? 
Why eastward, and westward and southward, and nor’ ward, 
Big barriers stop me! Eh? Centralisation ? 
Demolish that monster, on, d 
ight the fair tower-crowned Maiden. 
M ; but look how I’m laden, 
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| “ Which station?” They frequently 
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| A fancier cried: “‘ There ’s one fault | 


on | 
| The part of the sparrows at Walton ; | 


| The 
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WATERLOO ‘TO WEYBRIDGE. 


By rue 6°5 r.M. 


A youre man—it’s no matter who— 
—_ a cab and remarked ‘* Water- 


The driver, with bowed 
Head, sobbed out aloud, 


do, 


A poet once said that to Esher 
The only good rhyme was ‘ mag- 
nesher ; ”’ 
This was not the fact, 
And he had to retract, 
Which he did—he retracted with 


plesher. 





And that’s why I fail 

To put salt on their tail— 
irds have no tails 

salt on, 


The dulness of riding to Weybridge 
Pleasant chat (mind the accent) may 
abridge, 
But not when it deals 
With detaching of wheels, 
Collisions, explosions, and Tay 
Bridge, 


to put 
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Tue Sroren Pictures. — The 
Débats informed us, last week, that = 
the thief who stole TenrERs’ pictures 
from the Museum at Rennes has 
been discovered. His punishment | 


should ‘ fit the crime,” as Mr. Git-| NoTHING REALLY GooD EVER GOES DOWN WITH IT 
Tom (who has sold every Picture he has painted). ‘‘Ou, Bos AND GAMMON, MY DEAR FrLLow! 


BERT’S Mikado used to say, and| 
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THE PERSONAL EQUATION. . cre 


Dick (who hasn't sold a single Picture this year). “‘AND As FOR THE BEASTLY Baitisn Pvpwio, 


NOTHING BUT VULGAR Ror!” 


therefore he ought to be sentenced |Goop HongesT WoRK IS ALWAYS SURE OF ITS MARKET—AND ITs Paice!” 


to penal servitude for Jen years. 


[Next year their luck will be reversed, and also their opinions of the B, P. 








And hampered! Oh! I should be grateful to you, Ma’am, 
If, like Ariadne, you’d give me a clue, Ma’am. 

I'll never—like treacherous Theseus—desert you ; 

My constancy ’s staunch, like my valour and virtue. 
Through Fire, Water, Wilderness trackless I'll follow, 

But astray in a Maze high ambition seems hollow ! 








LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE’S DIARY. 


Wednesday, June 11th.—Left Bilsbury last Saturday, having in 
Dicky Drxes’s words “ broken the back of the blooming canvas.” 
During my last night’s round we went into a small house in one of 
the slums. The husband was out, but the wife and family were all 
gathered together in the back room. There were five children, 
ranging in age from ten down to two, and the mother looked the 
very picture of slatternly discomfort. e asked the usual questions, 
and | was just turning to go, when I heard a violent fit of convulsive 
coughing from a dark corner. The mother got up and went to the 
corner. I couldn’t help following, and saw the most miserable 
spectacle I ever set eyes on. In a sort of cradle was lying the 
smallest, frailest and most absolutely pinebed and colourless baby 
choking with every cough, and gasping horribly for breath. I don’t 
know what I said, but the mother turned to Drxes and said, ‘* He 
haven’ t much longer to cough. I shall want the undertakers for him 
soon.” I asked her if nothing could be done, but she merely re lied, 

It'll be better so. We ’ve too many mouths to feed without him.’ 
[ couldn’t stay longer after that, but fairly bolted out of the house. 

Our people are jubilant about our pects. The canvas shows, 
they say, a y increase in our eam, the registrations have 
been uniformly good, and, best of all, Sir Toomas CHvusson again 


voted and spoke on the wrong side, when the Billsbury Main 
Drainage Bill came on for Second Reading in the House the other 
day. Our point is of course that, if this scheme were carried out, 
there would be a great deal of work for Billsb labourers, and, 


somehow or other, a large amount of money would be spent in the 
town. We have rubbed this well in at every meeting we have 
held lately, and found it a most effective point during the canvas. 
Cuvsson and the Radicals talk about a great increase of the rates 
which would follow on it; but we pooh-pooh this, and point out 


| CHORKLE (who ought to have gone through the 





that the ultimate saving would be enormous, and that the health 
of the town must be benefited. They don’t like the business at 
all, and feel they ’ve made a mistake. 

Have been made on successive nights a Druid,’a ,Forester, and a 
Loyal and Ancient Shepherd. All these three are Benefit Societies 
— the mysteries of initiation into each are very similar. Colone 

usiness long age 
was made a Druid with me. I never saw anybody so nervous. it 
the courage of all the CHorKLEs seemed to have deserted him, and he 
trembled like a Volunteer aspen. I told Major Worsoys on the 
following day that his Colonel, who I was sure might be trusted to 
face a hostile battery without flinching, had been very nervous when 
he was made a Druid. Worsoyrs sneered, and said that he’d be 
willing to take his chance of CnorKie’s facing the battery or not, if 
CHORKLE would only learn to ride decently. ** Give you my word of 
honour,” said Worsoys, ‘‘ when the General inspected us last year 
CuorkLe’s horse ran away with him three times, and at last we had 
to march past without him. One of the tamest horses in the world, 
too. My boy Jack rides it constantly.” But Worsoys despises 
CHorKLE, and thinks he ought to command the regiment himself. 
He spr ead it all over Billsbury that CoonkLe was found hiding under 
a table when he was summoned to be initiated, and was dragged out 
screaming piteously for mercy. : 

On m fast morning | was interviewed by a deputation from 
the Billsbury Branch of The Women’s Suffrage League. The depu- 
tation consisted of Mrs. Boser, the President of the Branch, Miss 
Amy GINGELL, the Secretary, and two others. It was a trying 
business. Mrs. Boser is the most formidable person | ever met. 
I felt like a babe in her hands after she:had glowered at me for 
five minutes. Finally I found myself, rather to 7 own astonish- 
ment, promising to vote for a Women’s Suffrage Bill, and adding 
that Mrs. Boser’s arguments had convinced me that justice had in 
this matter been too long denied to women, and that for my part, 
if elected, I should lose no opportunity of recording my vote on 
the side of women. They seemed pleased, but the Meteor of the 
next day had a frightful leader about the “shameful want of 
moral fibre in a Conservative Candidate who was thus content to 
put the whole Constitution into the melting-pot, if by so doing he 
could only secure a few stra votes, and get the help of the women 
in his coal-and-blanket expeditions.” 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No, L 


SCENE An Ercursi mn Agent's Offices. Re hind the counters polite 
and patient Clerks are besieged by a crowd of Intending Tourists, 
all asking questions at once. 


First Int. T. Here-—have you made out that estimate for me yet ? 

Clerk. In one moment, Sir. (He refers to a list, turns over in- 
numerable books, jots down columns of francs, marks, and florins ; 
reduces them to English money, and adds themup.) First class fares 
on the Rhine, Danube and Black Sea steamers, I think you said, 
second class rail, and postwagen 

First Int. T. I did say so, I believe; but it had better be second 
class all through, and I can always pay the difference if 1 want to. 

The Clerk alters the sums accordingly, and adds up again. 

Clerk, Fifty-five pounds fourteen and a penny, Sir. Shall 1 make 
you out the tickets now ¢ 

First Int. T. Um, no. On second thoughts, I’d like to see one of 
yous, short Circular Tours for the English Lakes, or Wales, before | 
aecide, 

| The Clerk hands him a quantity of leaflets, with which he retires. 


Enter Mr. Ciranexpon Cvuicmarp, 
age about twenty-eight ; in Somer- 
set House; tall; clean-shaven, 
wears glasses, stoops slightly, 
dresses carefully, though his tall 
hat is of the last fashion but two. 
He looks about him ezpectantly, 
and then sits down to wait. 


Culchard (to himself). No sign of 

im yet! I do like a man to keep 
| an appointment. If this is the way 

he begins—I have my doubts whether 

he is quite the sort of fellow to—but 

I took the precaution to ask Hven 

Rose about him, and Rose said he 
| was the best company in the world, 
and I couldn’t help getting on with 
him. I don’t think Rose would 
| deceive me. And from all I’ve 
seen of Poppury, he seems a pleasant 
fellow enough. Whata Babel! All 
these people bent on pleasure, going 
to seek it in as many directions—with 
what success no one can predict. 

There ’s an idea for a sonnet there. 

(He brings out a pocket-book, and 

begins to write ** As when 
a 

An Amurrean Citizen (to Clerk). 

See here, I’ve been around with 

your tickets in Yurrup, and when | 

was at Vernis, I bought some goods 

at a store there, and paid cash down 

for ‘em, and they promised to send ’em on for me right 

here, and that was last fall, and I’ve never heard any 

more of ’em, and what I want you should do now is to 

instruct your representative at Vernis to go round and hev 

a talk with that man, and ask him what in thunder he 

means by it, and kinder hint that he’ll hev the Amurr- 

ean Consul in his hair; pretty smart, if he don’t look 

slippier ! 

(The Clerk mildly suggests that it would be better to communicate 
ae with the American Consulate, or with the tradesman 
hemeaelf. 

The A. C. But hold on—how’m I goin’ to write to that sharp, 
when I ’ve lost his address, and disremember his name? Can’t you 
mail a few particulars to your agent, so he’ll identify him? No. 
Disappointed.) Well, 1 thought you’d ha’ fixed up a little thing 
like that, anyhow; in my country they ’d ha’ done it right away. 
Yes, Sir / He goes away in grieved surprise. 


Enter Mr. James Poppvry, age twenty- siz; in a City Office; 
short, frexh-coloured, jaunty ; close-cut fair hair, and small 
auburn moustache. Not having been to the City to-day, he is 
wearing light tweeds, and brown boots. 


Podbury (to himself), Just nicked it!—{looks at clock)—more or 
less. And he doesn’t seem to have turned up yet. Wonder how we 
shall hit it off together. Huenre Rose said ne was a capital good 
chap—when you once got over his manner. Anyhow, it’s a great 
tip to go abroad with a fellow who knows the ropes. (Suddenly sees 
CULCHARD absorbed in his note-book.) So here you are, eh ? 

_Culchard slightly seandalised by the tweeds and the brown boots). 

es, I ’ve been here some little time. I wish you could have 











managed to come before, because they close early here to-day, and 
I wanted to go thoroughly over the tour I sketched out before 
getting the tickets. [ He produces an elaborate outline. 

Podbury (easily). Oh, that’s all right! I don’t care where I go! 
All I want is, to see as much as we can in the time—leave all the 
rest to you. I Il sit here while you get the tickets. 

An Old Lady (to Clerk, as CULCHARD is waiting at the counter), 
Oh, I beg your pardon, but could you inform me if the 1°55 train 
from Calais to Basle stops long enough for refreshments anywhere, 
and when they examine the luggage, and if I can leave my hand- 
bag in the carriage, and whether there is an English service at 
Yodeldorf, and is it held in the hotel, and Evangelical, or High 
Church, and are the sittings free, and what Hymn-book they use / 
[The Clerk sets her mind free on as many of these points as he can, 

and then attends to CULCHARD. 7 

Culchard (returning to Popsury with two cases bulging with 
books of coloured coupons). Here are yours. J should like you to 
run your eye over them, and see that they are correct, if you don’t 
mind. 

Podbury (stuffing them in his pocket). Can’t be bothered now. 
Take your word for it. p 

Culchard. No—but considering that we start the first thing to- 

morrow morning, wouldn’t it be as 
well to have some idea of where 
you ’re going And, by the way, 
excuse me, but is it altogether pru- 
dent to keep your tickets in an 
outside pocket fike that? I always 
keep mine, with my money, in a 
special case in an inner pocket, with 
a buttoned flap—then I know I can’t 
lose them. 

Podbury. Anything for a quiet 
life! (He examines his coupons. 
Dover to Ostend? Never been there 
—like to see what Ostend’s like. 
But why didn’t you go by Calais * 
shorter, you know. 

Culehard. Because I thought we ’d 

> see Bruges and Ghent on our way to 
Brussels. 

Podbury. Bruges, eh? Capital! 
Anything particular going on there’ 
No? It don’t matter. And Ghent 
—let’s see, wasn’t that where they 
brought the good news to?’ 
we'll stop at Ghent—if we ’ve time. 
Then—Brussels ? Good deal of work 
to be done there, I suppose, sight- 
seeing, and that? I like a place 
where you can moon about without 
being bothered myself; now, at 
Brussels—never mind, I was only 
thinking. 

Culch. It’s the best place to get 
to Cologne and up the Khine from. 
Then, you see, we go rather out 
of our way to Nuremberg —— 

Podbury. Where they make toys ’ 
I know—pretty festive there, eh ? 

Culch. I don’t know about festive 
—but it is—er—a quaint, and 
highly interesting old place. Then 
I thought we ’d dip down to Con- 

stance, and strike across the Alps to the Italian Lakes. 

Podbury. Italian Lakes? First-rate! Yes, they're worth 
seeing, I suppose. Think they ’re better than the Stciss ones, 
though * 

Culch. (tolerantly). 1 can get the cou 
land, if you prefer it. The Swiss 
picturesque. , ; 

Podbury. Yes, well do Switzerland—and run back by Paris, eh ? 
Not much to do in Switzerland, though, after all! 

Culch. (with a faintly superwor smile). There are one or two moun- 
tains, I believe. “But, personally, I should prefer Italy. 

Podbury. So should I. No fun in mountains—unless you go up 
‘em. What do you think of choosing some quiet place, where 
nobody ever goes—say in France or Germany—and, sticking to that. 
More of a rest, wouldn’t it be ? such a bore having to know a lot 
of Lee) le ’ 

Cul. h. I don’t see how we can change all the tickets, really. If 
| you like, we could stop a week at St. Goarshausen. 
| Podbury. What’s St. Goarshausen like— cheery ? 

Culch. | understood the idea was to keep away from our fellow 
countrymen, and as fat as I can remember St. Goarshausen, it is not 
overrun with tourists—we should be quiet enough there. 


Yes, 


ms changed for Switzer- 
kes may be the more 
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Podbury. That’s the place for me, then. Or could we push on to 
Vienna? Never seen Vienna, 

Culch. If you like to give up Italy altogether. 

Podbury. What do you say to beginning with Italy and,working 
back? Too hot, eh? Well, , we ’ll let things be as they are—I 
daresay it will do well enough. So that’s settled | 

Culchard (to himself on parting, after final arrangements con- 
cluded). 1 wish Rose warned me that Popsvry’s habit of mind 
was so painfully desultory. (He sighs.) However—— 

Podbury (to himself), Wonder how long I shall take to get over 
CuLcHaRD’s manner. (He sighs.) I wish old Hucnre was coming 

he ’d give me a leg over ! (He walks on thoughtfully. 





OFF TO MASHERLAND. 
(By Our Own Grandolyh.) 

I PAUSE in my communications. Friends, real friends, have wired 
over accounts of me on the trip, which have not been written b 
‘ friendlies.” Somebody wrote to Black and White what purpo 
to be Notes about me aboard the gallant Grantully Castle, than 
which a better-found yessel—‘ found” is the word—never put to 
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“Put out the light, and then——” Being the true story of The Wonder 


sea. This somebody (*‘ bless him! ’—Dr-muu-np W-.rr will know 
what I mean) observes that ‘‘he didn’t notice” any particular 
gratitude on m 
ants. Hay! what? why, confound them, I was all gratitude! Is 
it because I did not run at him, embrace him, and shake his arms 
cff, that therefore I did not feel grateful! I was awfully grateful. 
I felt inelined to alter the name of the vessel to the Gratefully 
Castle. But “‘she” (you 
always call a vessel ‘‘ she”’ 
—isn’t that nautical?) ‘‘ is 
as the song says ‘‘another’s, 
and never can be mine!” so 
I can’t change her name. I 
was overpowered by my feel- 
ings—and what does that 


with a gurgle in the throat, 
of the silent tear, and the 
avoidance of the topic upper- 
4 most in one’s mind at the 
} moment. 

“The soldier leant upon 


his sword, and wiped away 
a tear’’—but the sailor 
didn’t, Verb. sap. What 
did I do? Why, in my 


note of notes, my Private 
Diary, I made this mem., 
‘Make Hay while the sun 
shines.” Now what, I ask 
any unprejudiced person, 
. 
Grandolph confiding to the Chef his secret (eat fy Pay, } 
receipt for cooking a flying-fish. to be promoted in the hay- 
day of his valuable career to be an Admiral, would he su that 
he owed this elevation to the man who, strictly obeying the ship's 
oeene, ome — a to the man wa pe “—< ? wat | come te 
1¢ next point. This ~—— ae girds at my having a specia 
cabin anda special ste . Why! the entions grumbler! if he 
had been as ially 
tience with him—didn’t I go out as a ‘‘ Special,” and if a Special 
oesn’t have ey i ial about him, he ts simply obtaining 
money under false pretences. I’ve a great mind—I hear the 





M4 
“Ait sf, 


part towards Captain Hay and his talented assist- | 


meee bas Se swallows, | 2. All communications to be written illegibly, and on both sides of | 


unwell as I was—but there, I own I lose | 


jeerer snigger in his sleeve—but I repeat emphatically I have a 
great mind to come back. ‘* He will return, I know him well,” my 
traducers may sing; and I shall return when I consider my special 
work specially done in my own special manner, and be blowed to 
em all, the detractors! 

He grumbles because I had a special portable light all to myself, 
“‘when I wanted to play cards.” Aha! do we see the cloven hoot 
now?’ Was I to play cards in the dark? Those who know me best 


know that I am all fair and above-board, and no hole-and-corner | 


gambling for me. And what tale has he to tell ? 


Why that | 


“ Another night, not using his special light at the time, two other | 


sagen oy began a game of chess under its rays.” 
no right whatever to do. 

officer was coming his rounds I winked at them; but this friendly 
act on my part they did not heed, and consequently fo sare them 
from being og in irons and confined in the dee 
the Grantully Castle moat, I ‘* came then,” as he reports, 
“*and removed the lamp to another of the deck, leaving the 
chess-players in the dark” —as if this consequence were anything ex- 
traordinary when a lamp is removed! Why any schoolboy, the merest 


Which they had | 
But I winked at it, and when the first | 


st dungeon beneath | 


tyro in Scripture History, knows where the great Hebrew Lawgiver | 


was then the candle went out. And were these ers to be exempt 

from the action of Nature’s po mee laws! Bah! 
** without aword of apology or tion.” I had 
winked, but they were worse than b horses, and more 
resembled the inferior quadruped in obstinately ref using 
to move, or in subsequently acknowledging this act of 
thoughtful kindness on my part. 

As to my eating for breakfast a flying-fish, which 
somebody on board had caught and given me, all I ask 
is, why shouldn’t I? I never had eaten a flyin -fish 
before, and I don’t think I ever shall again. If the 
gentleman who caught it didn’t want me to eat it, he 
should have said so: for there were three courses open to 
him; viz., first, to refuse to give it me; secondly, to give 
it me on condition that I it in memory of the 
occasion; thirdly, to throw it k into the sea, But 
there was only one course to me when | got it, and 
that was the first course at fast ; the second course 
was kidgeree. It wasasmall fish just enough for one, 
and now I rather fancy I remember this Black and White 
correspondent, for it must have been he, coming to my 
table, eyeing the fish, smacking his — and observing 
that Ae ‘‘ had never had the chance of tasting a friec flying-fish.” At 
that moment I was just ae the tail (a sweet morsel and not the 
worst part by any means), and there was nothing left toofferhim. So 

fi with a grudge against yours truly. 
a if it isn’t, let me hear 
I can write 


7 


ful Lamp. 


he went away disappointed , 
| This, Sir, is the true tale of the flying- ; 
the revised version from my aspersers and caluminators. 


|no more to-day. Iam boiling over, and must go and kick somebody, | 


Coomn dns Gira eer Caplowr. 








| HANWELLIAN PRIZE COMPETITION. 
Conditions. 
1. Entrance fee, to defray cost of postage, &c., two guineas. 


the paper only—not on the edges. 

3. The Committee do not bind themselves to accept the lowest or 
any tender; or to start at the time advertised in the Company’s 
tables; or to be in any way responsible for their own actions. 

4. Competitors will be prosecuted. 

5. A prize of one shilling will be awarded to all competitors who 

| fail ; the winners will be able to make their way in life without prizes. 

6. Human beings and others are not eligible for this competition. 

Subject to the above conditions, it is requested that puzzles or 
questions may be forwarded to the following solutions :— 


First Solution.—Twenty-eight, if before March 17th ; one hundred | 


and forty-six, if after that date. 

Second Solution.—Put six pigs in the first stye ; then go back and 
| fetch the fox from the other side of the river, returning with the 
remaining cockatrice. Then put yourself in the second stye, never 
come out any more, and subtract. ‘ 

Third Solution.—Positive, Regret; Comparative, Regatta ; Super- 
lative, Requiescat in pace. 

Fourth Solution.—Countesses ; because the sun (son) never sets there. 

Fifth Solution.—Cut along dotted line to point a. Then fold 
back, and cross to point c, keeping mark B on the left. Stop, if you 
ean, before getting to remark D. Bad language never does any good. 

Sizth Solution.—This is a mere catch, and only suitable for quite 
young children. Of course, it is obvious that the elephant could not 
Sins been on the outside, because there never are two Mondays in 


the week. Hush! the Bogie Man. Zit. 
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RATHER LATE 


‘On, GRANDPAPA DEAR, 


SUCH FUN! 


“eL, ow) 





Tue ForTuNE-TELLER 's Come! Do come 


IN THE DAY, PERHAPS! 


AND HAVE YOUR FORTUNE TOLD!” 








JEAMES’S SUMMARY. 


Or, Le Monde o& Ton s' ennuie. 


‘Now that the pageantry and the social stir 
evoked by the presence of the Imperial guests are 
over, there are few who will care to prolong the 
dreary and disapp inting existence either of the 
Season or of the Session.” — The Times.]} 


Jeames k »quitur ? 


Ya-a-A-w! Yes, young man, you've ’it it 
there, penny-a-liner as you may 

And knowing, probably, no more about Aus 
than a coster’ s baby ; 

But dull it ‘as been, and no kid, and dreary, 
too, and disappinting ; 

Is it this Sosherlistic 

disjinting, 

| The Hinfluenza, or Hard Times, them weaned 

or wote ver is it ? 

I couldn't ‘ave ‘eld on at all, I’m sure, aM he 

for the Hemp’ Ror’s visit. 

Ya-a-a-w ! ’Ang it, ow I've got the gapes! 
Bring us’a quencher, you young Buttons! 
| And mind j it’s cool, and with a’ed! Hour 
family is reg’ lar gluttons 

*Soshal Stir.” 
rising Tory M.P., 


rot Society is 


For 
he is, 


And Missis all the Season through as busy as To see the Strorbe 
stror 


| a bloomin’ bee is, 
A gathering Fashion's honey up from every 
hopening flower. That's natty. 


| I’ave a turn for poetry; you're quite right | Prime fruit 


there, my pretty Parry. 


picked 
‘ow that gal admires these carves ! But | The same with all chice things I ’old, 


that’s “‘ irrevelant,” as the sayin’ is ; 


The Session? Yah! Give me the days, the 
dear old days of darling Dizzy! 


| With him and GLADSTONE on the job a chap 


80 | 


The guv’nor, he’s a Won't ketch me selling myself off 


| 


could say * * Now we are busy. 
But Smirn’s aslug, Arcourt’s a hum, 
LasBy makes a chap go squirmish. 
Dull as ditchwater the whole thing. 
longs e’en for a Hirish skirmish ; 
But Parneiy’s fo par, and his spite, 
— the sparkle out of Pappy. 
arl mt ’sa pla we “_ fraud, flabby 
and footy, flat and 
The prods 8 similar Sea ? Bah ? 
sech a name it ain’t worth calling. 
Shoulders like these and carves like those 
was not quite made for pantry-sprawling ; 
But wot’s the use? Trot myself hout for 
’Ebrews, or some tuppenny kernel ? 
No, not for Jzames, if he is quite aweer of 
i It's just infernal, 


® anfehay a ix _ calls itself Society. 


pw. E by “blend ” as might kon- 
tamernate a ‘Ryal *Igness, 

| Orinfry-dig a Hemperor. It won't nick JnaMEs 

though, not percisely ; (self unwisely. 

Better to flop in solitude than to - ey one’s 

must 


and 
One 


"ave 


By 


ess my ‘art it ’arrers 
-Leaves go cheap—like 
ies on low coster’s barrers ! 


| Tuppence a pound ! Yes, that’stheery. It’s 
cheapness, that Rad fad, that ’ iy all it. 


unnet. 
whether 


and in the 


tis footmen’s carves or peerages ; 


Master and Missis both complain ’ow dull and But fools forget that good old rule in ‘this yer 


slow the game they ’re playin’ is. 


queerest of all queer ages. 


ht to be scarce and dear, | 


Trade bad, things in the City tight, no Court 
worth mentioning, queer scandals, 
Socierty inwaded by a lot of jumped-up Goths 
and Wandals ; 
Swell-matches few, gurls’ chances poor, late 
Spring, and lots o” sloppy weather, 
With that there Hinfluenza—wich perhaps 
is wus than all together— 
Ail over the dashed shop! When 
Season sech a sell as this is ? 
Wot wonder that it aggeray ates us all, per- 
tikler Me and Missis ? 
But for our ‘‘ Himperial Guests” the 
Times’ young man names with sech feel- 


done. A 


was a 


Ah! 


ing, 

I don’t know wot I should ’ave 
dismal dulness seems a-stealin, 

Afore its time o’er everythink ; an 
Guests ’s gone wot reason, 

As the 7imes sez, for trying to perlong the 
Session or the Season ? 

Ya-a-a-w! I shall gape my ’ed off ’ere. 
The Row’s a bore, the ’Ouse a fetter. 
And now the Hemp’ror’s slung ’is ‘ook, the 

sooner we are horf the better ! 


now Our 








A Lusvus Naton#.—A paragraph in the 
P. M. G., the other day, was headed, ‘‘ A Lion 
Loose inaCircus.”’ Bad enough. But a still 
more extraordinary incident would have been 

A Lion “ tight” wn a Circus. 


Mr. Cusuner Dspew, the well-known 
American barrister, raconteur, and wit, 
is om his way to Engl land. His visit is | 
on business; probably to head a Depew- | 
tation. 
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JEAMES’S SUMMARY. 


Jeaues, “DULL SESSION !—DULL SEASON !—THINGS BAD IN THE CITY!—HINFLUENZA ALL HOVER THE 





SHOP; AND, NOW THE HEMP’ROR’S GONE, THE SOONER WE’RE HORF THE BETTER!!” 

















so grand, 
| There never was dame like the young Mrs. Branp! 
| All boldly she ’s entered the Cambridgeshire halls, 


| What you mean by this singing, oh 


| But I do enjoy singing ”’—quoth young Mrs. Branp. 
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A NEW ELECTION “LAY.” 
On, young Mrs. Branp has gone down to the East! 
To give the Electors a musical feast, 
And save her fine treble she weapons has none ; 


| Yet she means with that voice that the seat shall be won. 


So good at a lay, ata 


’Mid the squires, and the parsons, the farmers, and thralls! 
Said Duncan, the —— ** My friends, on my word, 

Of a stranger proceeding I never have heard. 

I don’t wish to be rude, but I can't understand 

i young Mrs. Brann!” | 


‘‘ You need not suspect me,” the lady replied ; 
‘‘T care not how flows the electoral tide, 

I merely have come down to Wisbech to-day 

To sing a few stanzas, trill one little lay. 

I am tired of long ches, Home-Rule I can’t stand, 


So lovely her voice, so bewitching her grace, 

Such a treat—or such treating—did never take place. 
While the Primrose Dames fretted, the Unionists fumed, 
She merely the thread of her roundel resumed : 

And the Duncanites whi —**’Tis most underhand! 
We must send for a songstress to match Mrs. Bran.” 


A change in her theme! She has altered the bar 

To Kathleen Mavourneen, and Erin-go-bragh ! 

= a Oyo stand the rustics; she’s won the whole throng! 
| To the lady they ’ve given their votes *‘ for a song.” 
| ‘*’Twill be ours, will the seat—’ tis the plot I have planned! 
| Oh, Music hath charms:’’—exclaimed young Mrs. Bran». 


| There is mourning mid folk of theJWire-pulling Clan ; 

| Agents, Managers, Chairmen, are wild to a man, 

| For the Cambridgeshire precedent means that their calling 

| Has passed to the ladies excelling in—squalling ! 
“ Free teaching” has come, and ** Free Music” ’s at hand; 
Which we owe to the courage of young Mrs. Brann. 
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“JUST A SONG AT TWILIGHT.” 


(As sung sweetly by a Publie-House-Baritone. ) 








Man’s immunities of time or place ? 
The sweet she-creatures chase 
From all old coigns of vantage harried 


SMOKED OFF! 


(An Appeal from the Knife-board of a City 
Omnibus. ) 


[The latest complaint of “the Ladies” is that 
they are being “smoked off” the tops of the 


man. 





The ‘‘ Happy Garden Seat,” 
Ifa 


der’s name 






means I 


rack owe 


1 ’ 
Invaded now by the non-smoking sex, ey 
And matronly anathemas assail. and sniff, 
Alas! and what avail 





In vain, how vain to ban 
Beauty from billiard-room or 


us 
What use to fume or fuss ? 


omnibuses. } 
“kent And yet, and yet indeed it is no joke! 
THE he = ty rd,” sacred once to broad Where shall one get a smoke 
ale Teet, | 


roots, 

And being badged as “* brutes” ? 

r fellow may not snatch a whiff | 
(Without the feminine sniff 

Upon the “‘Bus-roof,” where in thun- 


Shail he draw that same! 
,’ The ladies, climb, sit, suffocate, and 


scol, 

Declare they are ‘‘ smoked off,” 
Is there no room inside ? 
ades, 

We, “‘ to oblige the ladies,”’ 
Have taken outside seats this many @/ once in case of bites by a mad dog, acci- 


year, — . 
Cold, but with weeds to cheer 
Our macintosh-enswathed umbrella’d 


ies ; 
Now we are called churl-noddies | 
Because we puff the humble briar-| Describe an excellent substitute for a litter, 


root. 
Is man indeed a “‘brute” _ 
~ Because he may upon the knife-board’s | duty would be, (1) were the country invaded, 


Some solace to Tobacco ? 
If so it be, then man’s last, only chance, | and decimated by the plague. 
Is in the full advance 
4 the “emancipated” sex. 


; Pray learn to smoke yourselves ! 
Virginal scruples vex, | Don’t crowd us out, don’t snub, and sncer, 


But—join us in a whiff! 


A SHILLING IN THE POUND WISE. 


Dear Mr. Puncn,—As the School Board 
rate has already touched a shilling, and seems 
likely to go even higher, why should not 
Morning | some of our money be expended in teaching 

| the young idea of the lower classes how to 
| develop into more valuable citizens than they 
}seem likely to become under present condi- 
tions? To carry out this idea, I jot down a 


Without annoying Shes with our che-/| few questions to be put to a School-Board 


scholar before the granting of the customary 
certificates :— 

1. Deseribe the formation of a Regiment, 
and explain its position and duties in Brigade 

2. What are the duties of a Special Con- 
stable ? 
| 3. How would you set about putting 
horses into a fire-en,ine ? 

4. Describe the process of resuscitating 
} a person apparently drowned. How would 
If smoke! you revive a person rendered insensible by 
(1) cold, (2) by sunstroke. 

5. Give simple remedies to be applied at 


dental poisoning by arsenic, and swallowing 
of spurious coin. 

6. How would you set, (1) a leg, (2) an 
arm, (3) a broken finger’ If a man is run 
over by a Hansom, what should you do? 


| when you can obtain nothing better. 
7. State shortly what you consider your 


2) were London in the hands of the mob, 
3) were your neighbourhood visited by fire, 


There, Mr. Punch, if every School-Board 
scholar could supply satisfactory answers to 
|the above questions, 1 would not grudge my 
shilling in the pound—nay, pay look 


‘ours, 


Sweet | 


| with equanimity on eighteenpence ! 
ONE WHO 18 SCHOOL-BORED. 


| cordially, 


























(‘srngworsvg nydvibojoyd snoounjumpsuy poooedgy sng fig) 


“SWIL-NO3SHONNT SHL ‘S.QuYO7 LV L3SXOINO 
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| opportunity of casting a stone at 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 
THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, 
July 13. Emperor W1iLLtaM leaves 
to-day having taken affectionate 
farewell of Grandmamma. On the 
whole been most successful visit. 
Weather a little Frenchy in its ten- 
dency, but not all rain thunder. 
If things could only have been kept | 
comfortable to last moment there | 
need have been nothing to mar | 
success of event. Unfortunately 
TaNNER’s active brain discove: 


head of departing Emperor. Look- 
ing in at Charing Cross Telegraph 
Office, intending to send sixpenny- | 
worth of genial remark to his late 
esteemed Leader PARNELL on result 
of Carlow election, TANNER ob- 
served ‘* Gutknecht” on shaft of | 
lead pencil gratuitously vided. 
Much puzzled at this; thought at 
first it was Rarkes’s way of | 
spelling good night ; found on in- 
quiry it was German. 

TANNER’s patriotic bosom filled 
with storm of indignation. ‘*What!”’ 
he cried, apostrophising the absent | 
Rarkes, “‘ at a time; when trade is 
declining, Ireland is unhappy, | 
strikes are rampant, and human | 
misery seems to have reached its 
bitterest point, at such a time it 
might be hoped you would have | 
given up your days and nights to 
ameliorating the common lot, in- | 
stead of which you go about im-| 
porting lead pencils made in Ger- 
many, and so taking the very bread 
out of the mouth of the British 
Workman.” 

Might have asked question on 
subject a week ago when he made 
discovery ; adroitly put it down 
for to-night; and so whilst Emperor | 
Wittram was taking leave of 
Grandmamma in the stately halls of 














ov. 


“ URBI 


EVERYBODY, HAS 


Windsor, Tanyer was flinging 


a lead pencil at his retreating figure, stabbing him, so to speak, in 


the Imperial back with a commercial 


siderable price of twopence-ha 


product retailed at the incon- 
y a dozen. 


With some sense of relief House got into Committee of Supply. 


Various questions brought up on Colonial Vote. 





“ A Bad Sixpence.” 


P. and O. SurHER- 
LAND championed claims of Sin- 
ga for deliverance from 
arbitrary conduct of Govern- 
ment in levying military con- 
tributions. Doesn’t often take 
part in Debate ; showed to-night 
that abstention is not due to lack 
of debating faculty. Set forth 
case of his clients in clear busi- 
ness-like speech, which com- 
manded attention of audience, 
for whom topic itself not parti- 
cularly attractive. 

‘* SUTHERLAND,” said the 
Member for Sark, one of his 
most attentive listeners, ‘* has 
introduced a new element into 
Parliamentary oratory. His 
intercurrent cough is the most 
remarkable adjunct to oratory I 
ever heard. Suppose the fact 


’ 


is, when he pauses, he is think- | Ton a benefactor in this respect. 





ET ORBI.” 


Mr. PUNCH RETURNS HIS BEST THANKS TO ALL AND SINGULAR, 
THE PUBLIC AND THE PRESS, FOR THE ENTHUSIASTIC RECEPTION 
WITH WHICH THE TOAST OF HIS JUBILEE, EVERYWHERE AND BY 
BEEN RECEIVED. 
Happiness, Peace AND PRosperiry. 


e 
la 


the onl 
to it th 


Supply. 


ture. 


think ? 


Shouldn’t 


neat 


ture 
my screw. 
to dock it 


es, 


the first year is 
not encouraging. 
“Oh,” I said, ‘* you musn’t mind 
Sace of Queen Anne’s Gate; his 
bark is worse than his bite.’’ 
** Yes, I know, 


senpensing coneliotens, threat- 
ning, beseec , Or convincing, 
ccording as the exigencies of 

| moment ns se Asa = of art 
contemporary 

at I know, and “that. of 
| course, in quite a different way, is 
,some of the bye-play of the old 
gentleman in L’ Enfant Prodigue.” 
Business done.—\n Committee of 


e 


equal 


Luesday. — Met Cuariin just 
now, striding alon 
ving his proe Brown | 
ndana that would, on emergency, 
serve as foresail 
cattle-carryi 
troubling the 


corridor, mop- 
ke brow with a 


for one of the 
steamers just now 
inister for Agricul- 


‘Anything gone wrong?” I 
asked, for it was impossible to be 
blind to his evident trepidation, 

_ “No, dear boy, it’s all right as 
it turns out, but it might have 
_been otherwise. 


What do you 


Labby’s positively been 
meving the reduction of the Vote 
by the amount of my salary! 


have been surprised if 


some Member had got up, and, in 
ch, dilating on the enor- 
mous forward strides made by the 
Empire since Ministry of Agricul- 
was crea 


ted, moved to double 

But to go and propose 
altogether at the end of 
y if I may say so, 


” 


said CHAPLIN ; 


‘*but I should be obliged to him 


Not, mind 


To Everyone HEALTA AND 


|me to my 
PUNCH. 
charge of a <7, 
ing up in a ful 

all the world hangs on your lips. 
deep delight of explaining a — 


Masesry’s Government to an Amendment. 


if he ‘d bark at someone else’s heels. 


you, that I care so much 


| about the money question. Between 
ter and me (though don’t let it go 
| further, or they might be holding 


bargain), I would rather 


| pay £2000 a year than not have a 
seat on the Treasury Bench in 
You ’ve never tasted the delight of stand- 
House and reading out answer to a question, whilst 
Nor have you ever drunk the 
or rep 


lying on behalf of Hex 
The joy is all the greater 


to me, since it is newly acquired. For years I sat below the Gang- 


way, striving to catch the SPEaAKER’s eye 
in competition with the herd, and when I 
succeeded Members either howled at me or 
left the House. Now I speak without wait- 
ing for the Speaker’s call, and the House 
listens attentively to the utterances of the 
Minister for Agriculture, That’s better 
than salary paid quarterly: worth paying 
for asI say. Still it’s not pleasant to have 
Lapsy seriously proposing to stop your 
wages. Wish he'd try it on someone else. 
There’s Piunxet for example; must put 


| him up in that quarter.” 


Business done.—In Committee of Supply. 

Thursday.—A long dull night varied by 
occasional squalls, An immense relief to 
Hon. Members, after sitting through an hour 
discussing Alienation of Crown Rights in 
Salmon Fishing in Scotland, en which 
CALDWELL delivers discourse, to have op- 


| portunity of exercising their lungs. Mor- 


As soon 


ing over the next word, or sur- | as ALraevs CLeormas is discovered on his 
veying for a new line of argu- | feet there goes forth a howl that shakes the 


ment. Other men would consult | 


their notes. P. and O. indulges 
in a kind of clearing of his 


throat, a compromise between a | 
cough and an articulate remark ! 


building. To-night rather awkward cir- 
cumstance followed. ALruevs CLEOPHAS 
rising for the eighth time, Members broke 
forth into agonised howl that lasted several 
minutes. Was stopped by sudden commo- 
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tion at the Bar. Engineer Parw rushed wildly in, gesticulating towards 
the astonished Chair, and disappeared. A body of workmen appearing 
mysteriously from depths beneath House, tumultuously crossed the 
doorway, and also vanished. Presently news came that flood of 
water was raging down staircase; gradually truth got at; a large 
water-main had burst in Upper Committee Corridor; eracked at 
startling sound of outburst upon ALPHEUs CLROPHAS’s re-appearance. 

** This is all very well,” said Puowxer. ‘‘I am myself no enthu- 
siastic admirer of Morton’s Parliamentary eloquence. Still, as| 
First Commissioner of Works, I feel this thing must be discouraged. | 
Must draw the line somewhere. Can’t have our water-mains bursting | 
with vicarious indignation because Morton would speak eight times | 
in Committee of Supply.” Business done.—Committee of Supply. | 

Friday.—In Lords to-night, Stan_tey or ALDERLEY, L. e C., 
gave fresh advertisement to CaLpERon’s picture, ‘* St. Elizabeth of 
Hungary.” Not a pleasant subject, from any point of view, artistic 
or moral. Everybody but well-meaning people like STaNLEY or | 
ALDERLEY, glad to drop it. He brings it forward at this late day ; 
tries to make the Markrss responsible for whole business. e 
Markiss protests that Srantey has had the advantage of him ;| 
hasn’t even seen the picture. ‘‘ The only idea I have been able to | 
form of it,’ he said to delighted House, *‘ is derived from a picture | 
in Punch, in which Zo is showing her back to the Members of the 
County Council.” Lords don’t often indulge in hearty laughter ; 
this too much for them, and Stanitey oF ALDERLEY temporarily 
extinguished, amid almost uproarious mirth. 

Business done.—Supply in Commons. 


HIT AND MISS. 


[At Bisley, Miss Leaxe, of Guernsey, has shot with considerable success. 
Miss Leate, though only nineteen years old, is a shooting member of the 
National Rifle Association, and has won several prizes at the meetings of 
the Guernsey Rifle Association. } 


Tue Whirligig of Time! Its latest turn see 

In this phenomenon who hails from Guernsey. 
We've often met, at pic-nics or at dances, 

Young ladies who were good at shooting—glances! 
And glances that, alas! have often filled us 

With tender feelings, if they have not killed us. 
We've met fair maidens, who have found it pleasant 
l'o tramp the moors for grouse, or shoot at pheasant ; 
Of some indeed who’ve had a go at grisly ; 

But never—until now—of one at Bisley. 

Yet there she is, and whilst her sisters, sitting 

At home, may spend their leisure time in knitting, 
She sits and shoots, nor does she very far get 

From where she aims, the centre of the target. 

lake off your hats to her as now we name her, 

Miss Leste, of Guernsey! Gladly we acclaim her 
For Womankind (triumphant in the Schools) high 
Renown henceforth will look for in the bull’s-eye, 
And, tired of tennis, having quite with thimble done, 
Will strive for laurels at the Medan Wimbledon! 





MONTI THE MATADOR. 
pinally intended for the F-rtn-ghtly R-v-w.) 
I’m better, and the Doetor tells me I’ve eseaped once 


* TEs, 
more. That Doctor hates you—I know it. He has saved me—to 
tell you the story—The story I have been trying to tell to some 
one for thirty years.” 

I was talking to Old Montr, whose full name was Monti pi 
Preta—as a pledge of his respectability. He was a descendant of 
the Perabeedii ros del Treballos d’Oro. He was subsequently called 
Monkey—as a tribute to his character. 

‘* T should like you to tell me,” I said, ‘‘ for you must know that 
for yéars | have seen the snows on the Lagartigo, and the moonlight 
on the Pe 

‘* Stop!’ he eried—‘‘you are going to bagi patting. That will 
do for a magazine, not for me!” and he snapped his fingers at me. 

But I was not to be put off. He was weak—a cripple—and I gave 
him the choice of listening to a personally-conducted tour in the 
South of Spain, or relating his adventures. 

‘*] will have my revenge!” he muttered. ‘* You shall hear my 
life from the beginning. You must know, then, that sixty years 
| ago I was born, and——” 

“Yes,” I returned, interrupting him—“‘ of poor nts. Your 
father was coarse, your mother pious. You learned all you could 
about bulls, which you kept from your father, and you were ultimately 
| engaged as a bull-fighter « 

** Stop, stop!” he cried. “If you eut out about a dozen pages | 
of my biography, at least let me explain how I saved my father. 


“I will do it for you in a line,” Isaid, sharply. ‘‘ Your father 
lost his temper, and tried bullying the bull (no joke), and you 
winked at the animal. He knew you, and stood still. The bull 
went for your father—you for the bull. Drive on!” 

“Let me tell you then, how I prepared myself for the Ring by 
practising on a dummy bull.—I had no difficulty in sticking pins 
into it—it was quite calm. Then I tried the same game on a sheep, 
and got knocked down for my pains! One of my monkey tricks! 
Then 1 got acquainted with some Irish buils, letting them off 
on my friends got several thumps on the head.” 

‘** No,” I interrupted him, sternly, ** get on it Foe story.” 

* Well, at leant I met Jvaw at the beginning of May.” 

** Make it first of April,” I said, severely. 

** He was the Toreador out of Carmen, to put it shortly,” he con- 
tinued, not deigning to notice my interruption—‘“* and he introduced 
me to the bull-fight. Of course I had to pay my footing (a very un- 
certain one) in duros, or hard cash. Then every morning I ate a chuto 

a sort of small cabbage) at my dinner—then they tried me as a capa, 

to test (so they said) my capability. The chief patron was the Duke 
of Mepicrxa, who in early youth had been a doctor—hence his title 
—and I shall never forget his first greeting.” 

“Your story!” I interrupted, sternly, finding that the old man 
was once more becoming tedious. 

“*T returned,” replied the dotard, with a senile chuckle, ‘* that he 
was wrong. His answer was beyond my meaning—he muttered 
something about ‘mutton and capa sauce.’ I was engaged,” con- 
tinued the dotard, with a feeble grin, ‘‘as a capa for seventy 
years certain, with an annual benefit once infour years, with a salary 
of forty-two thousand a year—which in those days seemed to me to 
be a small fortune.” 

‘They are wretchedly paid in Spain,” I observed. 

** They are,” he acquiesced, ‘* t was paid a week in advance, and 
have lived upon the proceeds ever since. And now my life was 
indeed a merry one. I was free of the Ring. Now I played the | 
cornet in the Brassos Banderillos, and my performance pleased the 
aficionados (or advertising agents) so well, that my name was known 
throughout the Peninsula.”’ 

** Well,” once more I interrupted, ‘‘ I suppose you met a Spanish | 
soemty, fell in love with her, and was cut out by a party of the name 
of Juan?” 

‘* However do you think of such clever things ?”’ asked the old man 
in a tone of extreme astonishment. ‘‘ But you are right. I placed 
CLEMENCIA one day in the pal co (or part reserved for friends), and 
the bull tossed me. Ah, she trampled upon me—treated me like a 
mat. But I loved her and adored myself. Hence I was called a 
*Mat-Adorer.’ I 
repeat, the bull 
tossed me, and 
I did not come 
down heads.” 

o Go on.” 

“ I 
and 
but soon 
covered 
ciently to kill 
sixty-six bulls 
in succession.” 

‘Surely you 
are exaggerat- 
ing ?”’ 

‘You are 
rfectly right,”’ 

e answered, 
with a blush. 
‘*) killed sixty - | 
five —the sixty-sixth was only mortally wounded. And now the 
people made an idol of me. I was absolutely worshi _ 7 

‘**Come to the point,’’ I said, in a tone that Showed was not to be 
trifled with. 

‘*No that was the fate of Juan. At the end of a game of toros 
which is Spanish for marbles) he said to me (in excellent Spanish), 
‘Mont1, me bhoy, philaloo! ye will shtay byme?’ ‘That will I—as 
shure as me name is Tm1—I should say Montt,’ I responded, in choice 
Castilian. The bull came up, I looked him in the eye, raised my 
shillalo (a short Spanish club), and, erying ‘ Whist!’ he cut for 
partners. JvuAN was cut a deal.” 

‘That bull was a ripper,” I murmured. 

**Bedad he was that, Sorr,”’ returned the dotard, whose Spanish 
became more and more Castilian every moment. ‘‘ CLEMENIcA died 
the next morning. But I am remorseful—that I did not kill her 
myself. And now I have had my revenge ! I have told ye the 
story! I know you—your name ’s H-a-r-”—— 


e gave a gasp and died. 
But I too had my revenge. I sent the tale I had just aes tofhe 


* The y made an Idol of me.” 











You must know | F-rtn-ghtly R-v-w. . F. 


€} NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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PDIAL FL 
“Word. 


8 A 
bo rY’s.—In 


Waters 


Contiiie to be supplied to 
Het Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 
AND BROWN LANELS 


Barnemzan PIANOS. 


BRINSMEAD FIANOS 
1 peresmesD & §5N8 
LEU. the Prac eas of Wales 


nto ty w. Lists Free. 


a d over half a century 
: a 


Signature 
(as above) in Blue 
Ink across the Label 
om each Jar of the 
Genuine Extract. 
O 
DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 
Por ACIDITY or rue STOMACH, HEARTBURN 
“FOR THE BLOOD 18 Tie LIFE.” HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION. 


GLARKE’S Rae 


WORLD-raMeD 
S: FAVORITE 


BLOOD 
MIXTURE Sy aus 


me warranted to le anse the blo pkey “n all 
Always Refreshing, Sweet and Lasting. 


PRICE 1/, 2,6, 5/, & 10/6 per Bottle, 


| Pezema, Skin a 
kinds, its effe 
To be had of all Perfumers, Chemtata, $e. 
WHOLFSALE—R, HOVENDEN & SONS, 
BEKNeKS STREET, W. & City Rodv, BC, 
LONDON 


Qui kly ved. 
“1 have empl — it with invariable 
Dr, Cuas. Bets. 


Clea Wounds 
‘ore. 
‘or ting Dis- 
ime 
i baincet says: 
hot wonderful that 
ber 


m a favourite with 
lentific men 








eminent médical at 
a weeful information on 
mmerous ailments, issued with every 
tit, or sent free by post on applica 
tion to 


CONDY’S FLUID WORKS, 


64, TU RNMILL STREET, E.C. 
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A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY AGREEABLE TO TAKE. 


TAMAR 


INDIEN 


FOR 
CONSTIPATION, 
Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss | 


of Appétite, Gastric and 
i Seo pses, 


GRILLON. 


EB. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, Be. 


6a. A BOX. 
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WHOSE TASK IS LIGHTENED BY “SUNLIGHT SOAP,” 

T is possible for a woman with increasing years to contin 
to do laundry work. Thousands who would have been lal 
aside under the old system of washing, have proved whi 
SUNLIGHT SOAP can do in reducing labour. The cleansi 
properties of SUNLIGHT SOAP save years of arduous tol 
Reader, prove SUNLIGHT SOAP for yourself; by givin 
the best article a trial, you will _ do yourself a real servicé 

RII A Saag, 0b ce gated of tgh yee, Bt yee Oo, yee eae een 


to be disappointed. See that you get what you ask for, and that the word 
‘*Sunlight” is stamped upon every tablet, and printed upon every wrapper. 
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Priated William Styart Smith of Nu » Lofaine Bead, Nqlleway, in the Parish of St. bow’ ff Islington, ia the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Mesars. Bradbury, som, & Co., ia, 
bard Street, in the Precinct of WhiteTriars, in tit City of Loudon, and Published by him at No. 55, Fiect Street, in the Parish of St. Bride, City of London.—Satvapar, July 25, eel. 








—BBFHE VOLUME of “PUNCH” ix the Library Series, containing the Nos. for 
1889—90, with the Notes and Introductions, will be issued Next Week in a strong 

| Jalf-Leather Binding, Price 21s. The Preceding Volumes in this style can also be had 
pavately. Complete Sets, 1841 fo Fe a £26. (PUNCH OFFICE, 8, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, 
LONDON. 


BCADBURY ~ COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST. 
at the General Post Office as a Newspaper. | 
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CORNHILL MAGAZINE 


T for AUGUST, containing * ‘The New Rector,” 


by the Author of the “ House of the Wolf,” Chaps 
6 to 9—“Seme Pagan Epitaghe” ~~“ Pair of 
ian” “ High Life’ Sperrows ”—* 
Weather” ~The White Company,” by A. Conan 
Doyle, Author of “ Micah Clarke,” Chaps. 21 to 2. 
Price Sixpence 
Loudon Surra, E 


Pavers 


cen, & Co 5, Waterloo Place 


DE 
BOOK 


Ss. 
Unrren Krvenow—# Maps, &e., 6s and ide 6d 
Brecavo ano Wacne—4) Mapes and Plans, 4+ 
Seorisn—Beotiand, ts. 6d. and le Eeavargh, le 


and 64 Trossachs, ls. and @&. @ »w and 
Land of Burns, is. and 6¢. Land of Scott, ob 
Orkney and Shetland, |+ and 6d 


@wirzcacaeo—lo Coloured Maps and Plans, le 
Raixe Paovixces—i0 Coloured Maps and Plans, 


be. 64 = 
6, Levell’s Ovurt, Pate Rew, E.C., 


And all Hovksellers 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY, 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Fund, 7} Millions Stg. 


FOR PROTECTION 
INIWLSIANI P 





EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 63 King William Street, E.C. 
3 Pall Mall East, 8.W. 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
Branches & A jencies in India & the Colonies. 


Te AUSTRALIAN MERCANTILE 
LOAN AND GUARANTEE 


COMPAKY (Limrren). 
Capital, £500,000. 
London Offices— 

110, CANNON STREET, E.C. 
Australian Ofices—STDNEY, BRISBANE, NEW- 
CASTLE, MELBOURNE, STOCETOM, ADELAIDE. 
LONDON BOARD. 

H. Unies Browre. 
J. F. Vesey Firzornavp, 
Joux Howanp, Esq., A.M.In: “CE. 
an eh | make ADVANCES upon all 


jons of MERCHANDISE 
feral e to their branches in Australasia. 
also act as agents for the investment of 


capital in Laney 2 upon nd for 
City Corporation Debentures, ame 
don their coupons, interest, aol divillends free 

of exchange. 

In shipping, they are agents for sailing 
vessels from foai 1 and the East, and are also 
indent agents and consignees for Colonial 
produce and English manufactures. 

DEPOSITS RECEIVED. 
And Interest Allowed. 
6 months, 5 per cent. 


6 





Deposits also received at 7 and 14 days’ 
notice of withdrawal at 3, and 4 per cent. 
respectively. 

Drafts and Letters of Credit granted on all 
the Company’s branches. 

Every facility afforded to persons connected 
with the Colonies, and their agencies under- 


taken. 
Reports, Balance-Sheets, and further par- 
ticulars will be supplied upon 
By order of the Board of 
H. MALCOLM, Manager. 


OSE 


Punety Veorrasys, Per- 
feuy Harm- 
less, Will re- 
duce 2 two 5 Ib. 









np 108 pe 











FIRST—AND—FOREMOST. 


BROWN & POLSON'S CORN FLOUR. 


NOTE. - 
BROWN 2? POLSON in 1856; 


produced and designated CORN 


FLOUR by 
not till some time afterwards 


was any other Corn Flour anywhere heard of, and none has 


now an equal claim to 


the public confidence. 











cmt BROTHERS. 


2) 






SCHOOL | 
OUTFITS. 


Messrs. SAMUEL) 
BROTHERS have ready | 
for immed. 


use avery | 
of 

nos’ and YOUTHS’ 
CLOTHING. They 
will also be pleased to 
send, upon « jeation, 
Parrenss of Mareniacs 
for the wear of Gentle- 
men, Boys, or Ladies, 
together with their 
new I.iosrnareo Cats 
Loovr, containing apes 
0 Engravings 
fucnishes details of the 
various departments, 
with Price Lists, &. 


BLIS8’S Chi a 
ton Riding | 
Tweeds, Cheviots, | 

Serges, &c. | 
A rey 


of the i 

this eminent firm is | 
- ° always kept in stock. | 

SAMUEL BROTHERS, 

Merchant Tailors, OutSitters, &c.,65 & 67, Levoare 

Hut, LONDON, ys Workshops: Pilgrim 8t., 
Ladgate and #6, Gray's Inn Road. 


HAVE YOU A BABY? 


“"HORLICK’S | 
MALTED MILK. | 


A PERFECT FOOD IN ITSELF. 
89, SNOW HILL, LONDON, E.C. 


BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 
BRINSMEAD 


PIANOS. 
JOHN BRINSMEAD & BONS, 
Pianoforte Makers to H.R.H. the Princess of W ales, 
i, W more Street, Lists Free 
tablished over half a cent ury. 


MADE WITH BOILING WATER. 


es’ S 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTINC. 


COCOA 


MADE WITH BOILING MILK. 


re 


~ 
= 














MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


‘SPOONS & FORKS 





LADIES, WRITE AT ONCE TO 


HENRY PEASE & CO.’S SUCCESSORS, 
THE MILLS, 


DARLINGTON, 


POR PATTERNS OF THEIZ NEW 


Dress Fasrics. 


SENT POST FREE ON APPROVAL 
TO ANY ADDRESS 


Any Length Cut at Mill Prices. 


ALL THE LATEST AND MOST FASHIONABLE 
DBSIGNS 
Any article not approved exchan within Seven 
Days. All Goods are warrant te be ual to 
Sample. Carriage Paid on all Orders to any Kailway 
Station in Great Britain, and to Destin, Kelfast, 
Limerick, Cork, and Wa’ 
Lonion Sale Room— 
244, REGENT STREET. 
(Over JEFF'S, the Furriers.) 


NUDA VERITAS HAIR RESTORER. 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH? 
Nuda Veritas—Naked Truth. 


For 25 years it has 


never failed to raj 
restore grey or taded 
hair, either a youth 


or age 
It envests failing, 
causes luxuriant 








application. 
=. HOVENDEN & SONS, 
; and 91-95, City Road, EC. 


w .— Agee: 
31-33, Berners 5t., 





“LIEBIG 
COMPANY'S 











Signature 
(as above) in Blue 
Ink across the Label 
Jar of the 
Genuine Extract. 


on each 














STREETER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIES, 


DIAMONDS, white, and modern cut, 





RUBIES of the pigeon’s blood colour, 





SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 





PEARLS of the finest lustre, 


RRARE and CURIOUS GEMS, and — 





DIAMONDS of all 


STREETER & COMP., Gem 


colours. 


Experts, Bond St., London 


DROITWICH, —Ciose to brine 


NORBURY HOUSE 


Home in 
Lawn Tennis. 






Comfortabie 
Good Table = th Cham 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOT 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMIcy 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE Kiyg 


(GRAND HOTE 


LONDON, Eng, 


—o— 












































FINEST SITUATION 
EVERY LUXURY us 
COMFORT 
MOST RECHERCH 
CUISINE. 
(el VERY MODERT 
Lay en TARIFF, 
eeeics 


“WHITEHALL COURT 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING Tt 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITENALL 





































8.W. 

These excellent Suites are fitted with every 
convenience, ¢ Hot nd Cold Water, 5 
Light and pelle; Visitors’ and Servants | 
operation night and day, and occupy th 
~~ in London, affordi extensive 1 
ihe River (with the Surrey Hills in the 
and the Embankment Gardens. They are 
conveniently and gen situate with 
the eee ge Clubs, Theatres, &c. Ther 
all finished to suit the wishes of incoming 1 
and the Rents include all Rates, Taxa, 
Supply, monet and heating of the Co 
Staircases, and the services of all the Port 
Suites may be viewed at any time on applica 
the Superintendent, > J 
Office on the premises; 
Estate Agents, 1, Coe cheaper St. 

Ho w. 
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CELEBRATED 


BUTTER Stl SCOT 
Coiling" 


ne 


‘ONE PIECE’ St 


ano CUFF BUTTONS. 
Unbreskabte cavemee Unbre 










































15 and 
28-carat 
Goid. 


Skilfully formed from single plate of gold 
Eleyance and absolute uniformity of curve. 
Slipped into button hole with perfect eae 
THEY NEVER BRE Saat Lut 
Ir igen ~* FROM ANY CA 
NEW ONES GIVEN re iF: xCHAMa 
To be had of all Goldsmiths and Zeve 
AXD WHOLESALE ONLY 
SAUNDERS & SHEPHERD LONDO 
Sole Licensees a onsignees 
CAUTION,—Merchandise Marks Act. 18 
Trade are OStmage pees elirl er 
& this stud—clumsy—in pieces tog 


but shaped to deceive, and sold as the 












BestgSarest DentiFRic 
SOLD BY ALL C) 

AND PERFUMERS,IN 
ELECANT CRYST. 
TOILET CASHES 

price 2/ 2/6, 

ALSO IM PATEN 


OST2a 
WETALLUC 280) 


Sa 
price] iit: 2ST FREE 1/- 
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THE PRINCE. 


A Letter from Nicolo Puneio Machiavelli to the Most Illustrious Vittorio 


Emanuele, Son of Umberto, King of Italy.) 
I 


THERE never was, nor is at this day, any man in the world who is 
not either a Prince or not a Prince. Seeing, therefore, that your 
Highness appertains of right to the class of them that are Princes, 
and being ambitious to present to your Highness that which should 
have the chiefest value im your eyes, I could not (though pondering 
much) deem anything more precious than the knowledge of men an 
of governments which I have learned through a - of half a 
hundred years. Forasmuch as your Highness hath travelled 
over stormy seas to the island of the British folk, I do presume 
to present to your Highness, 
as being one that. seeketh 
wisdom, the ripe fruit of my 
knowledge, in order that your 
Highness may suck thereout 
such advantage as those who 

| love your land chiefly desire 
both for yourself and for them 
to whese government you shall 
in the future be called. 


Il.—How a Prince is to gain 
Reputation. 


To begin, then, I say it 

would be advantageous to be l 
| accounted both liberal and of / 

a like nature unto other men Mp 
that are not Princes. For Vy 
_ although the majority of man- Vs 
| kind be penurious aud apt to 
| hoard their money, and 
| although in their assembly 
| the British make a show of 
| niggardliness, imputing it to 
themselves for a virtue, never- 
theless, if they discern in a 
| Prince such inclinations as 
| they praise in themselves, no 
nation was ever quicker to 
| blame or decry. For each 
holds in private that while he 
himself is generous, the rest 
are mean and covetous. 
Therefore, I counsel you let 
your conduct in the bestowal 
both of snuff-boxes, which no 
man at this day uses, and of 
searf-pins, which are a delight 
to many, so ord at 
men may think of you as one 
that with a true generosity 
performs such acts as each of 
them, were he a Prince, would 

Likewise if there be those who 
| loyal welcome, it is not well to flout them publicly by showing signs 
| of sleep; since it is the fashion of meth 2 A ye and Mayors to hold 
themselves to be of high importance, and a wise flattery of this self- 
deception well becomes you. And in replying, let your speech be 
both short and homely. The present German Emperor came lately 
ee this people, and, having spoken aloud of the kindness of his 

ran 


rform as well. 


be grandmammas, or have themselves possesse 
were moved to him so that he was accounted one of themselves from 
that time forth. 


and truthful, I suppose everybody understands. Nevertheless, 
experience has shown in our times that 
pinned themselves up to that excess of truth-speaking 
alone secured the love of their subjects, but have been 
patterns of a royal wisdom and virtue. For in the assemblages of 
the great that shall be ered in your honour, and in the banquets 
and wherewith it is customary to overwhelm a Prince, 
there must often be those oxpounding fim, and holding converse 
with him, whose absenee would cause i joy rather than sorrow, 
. ; his feelings, and, though he 
with tedious ceremony, to = a cheerful countenance 
and a pleasant tongue, as of one to w S100 
the proudest and happiest moments. There is a Prince at this time 
in being (but his name I shall conceal), who can often have nothing 
in his mind but sorrow and depression, so many are 


have not 











VOL. CT. 


held up as | 





dmamma, at once the hearts of all of them that are or hope to | In be d D 
d a grandmamma, | admired by competent critics. A beautiful little volume of verse, 


those Princes who have not | 


| 


Yet it is well at | 


be | 


| 


his labours and | Explorer ” this week. 


F 


dency to substitute for 


so great is the number of the foundation-stones he lays; and yet, 
had he revealed either the one or the other by speech or gesture, 
they had robbed him before this of his power and reputation. 


I1l.—Of the Wearing of Uniforms, 


A Prince should have many uniforms, and wear them with much 
show and glitter. For it is expected of Princes that before they be 
weaned they should be Colonels, and should rank as Field-Marshals 
at a time when other lads still trail themselves to school. It is not 
indeed related of Cesar that he drilled a regiment at the age of six, 
nor of Hanwrpat that being yet a boy he did aught but take an oath. 
Yet now the custom of the world is otherwise, and a Prince who 
should never shine in the array of a soldier might justly be held 
odious and contemptible. That very German Emperor of whom | 
have spoken, won the applause of the multitude by cuirass and 
helmet, and having donned a 
British Admiral’s uniform, 
was held of pont my 
amongst a e apt for the 

e of the ey This honour 
in truth falls not to all; but 
others, and yourself among 
the number, may be made 
Post Captains, and wear a 
naval dress both with comfort 
and approbation. 

IV.—Of Italy. 

Here in the land to which 

you have come you shall find 
men lovers of Italy. For 
there is not one of those that 
watched her long and grievous 
struggles, that did not welcome 
with a heartfelt joy her de- 
liverance, both from foreign 
yoke and from native tyrants. 
ere too they know that the 
example of your illustrious 
family, the wisdom and mode- 
ration of your father not less 
than the unquenchable valour 
and bodily strength of your 
er, his contempt of 

r, his devotion to duty, 
shone forth as a star before 
the eyes of all Italians, even 
in their darkest hours. Who 
is there that hath not the 
liveliest hope that all pros- 


perity may be confirmed to 
that beloved country, that she 
may advance from greatness 


to greatness, that her kings 
a | be just, her people free 
contented. t your 
illustrious family, then, still 
and confidence, that under 


D address itself to the work with ome 
wish to read unto you addresses of | them Italy may stand forth an example to the nations of the world. 








QUEER QUERIES.—Qvoration Wantep.—Can anybody inform 
me where this exquisite line oceurs— 

“ Heredity, thou mother of our race!” 

I fancy it must be by Lord Tennysoy, but I cannot find it either in 

Memoriam or the Idylls of the King. The line has been much 


recently published, is The Fall of Cetewayo. Possibly the line may 
be in that book.—P.S.—Is not £76 10s. 6d. too high a price to charge 


Again, how honourable it is for a Prince to be outspoken, candid, | for bringing out an Epic Poem of 8000 lines, even if, as is asserted, 


there have been ‘‘ no sales” ?—LAUREATE PRESUMPTIVE. 








MrreprrnomantA.—Miss Hannan Lyycn (Author of George 
Meredith—a Study) is almost incoherently angry with ‘‘ the inexeus- 
able and comical consistency of stupidity ’ manifested by all those who 
are not, in Fr fullest ~ “*) oe es nro ay Dine is, 
however, so dogmatic and disdainful, that one suspects her of a ten- 

the judicial verdict of the critical - t- 
punishment of “‘ Lynch-law ‘” 


t, the arbitrary and excessive 
Wissecn Wrxe.—Liberal Supply. The Brawn of 1891 acknow- 





life offers a succession of | ledged to be quite beyond competition. 





“Ory to Masnertaxn.” — Nothing from “Graxpotrn the 
He’s gone to the Diggings. 
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Rus. Big. That not on} 
RIDING THE PIG. shall the “ Marseillaise * 


Hearty said he did not deny that after five years of liberal education the present Chief Secretary had greatly be tolerated when played 
In reply to Mr. BaLrovr’s inquiry, whether he could count upon Mr. Heaty’s support in a Local by the French, but also be 

t Bill for Ireland, Mr. Heary replied, “ Certainly !”’] verformed _b pF Our own 
ands. (With a burst of 

rage.) Oh, Caviare droski ! 

Sub. (on his knees). | 

would also add an oath, 0 

Supreme Protector-of-the- 

: | Sptrit-of-my-dead-Grand- 

Sy if . mother, had you not 


UAW, : _ a |forbidden that extreme 


J 
Y 
ut 
/ A 


/ Mh ie | expression of opinion. 


ty 


A 
}, y : : , us. Big. You recall me 
Ws y ; ; - | to myself, O Son-of-PrEtEr- 

Py Wh Lp l/ 4 : | son-of-PETER-son-of- 
| Perer-son-of-Tommy. | 
|was wrong. But it makes 
| my blood boil to think that 
| our Master and his ances- 
|tors who scorned Louis 
|Purtrprpe and Napo- 
LEON III. should recognise 

a Republic ! 

Sub. (aside). Say you so 
—this to the Czar—thou 
Nihilist! (Aloud.) My 
Lord-the-comforter-of-the- 
s pirit-of-my-first-cousin- 

| once - removed- on-my-mo- 
ther’s-side, is indeed right! 

| It is a painful sight! 

| Rus. Big. (aside). Say 
you so—this to the Czar— 
thou Nihilist! (.4/oud.) But 
perhaps we might improve 
matters. Supposing that the 
** Marseillaise”’ were im- 
perfectly performed ? 

Sub. (with note-book), 
Excellent, my Lord! ex- 
cellent! It shall be played 
out of tune on a score of 
regimental bands! Good, 
my Lord! good! 

Rus. Big. And could not 
a translation be furnished 
suggesting ideas foreign to 

| the original ? 

Sub, Again capital, my 

|Lord. I will see that the 
troops have a version that 
| gives the old legend (stolen 
| from us by the English) of 
‘* The Song of Sixpence, or 
ja pocketful of Rye-bread,” 
| as the real translation. 
| Rus. Big. A happy 
thought ! he mo is 
| wholesome. The Mo- 
| narchical principle is advo- 
leated in the approved 
counting out of money and 
consumption of brea and 
Your Pig is a “‘ gintleman,’’—take him aright ; honey by their Majesties, 
Or so those maintain who best know the ’eute nd the right of life an 
creature. death is suggested by the 
If you make him “eat stick” in excess he'll show | Peeking off of the nose of 
Improved? Whillaloo! Fancy Heaty the hot fight. the housemaid while em- 
Politely approving of “ BaLrovr the Brutal” ! The goad and the snout-ring we ’ve tried. This new | Ployed im hanging out the 
How pleasant to picture the Pig at full trot, feature |elothes! And about the 
Without that ‘‘ hard riding” some fancy must suit A lure in advanee—may be worth being tried. | troops—have they been 
——e ft That Piggy can go—and this rider can ride ! | warned that they might 
| some day be expected to 
: give a hated alien an en- 
ENTHUSIASM A LA RUSSE! thusiastic reception ? 


: a 5 Sub. They have, my! 
Scent—.1 Bureau de Police at St. Petersburg. Present, Russian Bigwig and Subordinate. Lord And in anticipation | 


| An! Spur, whip, and bridle are all very well, Too good to be true? That time only can show. 
For a rider’s equipment includes some ‘‘Coercion,” Tis something that Piggy should promise to ‘** go.” 
But Jehu may need an additional spell, 
Whether riding a race or for simple diversion. 
There are reasons for giving a racer his head, 
And some flocks are driven and others are led. 


ows 4 


Russian Bigwig (reading letter). ‘‘ And they are to be received with the greatest possible enthusiasm!” I/|of such an occasion, they | 
ean searcely believe my eyes!~ ‘The Fleet of the French Republic! have been taught for the 
Subordinate (using a Muscovite imprecation). Caviare droski ! last six months how to | 
Rus. Big. (severely). Slave! (Sub. eringes.) Another word, and | will have you knouted to death! It is| cheer in a whisper. 
the wish of our Little Father, the Czar of the Universe. Rus. Big. Good! And 
py both fall on their knees, remore their hats, and sing the National Hymn. | now to a pleasanter duty. 

Sub. (bowing to the ground). And what are the Imperial wishes ? Have you those hundred 
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thousand copies of Punch that were yesterday seized at sd . = z a 
the frontier ? rAd } 8) Thy ’ Lia 

Sub. L have, my Lord! We a at 

Rus. Big. (with fiendish glee). To Siberia with them! Hi 


Come, help me to post them! 1 

Sub. (trembling). But, my Lord, should Punch be 
read by the political prisoners who lie covered with 
chains in the secret mines under the lowest mountain 








| 
in the Czar’s dominions ’ What then? af > 
Rus. Big. (in an awesome whisper). Mark me well! < AWS 
In the present pitiable state of the prisoners, such a feast Ny v4 N 
of nirth-comailiing waggery would kill them—yes, kil/ he ely 
them—with laughter ! f ’ \ iN ‘ 
[ Exeunt stealthily to put this craftily-conceived plot iw gt! iD) 
into guilty execution. } Wa 


A NEW LEADER. 
(‘At present the followers are obliged to be amiable because 
the Leader is amiable. Under the Leader I suggest they would 


be less amiable, and would be at liberty to say stronger things.” 
—Mr. Arkinson, M.P., in the House of Commons.) 


Chorus of Amiable Tories. 


Hear! hear! Mr. A. We are amiable too, 
For we follow our amiable Leader, like you ; 
But wen forced to say, ** Bless you! ”’ we choke with our 
spieen, 
| And we add, sotto voce, ‘‘ You know what I mean.” 
While we sit spick and span as a picture by Friru, 
And contend with our feelings, to please Mr. SMITH. 


| Oh, we pule and we prate, we are nerveless and weak, 
And we swallow, like Pistol, the odorous leek. 

We palter with truth, and we flatter our foes, | 

| And we cringe, and we crawl, and are led by the nose. 
We are fools soft of speech, and without any pith, 

| For we smother our feelings to suit Mr. Surra. 


| Time was when a Member who hated the Celt 

Might detest him aloud and declare what he felt. 

| He might use the crisp words which, if lacking in length, 
Make up for their shortness by meaning and strength. 
But now we all fawn on the Celt and his kith, 






———" _— 
—— — cs — 





While we smother our feelings to suit Mr. Smrrn. 


So, friends, we must choose a new Leader, and then, 
With a Man at our head we shall quit us like men: 

We shall always retort with a sting when we’re stung, 
With the bees in our bonnet, the D’s on our tongue. 
And the words that are honeyed shall fade like a myth, 
When an ATKrvson stands in the shoes of a Smrru. 





GENUS IRRITABILE. 


First Bard. ‘‘Sxex my Sonnets in THe Paciric Werexiy?” 





Second Bard. * Yes.’ First Bard. ‘Like THEM ¢” 
Second Bard. ‘* We.—a—cANpIpDLy¥—I——” 
First Bard. ‘‘On, 1¥ It COMES TO THAT, CANDIDLY I ALWAYS HATED Your 


BEASTLY BALLADES AND RonpEeLs AND Ror in THe Lrecurnxvm— wut I HAD 
THE DECENCY NOT TO 7'ELL You 80!” 








THE OPTIMIST. 


defence—the Army. 


| The enemy flushed with victory, attempted to land, but were | picked batteries from Woolwich, consisting of the Royal Horse Ar- 
met with such a withering fire from the Volunteer Artillery, | tilery, opened fire, but without the smallest effect. On the following 
that they had to abandon the attempt in despair—at least for| morning the main force of the enemy appeared in front of 


TWO VIEWS OF THE NEXT INVASION. 


Tue British Fleet, by a sad mischance, had disappeared. defence—the Army. 
It was then that the Nation had to depend upon its second line of| The enemy, although somewhat de ressed at the losses they had 


THE PESSIMIST. 


The British Fleet, bye carefully calculated plan, had a epee 
It was then that the Nation had to depend upon its second line of 


sustained, attempted to land, and of course were successful. The 


awhile. They retired for the night, and on the following morn- | Margate, the recently fortified port. It was then found how foolish | 


ing were in front of Westgate-on-Sea. It was then found how wise | the Committee of Home Defence had been in their recommendation. 
the Committee of Home Defence had been in their recommendation. | Feeling doubtful of the means the Government would have at their 


Feeling sure that the forces of the Crown would be ample to beat | command to defend an unprotected pty yn had ordered every 


back any hostile attempt to seize a town the centre of one of the best | village on the coast to be surrounded by t \ 
| of charities (St. Michael’s Convalescent Home), the Committee had | of bricks and earthworks. And now, in the hour of need, these 
| deprecated the suggestion of erecting extensive fortifications. | elaborate preparations were valueless. .The troops of the enemy 
Practically Westgate was without walls. But there was a better| poured into Margate almost without opposition. The forts were 


e most intricate networ 


defence than brickwork. The Authorities had not been idle during | silenced in five minutes, and although on the following morning the | 
| the night, having utilised the pause in the war to bri up | Household Brigade came to the rescue, the assistance thus afforded 


up like a sheet of paper, and disappeared in hot retreat. 


absolutely free from invasion. 
greatest tactician of the century. 


from the first! ” 





During the following week the entire army of the foe was allowed | feet of her conquerors. ‘ 
to land in England, and were ily exterminated. The contract ‘And are you surprised?” asked a journalist, addressing the 
given out by Government to an advertising undertaker was the means greatest tactician of the century. 
of making that contractor’s fortune. Within ten days England was|" “Surprised!” he echoed-—" why it was what we all expected | 


| two magnificent battalions of Militia—the 7th Rifle Brigade and the | was of no avail. ; 

4th Cheshire Regiment. Thus when the enemy succeeded in effect-| During the succeeding week the entire red of the foe was 
ing a landing, they found themselves confronted by the very flower | allowed to land in England, and were immediately 
of the British Army. In ten minutes the hostile host were crumpled | contract for finding them lodgings in London made somebody’s 


victorious. The 


fortune. Within a week England was grovelling in the dust at the 





from the first! ”’ 





“And are you surprised?” asked a journalist, addressing the = ee 


Be yt echoed. the other. ‘Why it was what we all New Rivpie (wire tar Ory Answer).—Where was Issacs 
ex 


| when the Balance-Sheet went out ? 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. II. 


Scerr—Courtyard of the *‘ Grand Hitel du Lion Beigique et | 
d’ Albion,” at Brussels. It is just after Table white ; Pov- 
nury and CvLcnarD are sitting on a covered terrace, with 
coffee 

Podbury (producing a pipe). 
they ’ll rook us a lot for it, though. 
all troop in with a fresh course, when the proprietor rang 
| Like a ballet at the Empire—eh ? 

Culchard (selecting a cigarette), I’m not in a position to say. 
I don’t affect those places of entertainment myself, 

Podb. Oh! Where do you turn in when you want to kick up 
your heels a bit? Madame Tussaud’s? I say, why on earth didn’t 
you talk to that old bloke next to you at dinner? He was trying all 
he knew to be friendly. 
| Culch. Was he? I davecny. But I rather understood we eame 
| out with the idea of keeping out of 
all that. 

Podb, Of course, I’m not keen 
| about getting to know people. He 
| had no end of a pretty daughter, 
| though. Mean to say you didn’t 


| spot her ? 

Culch. If by ‘* spotting” you 
mean—was I aware of the existence 
of a very exuberant young person, 
with a most distressing American 
| accent? I can only say that she 
| made her presence sufficiently evi- 
dent. I confess she did not interest 
me to the point of speculating upon 
her relationship to anybody else. 

Podb. Well—if you come to that, 
I don't know that I—still, she was 
uncommonly HTappens to glance 
round, and lowers his voice.) Jove! 
she’s in the Reading-room, just be- 
hind us. Hums, with elaborate 
carelessness.) La di deedle-lumpty 

loodle-oodle-loo 

Culch. (who detests humming). By 
the way, I wish you hadn’t been in 
such a hurry to come straight on. I 
particularly wanted to stop at Bruges, 
and see the Memlings. 

Podb. 1 do like that! Fora fellow 
who wants to keep out of people’s 
way! They ’d have wanted you to 
stay to tanh and dinner, most likely. 

Culch. (raising his eyebrows). 
Hardly, my dear fellow — they ’re 
pictures, as it ~ ry 

Podb. (unabashed). Oh, are they ? 
Any way, you've fetched up your 
average here. Weren't there enough 
in the Museum for you ? 

Culch. (pityingly). You surely 
wouldn’t call the collection here 
exactly representative of the best 
period of Flemish Art ? 

Podb. If you ask me, I should call it a simply footling show—but 
you were long enough over it. (CuLcnHarD shudders slightly, and 
presently pats his pockets.) What’s up now? Nothing gone wrong 
with the works, eh ? : 

Culch. (with dignity). No—I was merely feeling for my note- 
book. I had a sudden idea for a sonnet, that’s all. 

Podb. Ah, you shouldn’t have touched those mussels they gave us 
with the sole. Have a nip of this cognac, and you’ll soon be 
all right. 

([CuLcHarD scribbles in lofty abstraction ; Poppury hums ; Mr. Crrvs 
K. Trorrer, and his daughter, Mavp 8. Trorrer, come out by 
the glass door of the Salon de Lecture, and seat themselves at an 
adjoining table. 

Miss Trotter. Well, I guess it’s gayer out here, anyway. That | 
Reading Saloon is just about as lively as a burying lot with all the | 
tombs unlet. 1 want the address of that man who said that Brussels 
was a second Parrus. 

Mr. Trotter. Maybe we ain’t been long enough off the ears to 
jedge yet. Do you feel like putting on your hat and sack, and 
sorter smellin’ round this eapital ? 

_ Miss T. Not any. I expect the old city will have to curb its 

impatience to see me till to-morrow. I’m tired some. 

‘ulch. (to himself). Confound it, how can I1——! (Looks up, and 


Not such a bad dinner! Expect 
Rather fun, seeing the waiters 
i his bell. 


i i | 


“ Wanted to know if you were my Tutor!” 


| observes Miss T. with a sudden attention). That fellow Popsvry has 
| better taste than I gave him credit for. She ts pretty—in her peculiar 


uite pretty! Pity she speaks with that deplorable a¢cent. 
rites—* Vermilion lips that sheathe a parrot tongue,” and 
runs over all the possible rhymes to ** tongue.” 

Podb. (observing that his pencil is idle). Gas cut off again? 
for a toddle. You don’t mean to stick here all the evenin 

Culch. Well, we might take a turn later on, and see t 
St. Gudule in the moonlight. 

Podb. Something like a rollick that! But what do you say to 
dropping in quietly at the Eden for an hour or so, eh? Variety 
show and all that going on. 

Culch. Thanks—variety shows 
don’t mind me if you want to go. 

[Poppury wanders off, leaving CULCHARD Sree to observe 
Miss TROTTER. 

Miss T. Cuaruey writes he’s having a lovely time in Germany 
going round, I guess he isn’t feeling so cheap as he did. I wish 
he’d come along right here. 


tree 


Come 


4 ch ? 
é effect of | 


are not much in my line; but 


Mr. T. I presume he’s put in all 
the time he had for Belgium—likely 
we'll fetch up against him some- 
where before he’s through. 

Miss T. Well, and I don’t care how 
soon we do, either. CHARLEY’s 4 
bright man, and real cultivated. I’m 
always telling him that he’s purr- 
fectly splendid company, considering 
he’s only a cousin. 

Mr. T. That’s so every time. 
I like CHantey Van Boopeten 
first-rate myself. 

Culch. (to himself). Tf Cuantrr 
Van BooDELER was engaged to her, 
I suppose he’d be here. Pshaw! 
What does it matter? Somehow, 
I rather wish now that I’d—but 
perhaps we shall get into conversa- 
tion presently. ang it, here’s that 
fellow Popspury back again! Wish 
to goodness he ’d—— (7o Popsvry. 
Hallo, so you haven't started yet ? 

Podb. Been having a talk with the 
porter. He says there’s a big fair 
over by the Station du Midi, and 
it’s worth seeing. Are you game to 
come along and sample it, eh ? 

Culch. (with an easy fae: ion 
intended for Miss T.’s benefit), No, 
I think not, thanks. I’m very com- 
fortable where I am. 

He resumes his writing. 

Podb. Well, it’s poor fun having 
to go alone! 

(He is just going, when Mr. TROTTER 
rises and comes towards him. 

Mr. T. You'll excuse me, Sir; but 
did I overhear’ you remark: that 
there was a festivity in progress in 
this city ? : 

Podb. So I’m told; a fair, down in 
the new part. I could tell you how 
to get to it, if you thought of going. 

Mr. T. Well, I don’t see how I should ever strike that fair for my- 
self, and I guess if there ’s anything to be seen we ’re bound to:see it, #0 
me and my darter—allow me to introduce my darter to you--MavD, 





Wl 


— 


q 


—_—, 
— 


(He roars. 


this gentleman is Mr.—I don’t think I’ve caught yout name, Sir— | 


ae ?—Mr. Popsury who’s kindly volunteered to conduct’ us 
round, 

Miss T. I should have thought you ’d want to leave the gentleman 
some say in the matter, Father—not to mention me! 

Podb. (eagerly). But won’t you come?’ Do. I shall be awfully 
glad if you will! 

Miss T. lf it makes you so glad as all that, I believe I’flcome. 
Though what you could say different, after Father had cr up 80 
steep on you, J don’t know. I'll just go and fix myself s 

(She goes. 


Mr. T. (to Poppwny). My only darter, Sir, and a real! good girl. 
We come over from the States, crossed a month ago to-day, ard seen 
a heap already. Been runnin’ all over Seotland and England, and 
kind of looked round Ireland and Wales, and now what ot. to 
do is to see as much as we can of Germany and Switzer and 
It’ly, and get some idea of France before we start home this fall. | 

uess we ’re both of us gettin’ pretty considerable homesick dy. 
My darter was sayin’ to me on’y this evening at table dhite, 
‘* Father,” she sez, ‘‘the vurry first thing we'll do when we get 
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has | home is to go and hev a good square meal of creamed oysters and | when she saw me she always frowned. But ah, my shirts, my heir- 
ilies | clams with buckwheat cakes and maple syrup.” Don’t seem as if we | looms! In the name of mercy, spare my shirts!” 
‘a could git along without maple syrup much longer. (Miss Trorrer| But no, once more the appeal was disregarded. The small port- 
and returns.) You never mean going out without your gums 7? | manteau was turned inside out. This the official chalked. 
Miss T. 1 guess it’s not damp here—any—(7Zo Popscrr.) Now) “So this is one of the habits of the English,” cried the foreigner, 
sine youre going to be Mary, and Father and I have got to be the little | bitterly. 
lambs and follow you around. | “*Not only the habits, Monsieur,” observed a bystander, who 
t of | They goout, leaving CULCHARD annoyed with himself and everybody | trembling with apprehension, was waiting his turn; ‘“* but the 
else, and utterly unable to settle down to his sonnet again. | customs. Customs that are out of date with the age. Customs that 
y to Ix AN UPPER CORRIDOR, TWO HOURS LATER. bee or! » — spirit ) +o pone Customs that cost more 
Te 7 : : ‘ | than they yield, and deserve to be cussed!’ 
Y Culeh. (om _ Podbury). So you’ve got rid of your; ‘They do,” cried the foreigner, excitedly, ‘May the Customs 
but Americans a , eb | — ew! 
Podb. I was in no hurry, I can tell you. She’s a ripping; ‘ You must not utter that word.” i ~venue Office 
wee little girl—tremendous fun. What do you think she asked me) jn a tone of peremptory pool ene Bere Olen, 
about you f , , ‘It is British ; why not ?” 
any ,_ feet Rottored. I wasn’t aware she had honoured me; But eo Oe orei a = baffled in his desire to use the 
s by he . ‘ | appropriate imprecation—he ] 
riah Podb. Said you had a sort of schoolmaster look, and wanted to|’ ee 
all knew # yon my a. My ro , [He roars. saey 
: Culch. I hope you—ah—undecei er! o 
ae Podb. Rather! ‘old her it was t’other way round, and I was|_ | ; t MOTH EATEN. 
looking after you. Said you were suffering from melancholia, but | It is a stifling night; I sit I’ve thrown so many things at 
hen were not absolutely dangerous. | With windows open wide ; im, 
~ 4 Culch, If that’s your idea of a joke, all I on oe - | And a fragrance of the rose is nn ome a of > best ; 
’ é chokes with rage. | 2LOWN , ere goes the sofa-cushion ; that 
I» Podb. (innocently). Why, my dear chap, ‘come you wanted| And also the musk outside, Missed him by half a yard. 
’em kept out of your way ! | There ’s plenty of room for the My hot tears rain; my young 
. [CurcnarD slams his bedroom door with temper, leaving | moths out there 8 
bine Popsury outside, still chuckling. In the cool and pleasant gloom; _ To see him dodging thus ; 
*LER lie Ang rv these —_ insectual beasts It bd not right for him to be 
ill swarm into my room. coy—so devious. 
LEY THE WRONG OF SEARCH. w 
ber, (4 Dream of the British Inquisition. ) | / 
L0W, THE paletjuests foreigner, page a -_ suffering ow 9 the | 4 Y Y 2, ; Y| Vi] 6 
-but after-glow of a storm craw up the gangway and was VWKjYJYw Yj f/ | 
rsa- / once more on land. He po in his hand a portmanteau. | rT Wf, Yj Y 
that ‘Have you anything to declare?” asked an official, in a gold- | F/11\\\ Yj ff // 
Vish peaked cap and blue frock coat, gy. Lf” rif 
RY. ‘Only that your seas are terrible,” was the reply. * Vim i 
? The official made no answer, but merely pointed to some planks | _—S — ie 
1 the that had been placed upon trestles. The foreigner glanced at the "et ty, Yy Y/ If 
fair people who were standing in front of these planks, and noticed that ‘ UY ey Y) 
and they were pale with apprehension. yf | 
ie to “Have you anyth ng to declare ?’’ was a second time uttered— hit) 
now by a person less gold-laced. Then the official continued, fyy, 4 
ence ** Here, open it!” 
No, Ina moment the portmanteau was thrown with force on the planks, 
om- and the foreigner protested. 
I understand you now. I have no cigars—I do not smoke. I ees 
ing. have no spirits—I am what you call a teatotaller. I have no lace—I 
ying am a widower.” | 
‘Open it!’? was once more the cry—this time with great = 
TER vehemence. 
; ‘ But [ am innocent of concealing anything! Believe me, there is | 
but nothing to declare! I have some yn Bo tr plates—to open them 
that isruin! I prize my shirts—they are heirlooms -~ if they are roughly 
s in handled I can never wear them again.” And the foreigner wrung 
his hands in his despair. 
din “If you will not open it,’’ replied the official, unmoved by his | 
how eloquent appeal, ‘‘ we shall detain your luggage.” 
ng. _ “But this is barbarous—cruel,” continued the foreigner, answer- | 
my- ing with excitement. ‘I have been to Constantinople with its 
t, 80 mosques, and the Turks have treated me with greater consideration. | As [ sit by my duplex lamp, | Why do they do it? Why—ah! 
uD, I have seen the glories of Rome with its Forum, the splendours of! And write. and write, and write; why ? 
ir | Petersburg with its fortress prison, the treasures of Madrid with its | They come and drown in the blue-| The dews of night aredamp, | 
bus art gallery—and everywhere—everywhere I have been treated with | black ink | But the place to dry one’s welt is | 
greater kindness, greater charity than here! And yet you say this! (Or fry themselves in the light. not 
nan is the land of the brave and the free! ” They pop, and drop, and flop, and| The chimney of a lamp. | 
f - y+ say nothing of the sort,” retorted the official; ‘‘ we say, | op, And — eer ne 
uly open it: | ike e -rine- ls lay ; yest, the blue-black | 
The foreiginée,: hse ‘pillar S06b' GinsQel $6 ses: ‘with bis tomh| sate. apot ay tinn Ty Dnt he lhe | 
me. clenched and his eyes starting from his head, put the key into the my neck Cannot be satisfactory 
p 80 portneniees lock, turned it, and the contents of the box was revealed; Jn a most repulsive way. Regarded as a drink. 
pes. In a moment the officials were upon it—thrusting their inquisitive | There ’s a brown moth on the | They are so very many, and 
rirl. hands here, there, and everywhere. ere was a salad of boots, ceiling. He | J am so very few— 
een waisteoats, collars and brushes. At length they came to the photo-| Makes slow and bumpy rounds; | They are so hard to hit, andso | 
and a ge | were removed in a trice from their receptacle, | Then pees _ sucks the white- mn Ly ow as wait 
t to and held up to the light. wash off— at in the garden 4 will wal 
and “‘Have you no hearts!” cried the foreigner, his face streaming| He must have eaten pounds. _ Until the Geute light, 
> with tears. ‘In a moment you have undone the labour of years!| He’s only waiting for his chanee Until the moths all go by 
dy. That plate—now destroyed for ever—when properly developed would| To take me unaware, (make __ day : : 
ite, have revealed the smiling features of my wife’s mother! It took me And then the brute will drop, and| Where A wish they'd go by | 
night. 





| 8 quarter of a century to catch her with such an expression! For| His death-bed in my hair. 








| 
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Sympathetic Lady Guest, “‘ Don’? BR UNHAPPY ABOUT THE R 
GARDEN WILL BE LOVELIER THAN EVER!” 


Little Mrs. Goldmore Bounderson (who is giving her first Garden Party). 


GUESTS FROM COMING 


SPEECHES TO BE LIVED DOWN-—IF POSSIBLE! 


as Ninety i 
ORR 


ET 
AV Fon : ; 
a wks? 


epee 
~ SNS VAVANS is - 


AIN, DEAR Mrs, BouNDERSON —IT WILL 800N BE OVER, AND YOUR 


‘Yes; put I’M AFRAID IT WILL KEEP MY MOST DESIRABLE 








ON THE BRIDGE! 
** The Vision of Mirzah.") 


A Much Modernised Version a 


Own the second day of the week, commonly called Saint Monday 
which according to the Customs of my Forefathers, I always keep as 
Holiday), after having washed myself, and offered up my Morning 
Devotions at the shrine of Nicotine, I turned over the pages of 
Bradshaw, with a view to passing the rest of the day in some more 
or less Rural Retirement. 

As I was here confusing myself with the multitudinous Com- 
plexities of this recondite Tome, I fell into a profound Contemplation 
of the Vanity of human Holiday-making; and, passing from one 
muzzling page to another, Surely, said I, Man is but a Muddler and 
ife a Maze! 

‘** Right you are !"’ sounded a mysterious voice in my ear. 

The Sound of the voice was exceeding Sweet, and wrought into a 
variety of inflections. It put me in mind of those heavenly Airs 
that are played from the tops of closely-packed wheeled Vehicles, 
from many-keyed Concertinas upon Bank-Holidays. My Heart 
melted away in Secret Raptures. By which signs I—who had read 
my Spectator at the Free Library —knew well that I was in the 
company of a Genius! It is only Genii who drop apon one suddenly 
and unannounced, with a more or less pertinent commentary upon 
one’s Inner Thoughts, in this fashion. felt at once that I was in 
for the true Addisonian Oriental Apologue in all its hybrid incon- 
gruity. 

I drew near with that Reverence which is due to a Superior—if 
nondescript - Nature; and as my Heart was entirely subdued by 
the captivating Voice I had heard, I fell down at his Feet and wept. 
I could hardly have explained why, but ’tis the sort of thing one 
always does in an Eastern Apologue. The Genius smiled upon me 
with a Look of Compassion and Affability that familiarised him 
to my Imagination, at once dispelled all the Fears and A hensions 
with which I approached him, and turned off my Tearfulness “‘ at 
the main,” as Samuel Weller said, concerning the Mulberry One. 





He lifted me from the ground, and, taking me by the hand, 
**Mrnzaun,” said he, ‘I have heard thee in thy Soliloquies ; follow 
me. 

Now, my name is not Mrezan, but Matraew. Yet, after all, it 
did not much matter, and I felt it would be in questionable taste to 
correct a Genius. 

He then led me to the highest Pinnacle of a Kock, and, placing 
me on the Top of it, ‘‘Cast thy Eyes yonder,” said he, ‘and 
tell me what thou seest.””’ ‘‘I see,” said I, ‘‘a huge Valley, and a 
prodigious Roadway runving through it.” ‘The Valley that thou 
seest,”’ said he, ‘‘ is the Vale of Travel, and the Roadway that thou 
beholdest is part of the great Railway System.” ‘‘ What is the 
Reason,”’ eaid 1, ‘‘ that the Roadway I see rises out of a thick Mist 
at one End, and again loses itself in a thick Mist at the other?” 
‘*Monopoly and Muddle freely engender Mists,’”’ responded the 
Genius. Examine now,” said he, ‘the Roadway that is bounded 
with Darkness at both ends, and tell me what thou discoverest in 
it.” ‘‘I see a Bridge,” said I, ‘standing in the midst of the 
Roadway.” ‘‘ Consider it attentively,” said he. 

Upon a more leisurely Survey of it—a Survey which, meseemed, it 
would have been well had Others made with similar Attentiveness 
I found that the Arch thereof looked shaky and insecure ; moreover, 
that a Great and Irregular-shaped Cleft or Crack ran, after the 
fashion of a Lightning-flash in a Painted Sea-scape, athwart the 
structure thereof from Keystone toCoping. As I was regarding this 
unpleasing Portent, the Genius told me that this Bridge was at first 
of sound and scientific construction, but that the flight of Years, 
Wear and Tear, vehement Molecular Vibration, and, above all, 
Negligent Supervision, had resulted in its present Ruinous Condition. 

** But tell me further,” said he, ‘‘ what thou discoverest on it.” 

**T see,” said I, “if my eyes and the dark Mists and Shadows 
deceive me not, a Figure couched upon the Parapet of the centre 
Arch thereof.” As I looked more attentively, I saw that this figure 
was of a Spectral appearance, and Bony withal ; albeit, its contours 
were to some extent hidden by its clinging cerement-like garments, 
and the equally clinging and charnel-like shades surrounding it. 





| 











aor re a 


OW 


to 


er, 
he 
he 
his 


rst 
rs, 
ill, 


ws 
tre 
ure 
urs 
its, 

















NO 


LHL 


i, 
> 
u 


iMod Tda 














INDd 


uO H 


aHJ 


NOAUNO’] 


INVAINVHO 


ly- 



































——— 


Aveust 1, 1891.} 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 








5 








Only an Attent, and, as it were, compla- 
cently Anticipative Visage, of an osseous and 
ogreish Aspect, gleamed lividly forth there- 
from, as the as appeared to Look and 
Listen through the Mist at one end of the 
Bridge for the welcome Sight of Disaster, the 
much desired Sound of Doom. A shrill 
and sibilant Metallic Shriek seemed to cleave 
the Shadows into which the Spectre gazed ; 
a Violent Vibratory Pulsation, as of thuddi 
iron flails threshing upon a resonant stee 
floor, seemed to beat the Roadway, shake the 
Bridge, and as it appeared to me to widen 
the levin-like Cleft or Crack which disfigured 
the Arch thereof. 

Then did I quake inwardly and breathe 
short. ‘* What, O Genius,” I cried, “‘ signi- 
fieth the Spectre, who thus sitteth On the 
Bridge, what forebodeth the Aspect of eager 
Anticipation, and for what doth he sogloatingly 
and expectantly Wait ?” 

“ia ~~ the Genius, gravely, 
ig a Jeath waiting for Inevitable 
Accident !”’ 

I gazed with inexpressible melancholy upon 
the pe Scene. Atlength said I, ‘Show 
me now, | beseech thee, the Secrets that lie 
hid under those dark Mists which cover the 
regions to the right which you suggest are 
the realms of Monopol and Muddle.” The 

Genius making me no Answer, I turned about 
to address myself to him a Second time, but 
I found that he had left me. I then turned 
again to the Vision, but instead of the 
toadway, the arched Bridge and the Attent 
Anatomy, I saw nothing but my own parlour, 
and my wife Mary picking upthe Bradshaw’s 
a which had fallen from my sleep-relaxed 
land. 


On that pestioins Saint Monda 
not as I hac i 


intended, a Railway 


I took, 
xcursion 


to Rural Parts, but, telling Mary—to her | 


manifest concern—that I Altered m 

Mind as regarded our Holiday, I betoo 

myself to the ‘‘ Blue Boar” at the corner, 
and passed the day in Safety—and Solitary 
Smoking! N i 
something in the papers which me to 
believe that Railwaydom Aroused meant ex- 
orcising and evicting that Sinister Spectre, 
regardless of Cost ;” and I shall look for- 
ward to my next Holiday Outing with a mind 
Relieved and Reassured. 


BLACKFRIARS TO SLOANE SQUARE. 


Tue man who got in at Blackfriars 
Was smoking the foulest of briars, 

But it went out all right— 

Could I give him a light ?— 
Hadn’t got one—well, all men are liars. 


,» I’ve frequently 
noticed the 
Temple 

Is a place there 
are not enough 
eb to; 

And that’s why 
I’ve made 
This verse 
somewhat 


And rather dis- 





* = regarded the 
‘ ~ metre. 
How do you pronounce Charing Cross ? 


It’s a point where I’m quite at a loss. 
Some people, of course 
Would rhyme it with '* horse,” 

But I always rhyme it with “ hoss.” 


A woman at Westminster Bridge 
Had got just a speck on the ri 


Of her Romanesque nose. 
** It’s a black, I suppose,” 
She observed., Then it flew —’twas a 
midge. 


One man from the Park of St. James, 
Had really the loftiest aims ; 

In the hat-rack he sat, 

Used my hair as a mat, 
And when I demurred called me names. 


I bought from the stall at Victoria 
A horrible sixpenny story, a 

Book of a kind 

It pained me to find 
For sale at our English emporia. 


I found when I got to Sloane Square 
That my ticket was gone ; my despair 
Was awful to see, 
Till at last to my glee 
I looked in my hat—it was there ! 








*ILL-LUMINANTS ! 


Electric Light on the summit of Snowdon.” 
Daily Paper.) 


Krn’s combined Galvano-Electric and Pneu- 
matic Despatch Line, from Llanberis. Goes 
nearly to top. What a blessing! Saved all 
the bother of the mount. Go in tennis-shoes, 
as I’m told there’s next to no climbing to be 


— Hullo! what’s this? Find myself 
suddenly shot into a mountain tarn. A 
Yankee would call it **tarnation cold.” Get 
out dripping. Guard of train explains that 
‘* battery must be rather too strong this 
poring. Train put on line again. Up we 
go! Shivery. If 1’d known this sort of 
thing went on, I’d have brought towels. 





Next morning, however, I read 
ini 


bleak and ex 
tisements. 
| coming on. 


Fog 


Jay not quite so glorious. 
But 


Or is it ** Scotch mist ?”’ 


what has a Scotch mist to do in Wales? Ask | 


| engine-driver’s opinion. He has none. ‘‘ Then 
| which is the way up?” Doesn’t know. ‘His 
way isdown.” Must speak to Sir E. W. about 
| engine-driver. 
| Ascent continued. Leads down-hill. Curious. 
| Sound of dashing waterfall close by. Must 
lsee it. Turn round a corner. No waterfall 
lat all, only the Electric-Light-generating 
station! Noise I heard was the ‘‘ machinery 
in motion.” . Query—does an iron shed wit 
chimney pouring out factory smoke, add to 

charms of wild nay P 

More surprises! Find an ‘ Automatic 
Delivery” pillar! Curious sight on a moun- 
tain. Put a penny in, and you get a small 
book—Guide to Snowdonia, Thanks! But 
what I want is a guide to top. Fog worse 
than ever. Believe I’ve missed my way. 

Five hours later.—l had. Shoes utterly 
worn out. Awfully tired. Hit on top by 
mere accident. Resting in new hotel. Scrump- 
tious, but dear. Don’t care! Electric Light. 
What system? Waiter says ‘‘ Brush.” 
Must be ’air-brush up here, I fancy! Any- 
how no good in a fog. Shall suggest fog- 
horn to Sir E. Watxry for thick weather. 
| Also guides waiting at Crag Terminus. 
| Bottle of beer. Divine! View? None, and 
|don’t want any. More beer. Electric Light 
| better than I thought. Electricity is life. 
| Electricity is also beer. More beer, please ! 
| Waiter asks ‘if I sleep at top?” Beds 
|only two guineas a night. Of course 1 do! 
-™ Then shall he wake me for sunrise ?”’ He’¢ 
| better not. Goo’ night! 
| Snowdn—great sksess. 





(“Sir E. Watxin is about to introduce the 


Just started up Snowdon by Sir FE. War- | 


one. i 
Splendid day for view. Comfortable car- | 


At Terminus, three-quarters way up, in a| 
~y crag, plastered with adver- | 


Sowdn — mean | 


HER VIOLETS! 


Sue gave them to me when the dance was 








— 


girlish  vic- 
| tory. 
| She gave them to 
bold effront- =) 
ery that dares | 
| To face the aged | 
~ g 
~ 
alcoves on the | | 


done, ‘ 
Her eyes all lighted with the ecstasy 
| me as we 
ones, who've 
stairs. \ 
| 


| Of triumph in the crushing contest won, 
mounted up, 
come to sup, 
| 


| Of all the joyo 
“Th 
With all the 
And sidles off to 
i 


| 
| She gave them to 
me, but some 
sprays, I 
ray, h 
All dying then, 
as Rsest 
life’s 
were laid 
To rest within that burning breast of snow ; 


And there the last great debt of all were | 


paid. 

She gave them to me, and my heart did beat, 
As o’er my hope a greater promise came, 

And up the narrow way with steps so fleet 
She went, though rd 

name, 


She gave them to me, and I yow’'d that they 
Should lie upon my heart till years had fled, 

Till, passing through life’s narrow, thorny way, 
They ’d 


were dead 


rest with me when life’s own leaves | 


remember’d not her | 


And thus I spoke, and then we wrote the deed, | 


Alas! alas! how memory runs to seed ! 
I left her Violets in a beastly cab ! 





ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


With fervid seal upon the heart’s own slab— | 


Waren Suprry.—Yes, we have read about | 


the quantities of poisoned fish floating in the 


river somewhere near the ‘‘intake”’ of the | 


Water Companies, and agree with you that 
under such circumstances the pretence of 


supplying a drinkable fluid is somewhat of a | 


‘‘take-in.” But surely it is hardly necessary 
to adopt the extreme +4 you contemplate, 
of stationing an expert ‘Thames fisherman at 
the side of your cistern night and day, in 
| order to catch any fish that may come through 
the pipes. The Companies’ filtering system 
|may not be worth much, but it ou ht to be 
lable to keep out something under the size of 


'a whale, 
Hotmay Travettiyc.— You say that 
lrecent disclosures about Railway Bridges | 


|have made you nervous. The plan of per- | 


|sonally inspecting every bridge your train 
| will pass over on your way to Seotland is 
‘an excellent one, i 
| Possibly also, a Railway 
‘agree to put a specially light engine to zoe 
|train. As you say you are going to take a 
| couple of tourist tickets, third class, it would 
|probably pay him well to make any little 
alteration of that kind. 


ou have time for it. | 
Manager might | 


Impecuniosiry.— We cannot help you. | 


Reading the Riot Act and then assaultin 
them with a poker is not the best way of 
getting the Bailiffs out of a house. Try 
gentle persuasion. 


might mention the fact to them, and see 
what they say. 


If you have recently had | 
1)acase of black typhus in the house, you | 


| 
| 


J 
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THE RULE OF THREE. | 


A PossinLe SCENE OF THE | 
FUTURE. ) 
Pian or Action. — Somewhere 
concemently situated for all 
parties. The King, the Kaiser, 
and the Emperor, discovered 
discussing the Treaty that has 
now been in force for some 
years. 

Kaiser (with assumed cheer- 
fulness). Well, my dear 
jrothers, it is really time you 
should do something. It is not 
on my own account that I am 
anxious, but on yours—purely 
on yours. 

King (dryly). Certainly ! 

Emperor (with a smile). No 
doubt! Pray proceed. 

Kaiser (addressing Italy). 
Well, my dear friend, as I am 
afraid we are on the eve of a 
contest with France, I must beg 
of you to place three Army 
Corps upon your Alpine 
frontiers. 

King (with assumed surprise). 
Why should I dothis? It will 
be most inconvenient ! 

Kaiser. Why, to carry out 
the provisions of the Treaty. 

Emperor (interposing). Your 
pardon, that stipulation was 
suppressed at King Htumprrt’s 


= 
raiser (annoyed). Oh, was 
it! Then, my friend, perhaps 
you will be so good (as my re- 
ations with the Czar are 
strained almost to breaking), 
as to station troops on the 
tussian frontier beyond Cracow. 
Emperor (with improvised | 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 


eo 


NEM Us 


BR WS 





astonishment). Why should I 
do this? It will be most in- 
convenient. 
| Kaiser. Why, to carry out 
| the provisions of the Treaty. 
| King (interposing). Your par- 
|don; that stipulation was sup- 
| pressed at the request of the 
| Emperor of AusrRia. 
| Kaiser, Oh, was it? (Losing 
his temper.) Then I consider 
|the whole affair as gross a 
— as——- . 
} imperor (interrupting). Nay 
Sire, remember vone bith an 
position! It isa ing an- 
noyance, but it should not move 
pee Remember, you are a Ho- 
|henzollern! Let me offer you 
| a cigarette. 

Kaiser (calming down). Well, 
pesmege I had better be quiet. 
| It is more dignified. 

| King (helping himself to the 
Emperor's cigarette-case), Let 
me join you. 

aiser. But I say, what use 

| is the Treaty to either of us ? 


it is of service to 


perl 
(Lights it, and offers 


us all, 
it to his two partners). 
serve as a spill for our cigar- 
ettes | 
Treaty ending in smoke. 


Well done, Dear! 

| We ’veE levelled farms, we've 

planted trees, 

| And many mighty men of 
means 

Have shot at deer, and, if you 





my mel py a smile), Pro- | 
treated, 








It will | 


[Scene closes in upon the | 


THE LAST ENIGHT OF THE SEASON. 
Sir Aveustus Druriotanus Covent-Garprenius Harris, C.C.C, 


ease, 
| A Dear has shot and won the 
Queen’s ! 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


_ House of Commons, Monday, July 20.—‘* Man and boy I’ve sat 
in this House for seven years,” said WHiTTaKER ELLis, as he reposed 
behind Ministers diffusing a sense of aldermanic a> yoermer A over 


an appreciable area of space ; “* never have I seen Iris 
ORD LIEUTENANT has his salary voted with- 
out a word of comment, and Curer SECRETARY will, 


through in this style. 


believe, get 


his in a couple of hours. Have known the time when it wasn’t done 


in a couple of nights.” 


Strange indeed the scene ; not thirty Members present whilst the | 


Aldermanic Respectability. 





Woluminous Wezs goes all 
the way back to the Tippe- 
rary riots in search of text 
for dreary observations ; 
then fearsome speeches by 
Fiyxy and P. J. Power. 
Some fillip to proceedings 
when JorDAN rolls in. 
JorpDaAN is Member of 
Parliament for Clare, as he 
once or twice incidentally 
remarked, Evidently mue 
imp by distinction. 
House laughs at reiterated 
claim. The billows of Jor- 
dan rise; had no personal | 
objection to Prince AnTHUR, 
he said, but ‘‘ as Member of | 
Parliament for Clare” had | 
to complain of him in his 
- official capacity. What had 
he done? ‘He has given| 
Clare such a resident Ma-| 
gistrate as Crcit Rocue, | 
a low tyrannical man, who 





Estimates got | 


| Ministerialists, the apy 


Clare.” 


| ordered a low policeman to seize me—me, Member of Parliament for 


Jonpan glared round on laughing House ; uite incomprehensible 


what they should be guffawing at. 
introduced Father GriikaN on the scene, 

‘* What had happened to Father Gi1- 
LIKAN ?”’ JonpAN roared, fixing a blood- 
shot eye on ASHMEAD-BAkTLETT, who 
had just dropped in on Treasury Bench. 
‘* Why, Father Gitirkan had been sent 
to prison for a speech delivered in the 
middle of the River Shannon.” 

House shouted with laughter ; pogen 

ain when JonpaN explained that Fa 
Giuxay, though he had been making a 
speech in the middle of the River Shan- 
non at the moment of his arrest, was 
primarily in a boat. Even that didn’t 
mend matters, and JoxDaN, giving up 
attempt to understand ill-timed hilarity 
of House, dried up. 

Later, ‘Tim Hear turned up, Tr 
TRUCULENT no more. Where was the 
excited crowd he was wont to address in 
Sessions of not very long ago—the jeering 

Nauding Liberals, 
Irishmen, 


the enthusiastic band of uni 


|with PaRneLy sitting placid in their 


midst, he only quiet amid the turbulent 
throng’ Now the House more than half 
empty ; the audience irresponsive ; Prince 
ARTHUR sitting solitary on ‘Treasury 
Bench with head bowed to hide the 
blushes that nad ppegtes his — at 
hearing Tim extol his improvement since, 
in 1887, he tried his prentice hand as 
Chief Secretary. Prince AnTuvuk, when 

roduce a 


he rises, is careful not to int 





Marve 


increase 





when he 


“ Member of Parliament 
for Clare.” 
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He has, he says, listened with interest to the | 
ch of the Hon. and learned Gentleman, the Member for 
ford. There must be a division for decency’s sake ; but 
only 150 Members turn up, and no one would have been greatly 
surprised if Prince ARTHUR 
— Tr Hearty had walked 
off arm in arm into the same 
lobby 
| ** Shade 
frind, J 
LAtor, 
forth t 
d’ye tl 
night you « 
down from 


of me departed 
sera Gris,” said 
wearily rising to go 

division, ** what 
k of us, ~ 40 this 
hance to be looking 
whatever answers 
with you to the Strangers’ 
Gallery, where you used to 
betake yourself after being 
suspended ¢”’ 

Bessine 88 done Irish Votes 
in Committee of Supply. 

Tu sday. The alliance, 

offensive and defensive, estab- 
lished between the two Houses 
of Legislature by Lord Den- 
maw and Mr. Arxryson been 
temporarily blighted by ma- 
chinations of the enemy. Lalor’s Lament. 
Denman, the other night, wanted to move for return showing how 
| many times he had been in attendance. House said it didn’t! 
particularly care to know. DENMAN insisted ; then the MARKrss, as 
usual, appeared on the scene, and moved that Deymaw shouldn’t be 
heard for remainder of sitting. Denman, never at loss in Parlia- 
mentary strategy, wanted to move that the Marx1ss’s motion should 
be put from Chair on that day ten months. But Lorp CHANCELLOR, 
we f known to be in league with the Marx1ss, promptly put question. 
tefore Denman knew where he was (a not unfamiliar access of 
haziness) Motion put, declared to be carried, and he condemned to sit 
silent for rest of evening. 

Same tacties, slightly varied, carried on to effacement of other 
wing of allied forces. ATKINSON wanted to put question to Joxim 
about his Coinage Bill. Took some pains in aus it; handed it 
in at table; next day question appeared on paper shorn of its 
oratorical excellencies. 

‘* How is this ?”’ says ATkrvson, addressing the SreaKER. 

** Question full of errors,” Speaker explained. 

‘Will the Right Hon. Gentleman kindly state them?” said 
Arxrnson. folding his arms, and looking triumphantly round the 
House. Had the Speaker now. He would go into particulars. 
Sure to leave opening for master of argumentative tactics; ATKIN- 
son would dart in and pink him amid applause of Senate. Public 
business might be delayed, but what of that? House liked intel- 
lectual treat. 

Speaker, however, not so unwary as he looked. Took no notice 
of ATKINSON'S inquiry ; went on to next business. ATKINSON wrote 
to Clerks for explanation. No reply; so to-day gives notice of Vote 
of Censure on Speaker and Clerks. 

‘* Sorry to be driven to this course, dear Tozy,” he said, when I 
ventured to remonstrate with him on his remorseless career ; ‘* have 
the greatest respect for the Speaker; shrink from depriving the 
Clerks at table of means of livelihood. But an example must be 
made. Effect not confined to walls of this Chamber. My Motion 
of Censure on the Speaker will strike terror to the House of Lords, 
and go long way to deliver my noble friend Denman from thraldom 
under which a too sensitive nature lies bound hand and foot. The 
House need apprehend no inconvenience to the course of public 
business. Last night, in response to a bait artfully thrown out by 
Mr. Trwormy Heary, I felt it my duty to rise in my place and 
announce that nothing would induce me to take office under the 
Crown. But in the matter of the Speaker, I shall recognise my 
personal responsibility, and when, in consequence of my Motion of 
Censure, he withdraws into private life, I take the Chair.” 

Business done.—In Committee of Supply. 


Thursday.—Haven’t seen Seymour Keay lately. Report in| 
House is, that he has been close and interested attendant on, 
, CATHCART case. Rumour receives some confirmation from circum- 
| stance that to-day, Carmcart case concluded, Keay suddenly turns 
up full of spirits and val information. Subject (Land Purchase 
| Bill back from Lords) particularly attractive to him, 
briatling, with obseurities. Onee, when a Lords Amendment sub- 

| mitted, Tuw Hearty asked what it meant. Mappty sprang up with 
| reassuring alacrity and said a few words, apparently of e ion. 
Didn't clear up anything; To insisted on wanting to know, you 
know: MappeN nervously read and reread Amendment; couldn't 


make head or tale of it, but wouldn’t do for Arrorwey-Grewerat for | 


jout of the 


| fortune-telling. 


since it is| 


IRELAND to say so. Accordingly smiled on Tim with pitying air of 
superiority. ‘‘ Couldn’t understand what the Lords meant by their 
Amendment? Well, well; surprised at such confession from one of 
I'rm’s acuteness.”’ 

Prince Axtuvr all the while turning over Amendment ; at length 
interposed. ‘‘The Hon. and learned Gentleman opposite,” he ob. 
served, ‘‘asks for an explanation of this Amendment ; I frankly 
tell him I cannot give it. Idon’t understand it myself, and as it 
would be undesirable to include in the 


| Act a provision that might lead to 
| controversy, we will strike it out.” 


** And thus are our laws made!” 
said Suiress WILLs, throwing out his 


| hands in astonishment. 


Certainly a narrow escape. It was 
after this that Keay’s patent-leather 
boots glistened on the out of House 
as he walked up to take seat below 
Gangway. Determined to make up 
for lost time ; led astray in all direc- 


| tions; Speaker called him to order 
| with increasing sternness ; 
| Heaton asked if he might move that 
| for rest of 


HENNIKER 


Session he be no longer 
heard; Speaker evidently sorely 
tempted; here was a short sure way 
difficulty. Faltered a 
moment, then rose heroically to sense 
of duty; put aside proposal, and 
Keay went on again for another half- 
hour. ‘‘A long rigmarole,” Joxim 
called the speech. This not Parlia- 
mentary, but no one objected. 

Business done.—Land Purchase Bill 
got ready for Royal Assent. 


Friday.—Nothing can exceed Mor- 


| ton’s obliging disposition ; talked for 


half an hour just now on subject of 
Members can’t pre- 
vent ALpHevs CLeopHas from making 
speeches, but they needn’t listen; so 
kept up lively conversation whilst Atpmevs talked to CLEoPHAS. 
When he sat down, it appeared he had desired that his remarks 
should reach ear of Home Secretary ; concluded by asking question; 
MATrHEws unwarily protested, that, owing to noise in House, he had 
not been able to catch the drift of the Hon. Gentleman’s remarks. 

** Oh, very well,” said Atpuevus CLeopnas, ‘‘I ’ll repeat them.” 

*“No! no!” Matruews almost shrieked. 

‘*No trouble at all,” said Atpnevs CreopHas, and he set of 
again, making his speech once more. Business done.—Very little. 


“ Thus are our Laws made!” 





FOR THE BENEFIT OF ZOILUS. 


SHAKSPEARE speaks of ‘the maiden virtue of the Crown.” And 
the word ‘‘ maiden” bears, in certain constructions, the meanings, 
“fresh, new, youthful, &c.” But when Mr. Punch, comparing 
generally ‘‘ Fifty Years Syne” with To-day, says :— 

“Then Her Masesty, a Maiden Queen, fresh graced the Throne,” 

“A SEPTUAGENARIAN” acidly objects, and twits Mr. Punch with 
premature failure of memory. ** Aha! I know that man!” says 
Mr. P. Mr. Punch, of course, merely meant that about fifty years 
ago Her Masesty was a very youthful Sovereign. Moreover, the 
comparison made between ‘‘ Then and Now” was not intended to be 
confined rigorously to ‘*‘ July 17, 1841,” as is shown in the previous 
stanza, which says :— 

“Then Tom Hoop could sing that Song which moved a world to tears,” 
meaning ‘* The Song of the Shirt,” which, as explained in a foot- 
note, was not published until 1843. Mr. Punch written 
with the fear of Zortvs before his eyes, he might have appended 
another foot-note, to explain—for the benefit of ZorLus—that he did 
not mean to convey the idea that Her was unmarried when 
he first made his appearance. Whereto the reply of the Public—all but 
ZorLvus—would pechalty have been, ‘* Whoever supposed you did! 








‘*Tuew You'’tt Rememper Me! ”— the names of thos 
who, within the last ten years, have done good work for Mr. Punch 
ought to have a that of Mr. Savitz CiarKE, whose cri du 
— Py foreign shores has reached Mr. P.’s ears and touched 

r. P.’s heart. 





L’Exteyte Cornrate.—A portion of the French Fleet is soon t 
be entertained on English shores. The first of these vessels sizhted 
as it approaches will be sufficient evidence of their French ship 
towards us. 
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CURIOUS OLD 
HIGHLAND WHISKIES 
é 10 0% 5 pu fo 
nent Medical A® 
te oat eee 
ee Detailed Lith oe eppltenitan 
MOREL BROS. 7 COBBETT & SON 
210 & 11, JICOADILLY; 
Whisky bonded Sores, i eapaneh, N.B. 
"JOHANNIS” 
CHARCED ENTWRELY WITH NATURAL GAS. 
Prevents Gout, Rhetmatism, énd 
Indigestion. 


4g o. 6O/> 
3 Stata 
s well matured. 

18 & 19 vs a Bee 
KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
Mixes equally well with Wines, 

_ Spirits, or Milk. 





Not medicinal, bat an be health-pr ting 
SUPPLIED AT ALL FIRST-CLASS HOTELS, 
AND RESTAURANTS 


Camere 


Sample Cases of 60 Pinte, 18:6, thcluding bottle, 
JOHANNIS SPRINGS, Ltd., 
ZOLLHAUSB, GERMANY. 


Wuocktate Bronrs— 
@s, WHARF ROAD, CITY ROAD, henDon. 


J. EXSHAW & 60'S 


FINEST OLD | BRANDY. 
Cases as imported. 
23, Regent Stree, W. 





per 
Tw Srarteron te © 









FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


——_ CHAMPAGNE, 

HOLLANDSCHE TANDMIDDELEN, 

FOR CLEANSING THE TEETH aND 
PERFUMING THE BREATH. 


Pe s per box Tooth Paste, Clove flavour, 2s “id.; 
pp 





rmint Flavour, 3s. per pot Prepared by 


A. FRIBDERICH, 
Purveyor to MH. M. the King of Hollana. 
Agents: BR. MOVENDEN & BONS, Lofdon. 


) LOHSE’S 


i WAIGLOCKCHEN 


= LILY OF THE VALLEY = 


PERFUME 
TOILET SOAP 


a - a prcened oo in the 
0 all high class Jerfumers. 
GUSTAV LONSE, strum 
$e 














2 Million Bottles filled in 1878, 
18 Milion »  » 1000 


A pollinaris 


“THE QUEEN @F TABLE WATERS,” 









_T . . 
A holt arn, ” 


ICAL Jourwat. 

























Gold id Medals, 


JOSEPH GILL 


Numbers oo. by BANKERS ; i, Bard Pens BOS 


Paris, 1878: 1889. 


LOTT'S PENS. 


Pens. 286, 226, BGR, Slip Pens, 332, 





900, 287, 166, 404. In Fine, te aly ow and Broad Points. 





FRY’S PURE | 


CONCENTRATED 
SOLUBLE 


“I consider it a very rich, delicious Cocoa.” 


COCOA 


—W, Zz. R. STANLEY, M.D. 





CAUTION. 
“THE THREE CASTLES” 
TOBACCO. 


In the wee a ee of the 


ustier, in an emo 
5 iLtis 
acos Beastem and Eviza ag of 
on day of March, a nied a mal 
ing the ng 
whantne of De yee 
“The Castles” Tobacco. The Def 


Were alse ordered to pl J oe costs of the a 


week o 0 WILLS THREE CASTERS © 
TO firm ive this public poms 
tak fiery ro el, 
& 0. WiLbs, wal be 
17a, Bosinghell Bie 


Messrs. W. D. 
i oper, orion c. 
Solicitors for Memrs. bf is 


ete viet ae ae 
original Pp 


ae yx 
by Seurms 


SQUIRE'S 
CHEMICAL 
FOOD 





sition) are sold as 
ration 
6, 


Bottles, 
2/-, 3/6, and 6’-, 


FOR DELICATE CHILDREN. 


Or Actwrs, on st Pancet Posr Fars 
Dinect rrou 


SQUIRE & SONS, 
Her Majesty’s Chemists, 
413, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 


FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH. 


Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 
Prevents the decay of the TEETH 
Renders the Teeth PEARLY WHITE. 
Is perfectly harmiess, and 
Delicious the Taste 
Is partly com of Honey, and extracts 
from sweet herbs and plants 
Of all Chemists and Perfumers throughout the 
world . 6d. per bottle 


FLOBILINE TOOTH POWDER caly, 
Put up in glass jars. Price ls 
Prepared only by 
The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 
33, Parringdon Road, London, E.C. 


GEROLSTEIN 


THE CHAMPAGNE OF 
NATURAL MINERAL WATERS 
PURE. SPARKLING. DELICIOUS 


GEROLSTEIN |: 





fs the Most Evrenvescent of any Natural Mineral 
Water, being charged solely with its own 
Natural Gas 
Bupplied at all the Theatres 


and all Spiers & Ponds’ Restaurants. 
Braowery Recowxrwnoen by the Moser Ewirerwr 
Mrepens of the Meorcas Paoression as the FINEST 
NATURAL MINERAL WATER KNOWN 
16s. for 5O Pints; 21s. for 60 Quarts. 
GEROLSTEIN ©O., 133, CHEAPSIDE, E.C. 
iN SIX DAYS, 


or immediate relict, New System of Cure, by 
HENKY T. LAIT, Aathér of the Successful Treat- 
and Mheamatiom. Covar Jovunat 








ment of Gout 








4 | 


fend (wo ate 
| WH. T. LAIT, Pressingfield, 









BEST and SAFEST 


ae -MERCU 
as et F een 6 SILVER, ELECTRO- 
SIX GOLD 


a AS. in Koxes, t 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES. 


“= BEST 
FOOD 
INFANTS. 


fa Tins, is., 2s. 5s., wad 10s. each. | 


SAVORY & MOORE, Lonoon, 


AND sOLD cadens - 
Borwicks 
Baking 
Powder: 


EDALS awarded 








— | 
» 2s. Gd. and 4s. bd | 


gays: “Mr. Lait’> aim ts to eradicate the disease 
from the system by removing the cause, and this is 
most effectually done by his treatment.” 


to 
Harleston, Norfolk. 





Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH 


RED 


AND BROWN LABELS. 


HOT MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATH. 


@ temperature of 
‘Romans in the First 
ree Being 
va muable 


a8 being most 
Affections 


CS and Biin 

have recently 
enlar ~ Hy rfew 
the words of one 


= Ud — expense 
lest Hygienk 
Ph Tur ms i = 
Boku. diana Dal 
to the Manager wh 





ie pk 
a every 
BENZ GOL. ak— ARTISTS. 


ALLY GooD NeOrUs for Painting 
Satin, Gauze, Lincrusta, W ood, Cana» 


A OF 
_Giase, Tapests, Cards, Leather, dee, &¢ 
—Ask for “ Collas. 


BEN: GLOVES, Clpame DRESSES 
2 at TAR, O11 al ; on 
ROM FURNITURE, CLOT 


E COLLAB — Yor ARTIRTS 


LY GOOD MPDIUM for Painting 
aati, Gauze, Lincrusta, wens, Canvas 


ENZINE 6 
Shans, import, Card Lnathir, 
Berzwe COLLAB Ty © Callas” 


the word COLAAS on the Label aed Cap 
ime, hearty ade ule, 
6 quite 


pore GOLLAS. —Ask for * “ Jollas 


nid every and take ho other 
Bol i fa ‘hy td, te. and be Od 
ix, $80, Oxford 





on Sil 





Hott le 


Siwora & Bo treet, W 










COLT'S NEW 
UNITEO STATES 
NAVY REVOLVER 


7 Bao gen ouse Protection, y Seater, on and 
itary Purposes. oe Wile 
cal. Express sha'ah other “& co 
Pistol ania 
COLT’S LICHTWINC MACAZINE RIFLES, 
Por Large and Smell Game, Rook shooting, and 
Target Practice, are unsurpassed for accuracy and 
unequalled for rapidity of fire 
COLT’S REVOLVERS 
carried off all the highest Prices at Wisley, Pdi: 
burgh, and Dublin in 10. Price List free 
COLTS FIREARMS 


AR: co, 
2%, Glassh: use St., Piccadilly Circus, London, W 








BEDFORD 
PORTABLE RAILWAY, 


INSTEAD OF A QUILL. 


FLYING 
on a 


















ON og “60 x0 8 


the Box. 


MAGN IVE a" 
CS bur 


WRIGHT S. 
z “COAL 
TABLE 's 6 SOAP 


RECOEDE ay 
i 2 





GOL 





apm: nOvEXDEX & 6ONSK, Lox now 
pectin renaetine 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLISH. 


THE OLDEST AND BEST. 


“Tur Qreee ” (the FT "s Newspaper) “ feels no 
hesitation in i.’ 
bold by Grocers, f rh, Oltmen, 


ronmonger, 
a SH EPYIBLD. 


N HAIR 
Soe 


PERIOCTLY HARMISS 
Sold by mn > > | Chemists throughout 


led 





RIDGES. 


DF 
PATENT COOKED FOO” 





MILWARDS’ 
(alyx-eyed 


eases 
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PURE ICE 


MADE IN THREE MINUTES 





SY THE USF OF THE 


CHAMPION ” HAND 


ICE-MAKING MACHINE. 
GREAT IMPROVEMENTS 


just added, by which the output is nearly doubied | 
18 ABSOLUTELY RELIABLE 

Will Cool Wines and Water, make Ice Cream, 
and Block Ice, &c 

Send for List F7 From Sole Licensees, 

The PULSOMETER ENGINEERING Coy., Ld., 

NINE ELMS IRON WORKS, LONDON, 8.W 

Machines shown in operation at 3, Queen 
Victoria Street 














RA 


Tho Original an4 Genuine ‘‘ Worcestershire Seace." 
For HOT and COLD | 


Were: a capit “couple the Moor 

polish, the Earth she bri htens the sky: 
And we both | sac ashalf the world knows, 
Fhough a capital couple , we “WONT WASH CLOTHES} 


SULPHOLINE The World’s most Marvellous Cleanser and Polisher. Makes Tin like 
| Silver, Copper like Gold, Paint like New, Brass Ware like Mirrors, 














ottuna LOTI O N | Spotless Earthenware, Crockery like Marble, Marble White. 
THE CURE FOR SOLD BY GROCERS, IRONMONGERS, AND CHEMIST 


ERUPTIONS, BLOTCHES, ECZEMA, 
ACNE DISFIGUREMENTS 
MAKES THE SKIN CLEAR, SMOOTH, | 4d. a aah «a Bar. 


SUPPLE, HPALTHY 








dl = = a 


4 





PUREST. SAFEST. BEST. NO SODA OR POTASH. 


CONTAINS NO SUGAR, METHYLATED SPIRITS, OR ROSIN. 


“An Ideal Soap.’—Chemist and Druggist. “ Odour Delicate.”—Lancet. 
“Of Unquestionable Excellence.”"—Drit. Med. Jounal. “ Lathers Freely.”—Queen. 


Floral, (d.; Balsamic (Medical), 8d.; Otto Toilet, J0d.; and Vestal, 2s. GJ. per tablet. Shaving Sticks, Is., Js. 6d.; Flat Cakes, 2 





Printed b) ¥ Uliam Stuart & myth, of Ko Holloway, in the Parts! the Middlesex, at the Printing Offiers of Mesers. Bradbury, Agnew, & Co., Limited, 
bard Street, in the precinct od Wihitedsinen fe the city ei Londen aah¥ Prbiished by bins at he an, Pieet “A Boeet in the Tacks of Ot bole, City of Leadon. —Satvacat, August 1, 10h, 





SS —see eeee FR i: wv. O'ER. OU ree se 


The Volumes of “Puxcn”™ can be had in sets in various styles, as under: 
PUNC h / 0 / UME § \ HALF-YEARLY VOLUMES (original issue), 1 to 100, in Brown Cloth, price 8s. 64. each. 

‘ YEARLY VOLUMES (ditto) _in Green Cloth, edges gilt, 50 Vols., 17s. each. 
l nN § ‘7 t S s YEARLY VOLUMES (sfecia/ issue), in Blue Cloth, 1841 to 1890, 50 Vols., £ 29. 

(PUNCH OFFICE, %, FLEET st. | LIBRARY SERIES, double yearly Vols., strongly half-bound, 1841 to 1890, 25 Vols., £ 26. 
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The price of the Exatsen 
Macaziwe i now Six- 
pence Net. The urms on which tt is 
ied to booksellers are not such as will 
sell the Magazine at less than 


ished price, 


THE ENCLISH 
ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 


For AUGUST, 1901, contains 
Asia. Pngraved by W. Biser mbe Garéner, ate | 
he I 4 y George Wilson. Fro 
George Wilson. John Todhaunter W 
trations after Pictures by the Painter 
Days. Design by EB. B. Houghton 
ar amg | Abbey The Vers Rev. HD. M 
n an of Gloucester. Lilustra 
u ons bp ¢ Aifreda Channer 
Gentioman Jim. Mary Vaunt. 
Lilies, Ethel Cliffe rd. 
Dichens and ye 


NOTICE. 
lavereaTeo 
aup 
enalie tarm ¢ 


the pul 


th Tus 


FP. G. Kitton 
lection of Ma. FP 
Dewey ates 


Mustra 
ca 
ILestrations 


KXIV., XXKV 
arton Crawford 
Iiluetrations by w 4. Hennessy 
The — oe | Immigrant. The Rev. & 
Binge liust ys by Ellen Gertrude Cohen. 
LONDON 


The Witen vad Jregee. \ = 


MACMILLAN & ©O., 


CONTENTS OF 


MACMILLAN’S MAGAZINE 


No. 982) for AUGUST 


gust Num ontaing the commencement 


The Aw 
fa New 
Author of 


Baer Haare, y 
of Dedlow 


TAasasana,’ 

« The Heritage 
Marsh t 

A First Family of Tasajara 


— 


by Bret Harte 


Westminster Abbey ; by A. BR. Street 

East Lothian Twenty Years Ago; 
Bradicy 

Bome Unpublished Letters of Charlotte Bronte, 
by Mra. Williams 


Heera Wand; by F. A. Steel. 
The Dutchman at Home; by Charies Edwardes. 
A Real Tartarin ; by A. Kh. Hope Moncrieff. 
The Story of a Violin; by Ernest Dowson. 
The Stranger in the House. 
MACMILLAN & ©O.,, 


ee2ee -+ &P 


LONDON 








A Freer Famity or | 


by A. G. | 





PURE 
SOLUBLE 


Clamiiel, tay ty © 


ye ey 
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Lae dA Kfar 7 gece! 

Like eer FE-ceal's 
ew an’ Ma 
JA , 

Ahebhwad S4tcAS 
Seca and 
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Thre” 1 7te P2LLLE 
we ep Li” ee 


la vhe toaster htt 
Offer ale, Jamivel P 
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VAN HOUTEN 


» of Messrs Chaprian £ Hall 


Loudea 
WELLER SENIOR, 
(PICKWICK PALE RSS 


“Copyright ™ by permuss 





OXFORD.-MITRE HOTE 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMIcay 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE Kixg 


| BRIGHTON 
HOTEL Metro alll 


OW OPEN 
or the 


Ecepli 


Visit 
“WHITEHALL COURT 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING Thy 
EMBANKMENT — WHITENALL P 

















8.W. 

These excellent Sued are fitted with every» 
convenience, ¢ ot and Cold Water 
Light and pei’ V1 Visitors’ and Servants Lia 
operation night and day, and oceupy the 

tion in London, affordi extensive riew 
he River (with the Surrey Hills in the 
and the Embankment Gardens. They aro aise 
| gen nar and centrally situate with —_ 
the principal Clubs, Theatres, &@c. The » 
all finished to suit the wishes of incoming Tem 
and the Rents include all 
Supply, lighting and heating of the Corrids 
Staircases, and the services of all the Porten. 
Suites may be viewed at any time on applic 
the Superintendent, J. C. 
Office on the premises; or to Hawrre 

te Agents, 1, Cockspur 8t. 

House), 8.W. 


Qacdllyy wholisomr 


CALLARD & BOWSER 
BUTTER-SCOTCH. 











PATERSON’S 
GUIDE 
BOOKS. 


pe, &c., 6s and 10s. 6d. 
4) Maps and Plans, é« 
te. 6d. and ls. Edinburgh, Is 
and é¢. Glasgow and 
\ s and 6. Land of Seott, Gd. 
i Shetland, ls. and 44 
© Coloured Maps and Plana, ls 
scte—10 Coloured Maps and Plans, 


Rew, E.C., 


mo Ma 


16, Lovells Court, 


And all 


CAU TI ON. 
“THE THREE CASTLES” 
TOBACCO. 


In the Chancery Division of the High Court of 

ustice, In an action of W. D. &2 MH. O. Wises 
against Miaces Benerees and Econ. Bonerere, 
Aldershot, Surrey, Tobaceonists, Mr. Justice Nort! 
on the ith day of March, i901, granted a 

ction restraining the Defendants from ng 
\ ng tobacee not of the manufacture or 
or W. Dau = Wites as and for 

* The Three Castles" Tobac 

lso ordered to pay the pone of the action. 

In consequence of frequent imitations of Messrs. 
w bp & Hh. O. WILLS “THRER CASTLES” 
son LOCO, that firm give this public notice, that 

person colling Tobacco under the title of 
tuk TRB CASTLES” ex t that manu 
@ctumnt ta Mees. W. D. & H. O. WILLS, will be 


moeded againet 
MCKENNA & CO., 
17 & 18, Rasimghall Street, L _E 
citors for Messrs. W. D. & H. O WILLS 


The recently invented “ Electrie Aural 
Battery” completely cures Deafness, Liead 
Noises, &c., at the patients own bome 
Pamphict, advice, and convincing testi- 
momials, free. Professor Kerra-Harvey, 
21, Alexander es South ngton. 





at their 
iwi Yew 


hes 


aye Ne ht Hore giv 
» Singoueies te 








“HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” 


MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
PRINCE'S PLATE. 


“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 


“UNEQUALLED FORK MARD WEAR.” 


COLDEN BRONZE | HAIR. 


pe ee nua " can be 





ay fl Hair of any colour ipos BEtns. 
only by W. WINT , London 
Price 5s. 6d., Ws. Gd., Tis owe or faded 
Mair ARINE is or fining 
CUBEB insures a good night's rest 
Hox of 12, ls. ; Mi, 2s. Od. 
Puli directions. 


CIGARETTES, «ns = cR 





Cubdebds, Stramonium, and 
Cannab. Ind. Always relieve 
and frequently cure Asthma, 

eat Cough, Bronchitis, 
Mfiuesza. One Cigarette 


Sandal Wool Oi 
les, 4s. 6d. per Box 





Gold Medsis, Diplomas, and ‘Highest Awards 
wherever exhibited, for Absolute Purity, 
Superiority of Manufacture, and True Flavour. 


ARMOUR’S 


EXTRACT OF BEEF 


Retains the True Natural Taste 
and Stimulating Properties of 
Freshly-Cooked Beef. 
BEINSMEAD PIANOS. 
BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 

JOHN BRINSMPAD & SONS, 
Pianoforte Makers UT. MK H. the Prineess of Wales, 


1s, Wigmore Street 
Established over half a eentury. 


C. BRANDAUER & CO0.’S 
ee POINTED 


trict PENS 


the points being Tceaad 
by a new process. Seven 
C.BRANDAUERSCY 
IRCULAR 
Ponto ENS 


Prise Medals awarded. 

Attention is also drawn to their new “ Graduated 
Series of Pens,” one pattern being made in 4 degrees 
of flexibility, and =< in 3 widths of paint, 
Assorted Sample Box of series, Gd., by 
pont yet for 7 stamps fo m the W uke, he 
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STREETER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIRS. 


DIAMONDS, white, and modern cut, 
RUBIES of the pigeon’s blood colour, 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, | 
PEARLS of the finest lustre, 

RARE and CURIOUS GEMS, and 
D/AMoNDs of all colou 


STREETER & COMP., Gem Epes Bond SL, London. 











SAMUEL BROTHER 


SCHOOL 
OUTFITS 


Messrs. SAMI 
BROTHERS have 
for immediate wes 

assortment 
BOYS’ and YOU 
CLOTHING 
will also be pias 
send, upon “7 qd 
Parreays of 


together 


new I.iversrm 


“ Brow” Serr. 


Merchant Tailors, Outfitters, &c., 65 & 6, Le 
Hut, TON DON mt Ww 
Ladgate and 46, Gray's Inn Best 


wi iN 





On tt a 


pris ah — neretsT®, 


Indispensable ‘Toilet Be 
Delightfully cooling to the &% 
Invaluable in crow ded plac 


BIMMEL'S 
Now and Fashionable 2r- 
“THE EXQUISITE 


The most delicious 
perfumes ever ee 


RIMMEL’S POUDRE DE B 


A superior invisible aduerent Toilet Powée 





LONDON elt PARIS. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE 














nepotism 
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LARKS FOR LONDONERS. 


Srr,—Certainly throw ‘open all our Town 
Halls for gratuitous concerts and dances! 
But that’s not half enough. Some of us don’t 
care for dancing, and abhor music. What I 
propose is that Free Billiard-tables should be 
established ineach parish. Billiards is much 
better exercise than sitting still on a chair 
listening to singing. Then there ought to be | 
places where one cold a8 municipal tobacco | 
without paying forit. Tobacco is just as much 
| a necessary of life as education—more so, in 

fact, in my opinion, On winter evenings it 
| would also be nice to be able to step over to 
| one’s Town Hall and have a glass or two of 

free ale, or ‘‘ wine from the wood””—also from 
| the rates. I don’t pey rates myself, as I 

happen to live in a , but Tam sure the 
| ratepayers will immediately recognise the 
| justice of my demands, Unsrassep. 


Srr,—By all means let us try to give more 
| pleasure to the people. ee ere, however, 
| should be of a distinetly elevating kind. I 
| would advocate throwing open the South 
Kensington Natural History Museum in the 
evening. This would be most useful, espe- 
cially to people living at the East End, and 
the amusement thusafforded, though perha 
not rollicking, would at all events be solid. 
To keep out undesirable characters, it would 
be as well to admit nobody who could not 
produce his baptismal certificate, and a recom- 
mendation from the eran of his parish, 
countersigned by a resident J.P. I am sure 
that people would jump at a chance of an 
evening among the a. 

Yours, Narvrauist. | 


Srr,—I cannot understand why peopleshould 
ask for more amusement than they get at 
present. Have not they the Parks to walk | 
aboutin? In wet weatherthey can take shelter | 
under trees. In winter they ought to stay at | 
home in the evenings, andenjoy reading aloud | 
totheir families. I would even go so far as tu 
allow an occasional game at hts. Chess 
is too exciting, and of course ammon is 
out of the question, because of the deadly 
dice-box. Forthe frivolously inclined, ‘‘ Puss 
in the Corner” is a indoor game. 
I throw out these observations for what they 
may be worth, and trusting that they will not 
be regarded as ly subversive of 
morality, I remain, Yours grimly, 

Home, Sweet Home! 





Str,—The movement for turning our Town 
Halls into places of amusement is an excel- 
lent one. What I would like to suggest is, 
that the Vestrymen should themselves take 
part in the entertainments. Why not have 
weekly theatrical performances, with parts 





| Vineed that Hamlet, ot om by our Vestry, 


pugilist is even more yg wg 
| “ 


found for all local Authorities? I feel con- 


would be worth goi 
Contractor eoul 
characters could 


to see. The Dust 
y the Ghost, while minor 
sustained by the Medical 





by 
Officer of Health, the in of the Work- 
house, and others; “he embed of couree, 


would figure in the title réle. A topical 
comic song, by the Board of Guardians, with 
breakdown, might serve asa pleasing inter- 


_lude; breakdowns in local matters are, I 
believe, not unknown already. The idea is 


worth considering. I think the Vestrymen 

owe something to the ratepayers in return for | 

the votes we give them. Yours, 
Menny ANDREW. | 


Brvisers anp Borvses.-A “ Cham ion” | 


~opular Pill. He claims to 


housand Guineas a * Box.’”” “a 


} 


was headed in the 
t 


JopRELL, who was a fair defendant, won the 


n a/on or off the stage, but especially for one de- | This parti 
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NEW TORY NURSERY RHYME. 
(By “A Cambridge Parson.””) 
{“ The last reliance of the Tories in extremity is 
the policy of ‘ Dishing.’ "—Sir W. Harcourt.) 
Hey diddle diddle, 
The voters we 'd fiddle 
With Free Education 
But Wisbech birds laugh 
At such plain party ** chaff,” 
And the ** Dish ”—at the polls—proves 


AFTER THE SEASON. 
A Proposal Fin de Siéele. | 


FarewEti! since the Season is over, 
Ah me, but its moments were sweet ! 
You are off, ria Folkestone or Dover, 
To some Continental retreat. 
On Frenchman and German you ’I! lavish 
The smiles that can madden me still ; 
While I, with the gillie McTavisn, 
Am breasting the heather-clad hill. 
Oh, do you remember the dances, 
The dearest were those we sat out, fii 
Hew! frowned when detecting your glances FROM GRANDOLPH THE EXPLORER. 
Jn others, which caused you to pout ! Ou, fer ene heer of the Amphytrica! I 


You are changeful and coy and capricious, | _“, 
A weathercock easiiy haan: : | can’t even send you a digest of the news 


But when shall I hear the delicious | fenerally, a ee power bo Sigut is already 
ne Joi we inte y impaired. Here, indeed, 
One word that proclaims you my own ! as say the Witches in Macbeth (1 think it’s 
the Witches, but haven't my Shakspeare 
handy, I mean my Handy Shakspeare, with 
me—wish I had), * Fowl is Fare.” Send my 
Pilgrim’s Scrip next week. Till then, 
Yours ever, GRanDOLrn. 


that ‘* boon.” 





IN THE NAME OF CHARLES DIBDIN! 
A Lay for the Lifeboat Service. 
[An urgent appeal is made on behalf of the | 
| Royal National Lifeboat Institution, which is 
declared to be “ in dire financial straits,” the deficit 
for last year being £33,000. Subscriptions and 
| donations will be thankfully received by Cuan.es | 
| Drmprn, Esq., Secretary, R.N.L.L, 14, St. John | 
Street, Adelphi, London, W.C.] 
Trve “ tuneful CHARLEY is no more,” 
As Drspiy’s Monument informs us ; 
But memory of the man who bore 
That honoured name still stirs and warms us. 
| And here’s another of his name, 
| Who still the British Sailor ’s serving ; 
Then who could see without sore shame 
Joux But from his plain duty swerving ’ 


Thirty-three Thousand to the bad, 

Our Lifeboat Service, once our glory ? 
Ney, Joun, that will not do, my lad; 

ext year must tell a different story. 

Think, what would “‘ tuneful Cuar.ey’”’ say 

To such a thing? In racy lingo, 
Upon our backs his lash he’dlay, — 

And give the slothful Britons ‘' stingo.”’ 


Thirty-five thousand lives they ’ve saved, 
Our Life-boat rescuers, al 
The seas around our shores they ‘ve braved, 
With valour prompt and patience steady. 
Shall they be floored for L. 8. D., 
Because Jonw Burtt his pockets buttons ? 
Then the old keepers of the Sea 
Must be, in pluck, as dead as muttons. 


True, lads, on such a text as this 








| 
| 





} 
| 


They say that an eloquent passion 
as long become quite out of date, 

That true love is never the fashion, 
ee marriage a berog =A state. 

ey conjure up many a bogie, 

To a man’s bachelor life, 
And keep him a selfish old fogey, 

And stop him from taking a wife. 


They vow that a wife needs a carriage, 
And opera-boxes and stalls, 

That money ’s the one thing in marriage, 
And cheques are as common as calls. 

They say women oy (like some horses) 
At vows made to love and obey ; 

They tell you drear tales of divorces, 
And scandals, the talk of the day. ** We sadly miss old Coanvey’s line ;”’ 


But hang all those eynical railings, | But were we mute, Neptune would hiss 
Just write me one exquisite line | His sons degenerate off the brine. 
To a you'll look over ma failings, | Old ‘* Cantey” spins his yarns no more ! 
And promise me you wi i be mine. | He's dead, as Serooge declared old Marley. 
And though I’m aware it’s the merest What then? Wake up, from shore to shore, 
Small matter of detail, to clear And—send your guineasto YoungCuar.ey ! 
The ground, I may mention, my dearest, 
I’ve full thirty thousand a year. . 
: = **Great Scot!” 


Bacon axyp A Movrmrut.—Last Friday His, ([Extorted, by circumstances beyond his control, 
Honour Judge Bacoy had to decide a case which | from a stolid but unsuccessful Saxon Shootist at 
: s ‘ Cagliostroman- | Bisley and Wimbledon, after the match at the latter | 
ul: Mrs. Cuvrentit- | place between picked twenties of the London | 
- | Scottish and the London Rifle Brigade, won easily | 


case; and His Honour—this a 1 having | by the former team.} 


been made to His Honour by Mr. B. Pray-| On! the Scot lot are all cracks at a shot, 
Farr, an excellent name for any gentleman, | And cxteeney, successful ot} ge ano 
a 














heon.”” What a mout 





scribed as “an actor,”—decided that His | Being licked by a team which is Pick 
Honour was satisfied. Peace with His Honour ! Scot. 
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SETTING THEIR CAPS AT HIM; OR, AN AUTOCRAT IN ODD COMPANY. 


[* Never,” said the Czan, at the Imperial dinner to which the Officers of the French Fleet were invited, “ could I have believed that Republican Sailors, 
that Republican Soldiers, could have such a bearing.” — Times. 


he Czan has, at the instance of the United States, ordered. a temporary relaxation of the measures for the expulsion of the Jews from Russia.”— Times} | 
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Autocrat (aside). “‘Hicmen! Caarminc Creatures, porn ; put cAN’r say I Like THEIR CosTUMEs |” 


“ How happy could I be with either?” And some will declare it must ruin For this did we lose the Crimea ? 
_Humph! N-n-o-o, I can hardly say that! The Russdom once ruled by the knout. For this did we larrup the Jews ? 
Yet here we are tripping together, I wonder—I very much wonder— I really had not an idea 
Republics and utocrat ! What Nicx to this sight would have said— __ Republics could rule—and amuse. 
| Two cate and a Bruin!— I fear he’d have looked black as thunder, Miss Fnaxce looks extremely coquettish. 
| So éatire will say, I"ve no doubt. And savage as Ruric the Red. 





How well Miss Cozvmepra can coax! 


























Avoust 8, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





a 








[ The plaintiff gave evidence that she was engaged as « sort a} 
house parlour-maid ...and was discharged after she had 
been there nine days, because she refused to wear a cap . 

His Honour: I do not think she was bound to wear a cap.” —-| 
| Daily Paper.) 
| Waar shall we do with our Maid ? | 
How shall we treat her best ? 

Shall the gems that are rare be strewed in her hair ? 

And shall she in silks be drest ? 
Shall we make her a gift of gold ? 

Shall we make her our queen? Perhaps. 

But whatever we make her, wherever we take her, 

We never must make her wear caps. 


rious, cal 
"Do just as you pleges overmere 
And wear what you will, Ape we shall be 
And never com as before. 
We may put all our money in mines, 
We may put all our cheese into traps, 
But we put, it is clear, our foot in it, dear, 
When we try to put you into caps. 


IBBETSONS A 
“liners 
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I 
| THE CAPLESS MAID. 
| 











| THE DIFFERENCE. 
(‘It needs no argument to show that in the summer of 1893 
| Mr. Grapsron® is less likely to take an active part in any 
electoral contest than he can be in the or autumn of 1892. 
| —Mr. Edward Dicey, on * The Next Parlvament.’’) 


| 
“ True’s on our side,” said Grapstoxe. Dicey, too, | 
Takes Edax Rerum as his friend most true. 
Cineee Time’s *‘ Hour Glass” trusts; but Dicey’ " 
ithe 

Because his ho meee are centred on Time’s sepsis. 
Faith lives i in Life, but Fear’s most vigorous breath 
‘in the sure and certain hope””—of Death! 

| 
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PAYING CHURCH DEBTS. 
(Vide “ Liverpool Daily Post,” July 23, 1891.) 








In free-lance fashion or officia form) 


My friend Mr. Emory Surrn, 
Prattled of, ’midst a storm 


Or Crawrorp, the ony No thank ye, 


Persona gratissima, he Of — laughter, and ironic cheers, 


Shrouded in kid or silk, 
But Jutta was a sensuous little * sell,” 
And Ssrrn and Prrrcnarp—well, 
One would not like a clum upon th the head 
F rom the teak-noddled ‘* Trp,’ 
Or e’en a straight sockdollager from “J EM; 
But somehow ‘‘ bhoys”’ like them, 
Who mill Ano rounds to an uproarious 


Couvwata looks duleet as 

Miss F.’s every glance is a oat. 
I never imagin blies 

Could have such a “ bearing” as these. 
Enjoy ingly as a bear cub licks 

he comb sweetly filled he Fo the bees, 

I list to their flattering cha 

Their voices are on heey praise ; 
But—well, though it seems a small matter, 

I don’ t like that dashed ** Marseillaise.” 








And onl ‘a mouse,” 
And ** Israel in Egypt” sounds pointed! | Tho one on the end of ‘the third bout 
wm d Pharaoh the mma == stay, | Is clean ** knocked out,’ 
My soliloquy’s ay 9 petting op | Such burly, brawny buffe tters ‘for hire, 
Cenyurses | ees gay, | Who in ten minutes tire, 
P Bele France — a grande pas-| And clutch the ropes, and turn a Titan back 
To shun the impending thwack,— 
My arms ‘they uni Such ** Champions” smack as much of trick 
One thing though; = oy Aaa fashion and pelf 
n not my ideal of dress. As venal “Tous? P self. 
swear that they both love me dearly, | Granam may be a “specialist,” no doubt, 
mt a of mapper searly, = And ** . A hy meet -out ?” ‘: 
are eir Caps at me, c ay mystify ingenuous MarrHews muc 
But swell, F don't qole like the Caps : i But Truth’s Ithuriel touch 





mr ey oe 


| Might find False Show and 


Resignation. 
* Ens} Fire! a z Another one ! 2 TT 
“ 9 | 
Pt pt Fire! “Where? A NEW WAY OF 
Then find Here ’s a scare! ! 
The Teuton, no doubt, will look pettish, : Z 
we Briton will grumble ** a hoax.” UPON A GLOVE. 
es eve dating Bo mh hint ; (After the fashion—more or less—of Herrick.) | 
I back La Belle France. ve On, limp and leat type of Social Sham, 
My —— must ome in as print And Legislative Flam! 
My reply to the ble | Whichcunning Cunwine Hae and Matrnews 
Had less of he great uid cool 
But—well I’ve no wish so to ya (Both prompt to play the fool, 


And therefore I tothe Yankee And sniggering, *‘ Hear, hears ! ’’— 

The boon I BP bose Dok Thou summest well the humbug of our lives. 
But yet, all the same, te is Rainy The fistic ‘* bunch of fives” 

To see Three like us in One Boat. Is not like Jurza’s jewelled ‘palm of milk” | 


| ha 


| very rare, in 
| pence coloured. 


ore head) 
As “a os uxean Cons, 
If Truth were ie on 4 job,’’) 
Pharisaic 


And Law-evading dodge, 
Dacre *Tnnocence,” sham bravery, 
lind Justice lynx-eyed al 
All dhe material the Satirist loves, 
In those same ‘‘ four-ounce gloves” 








OMITTED FROM PORTRAIT GALLERY 


AT THE ROYAL NAVAL EXHIBITION, 


Porrrarr of William Hatley, Black-Kye'd | 


Susan, and Captain Crosstree, R.N. | 

Portrait of Tom Bowline. Also a picture of 
ae? Jones, to be presented by Mr, Frederick 
Locker. 

A Horse Marine, a.p. 1815. 

Portrait of William Ta lor, as a gay young 
fellow. Also his affianced bride, as illiam 
Carr,” after she had ‘* dabbled her lily-white 


hands in the nasty ae and tar.” 

Picture of some name unknown, in- 
quiring of Benjamin jolt whether or no he 
ppened to remember * Msgr 8 Alice, sweet 
Alice with hair so brown, who wept with 
delight when you (B.B.) gave her a smile 
and trembled with fear at your (B. B. 's) 
frown?” ‘The portrait also of the aforesai 
Alice, evidently rather a weak-minded young 
person. 

Also pictures of “Pol” and “ Partner 
Joe;” and a likeness of ** Black Brandon,’ 
ans, pet plain” form, or ** two- 













“Jeu” and BE ttesly “Trp,” | 
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| remember rightly, only twice on the road. 


| the Hearty Hotel-Proprietor to Un-illustrious Visitor. 


1 y 





WITH THE B. M. A. AT BOURNEMOUTH. 


Lx order to satisfy myself as to truth in conflicting reports about 
Bournemouth as a summer resort, I take express 12°30 from 
Waterloo, and go straight away to my terminus, stopping, if | 
First-rate run, through 
lovely scenery, with the London and South-Western Pack ; found at 
Vaterloo, and, with the exception of a slight check of only thre 

minutes at 
Southampton 
Ww - seent 


ater 
generally 





| 
I return to my apartment. Lovely view. Open window. Balmy | 
and refreshing breeze. Becoming aware of the fact that I have left | 
the door open, expecting return of Boots with waterproof wrapper, 
I am turning to shut it, when ‘‘to me enters” as the old stage- 
directions have it, a distinguished-looking gentleman, bearded and 
moustached, white-vested, and generally ‘in full fig.”—(Mem.— | 
Write to Notes and Queries, Unde derivatur—“ Full fig?”) who | 
udvances briskly but quietly towards me. My visitor has evidently | 
made some mistake in the number of his room, At least, I hope the 
mistake isn’t on my part, or on the urbane Manager’s part, in 
putting me up here. Smart visitor bows. I am about to explain 


lost | that he is in error, and that this is my room, when he deprecates any | 


where water is,1| remark by saying, ‘* Delighted to meet you; my name is Capes, | 


believe 


and | The porter told me you wished to see me. L 
another of a few | than delighted to see you!” and he proffers his hand, 


I am sure, Sir, I am more | 


which I take 


seconds at Broc-| and shake heartily, at the same time wondering where on earth we | 


kenhurst, 


into our quarry | me again. 


ran | have met before, and why he should be so effusively joyful at seeing | 


Suddenly, as I release his hand, I see where the mistake | 


at Bournemouth | is, and how it has arisen. A brilliant flash of memory recalls to my | 


Station West, in 
just two hours 
and ahalf. [ Hap- 
y Thought. 
«anch en route, 
between 


ti 


sible; all a 
forts at hand for 


12°30 | 





eating and)! 


drinking: like- 
wise smoking- 
room, &c. &eo.} 


“Weicome tur Cominc——” Generally 


un- 
charmed to have your company.” — Extraet from Speech of Bournemouth is 
the Monte Carlo, 


or Nice, or Monaco, or Riviera of England. May be it is; if 


| 80, Monte Carlo and the rest can’t be so hot in summer as they are 


punted, for Bournemouth just now is (I speak of the last week in 
July) at a delightfully mean temperature,—if I may be allowed to 
use the word ‘‘ mean” without implying any sort of disrespect for 
the Bournemouthers. 

Bournemouth apparently crowded. Do not remember it on any 
previous occasional visit, in autumn or spring, so crowded as at this 
present moment. Odd: 

‘Not at all,” explains flyman; ‘“‘ British Medical Association 
here. All sorts of festivities. Hotels all crowded. ings too.”’ 

If the worst come to the worst, I shall have to spend a night in a 
bathing-machine. Not bad: if fine. Can be early ; then sea- 
bath ; also man to bring hot water and towels. While speculating 
on this probability, we arrive at 

Royal Bath Hotel.—Flag flying, showing that British Medical 
Association Family are at home, Other flags elsewhere express 
same idea. B. M. A. at home everywhere, of course. Array of 
servants in brown liveries and gilt buttons in outer hall, preparing 
to receive visitors. Pleasant and courteous Manager—evidently 
Manager—with foreign accent receives me smilingly. ‘‘ Any diffi- 
culty about rooms?” I ask, nervously. 
case,’’ returns courteous Manager, bowing most graciousl 
emphasises the possessive pronoun. In the hall are trim young ladies, 
pleasant matronly ladies, chorus of young porters and old porters, 
all anfing, and awaiting my lightest bow and heaviest baggage. 
I am ‘to be shown up.” (Absit omen!) However, I am shown up. 
Charming room: sea-view, nearly all the views from the windows of 
Royal Bath are sea-views, take the Bath which way you will; and 
the welcome is so warm, it ought to be The Warm Bath Hotel. 

I am looking for something which has probably been left in the 

hall. ‘Let me see,” I say, musingly, to myself, as I look round ; 
‘* where ’s my waterproof with two capes? I’ve missed—er——” 
hesitate, being still uncertain. 
_ A-sprightly Boots is going hurriedly out of the room. He pauses 
in his swift career, as if catching my last words. 1 hear him repeat, 
‘* Missed—er——”” and then “Capes.” To this he adds, sharply, 
Yes, Sir, I'll tell him,” and vanishes. 

‘* Tell him?” Ob, probably he means that he will tell the other 
Boots to bring up my waterproof with the double capes. But to make 
assurance doubly sure, I go to the top of the stairs and call out, 
‘* Wrapper—with two capes “pe in the hall—don’t see it here.” 
To which, from somewhere down below in obscurity, the voice of 
the Boots comes up to me, “Capes in the hall,” then something 
inaudible, finishing with, “ up there.” 





mind that in an advertisement I haye read how this hotel belongs to 
Mr. Capes,—Mr. Norrotk Capes, F.R.G.8., &c., &c. This amiable 
rentleman who bids me weleome so heartily is the Proprietor himself. 
also am delighted. ‘‘ Very kind of him to take this trouble,”’I say, | 
** Not at all,” he won't hone of there being any special kindness 
on his part. And as to trouble !—well, he scouts that idea with an 
energetic wave of his hand. Now, he wants to know, what will | 
do, where will I go, what will I take? Section A. of the Medical 
Association is meeting in the Town Hall, but I shall be late for that ; 
or “perhaps,” suggests the considerate Proprietor, ** you would like 


| to rest a bit before dinner at seven. Then there’s the Concert after- 


wards. I have tickets for you, and no doubt on your return you 'l! 
have a clans in the smoking-room with your friends, and be glad to 
get to bed.” 

I thank him: I say, smilingly, that ‘“‘ No doubt, 
shall meet some friends;” a remark which seems to tickle him 
immensely. As a matter of fact, however, I confide to him that I 
should prefer keeping myself quiet this evening, as I have so much 


most kind. 


” 


a - s | to do to-morrow morning. 
“ There, my dear Sir; there’s your room, and I’m only derstood that/| 


| journey. 


** None whatever in your 
y as he} 


| ‘* My dear Sir, Dr. McSmuocum is here. I’ve seen him. e dined 


** Of course you have, assents the Proprietor most sympathetically. 
**And you’d like to rest as much as ible to-night after your 
You’d like a table to yourself a little later. No—no—no 
thanks, I’m only too delighted.” 

And, so saying, the kind Proprietor leaves me to see to the | 
hundred -and-one things he has to , to-day, only stopping the Boots, | 
who now arrives with the double-ca waterproof _sent 
him for, to point me out to him, and to tell him to order a private | 
table for me in the salle @ manger ‘‘at—at?”—he queries—and | 
reply by inquiring if I may fix it for 7°45, as the room will be quieter 
then. “‘Certainly,” says Mr. Norrotx Caress, without making the 
slightest difficulty about it. Then, beng J to , he says, 
“ ew Pepe can Boots repeats the mystic formula, And thus ‘tis 
arranged. ; 

Delightful gardens of Hotel. Stroll out on tocliff. Beautiful air, 
not the least enervating. On the contrary, refreshing. Returning 
later-on to dress, I see the salle @ manger full to overflowing. The 
Medicals are all feeding well and wisely, as Medicals ought to do. A | 
pleasant company. Only afew of the younger and idler spirits remain 
when I sit down to my dinner about eight. Excellent cuisine. 
Couldn’t be better. Salmon-trout from Christchurch, Poole pickles, 
beef from Boscombe, Hampshire ham with Bournemouth beans. For 
wine, Peter Pommery ’80; and the whole to finish with Corfe Castle 
Korffee, a Lyndhurst liqueur, and cigar in the sea-garden, or garden 
o’erlooking the sea. 

Lovely night. Then, after a stroll, ‘ to bed,” as Lady Macbeth | 
observes. Sensible person, Lady Mac. 

On second thoughts will look at papers in smoking-room. Am alone | 
at first, but in afew minutes room crowded Medical Association has 
returned in force. I catch occasional bits in conversation :— 

‘Pity McSmmum (or some name very like this) couldn’t come. | 
Great pity ; missed him immensely.” ere several stories about | 
McSremvm, all evidently more or less good, and all ipteresting- I 
myself begin to wish that McSrmmvm had arrived. He would have 
been an acquisition.) More medical men of various ages and with 
variety of spectacles. All enjoying themselves thoroughly,—quite 
medieal boys out for a holiday,—but every one of them, indivi- 
dually and collectively, intensely regretting the absence of Dr. 
McSruuum. I hear the voice of my friend Mr. Cares in the e. 
L will ask Mr. Capes about this celebrated Dr. McSmoccm, whom 
evidently I ought to know, at least by repute. Perhaps 1 have known 
him by sight for years ; perhaps he is a man with whom I often dive 
at the Club, and who entertains us in the smoking-room with strange 
stories of odd patients. His name I have heard long ago. Was it 
McSrumem? Not unlikely. Can’t remember. , 

Mr. Capes is energetically explaining and protesting to everybody. 
Amid the hum and buzz of voices, I catch what he is sa, It is 
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alone. He said he preferred it, as he had so much to do to-morrow.” 
Then several exclaim, “‘ But where is he now ?” 

‘*] don’t know,” replies the Proprietor. ‘‘ Most likely, being 
tired, he has gone to I myself showed him to his room, No. 142, 
on his arrival.” . | 

Heavens! The number of my room—is 142! Not another man in 
there! No. ... 1 see it all now. Tam Dr. McSmaucvu! The 
real McSmocum hasn’t arrived, and he hasn’t sent a message 


This accounts for my welcome, and the absence of all difficulty in | ( 


obtaining a room. But if he arrives now! where shall J be ? 

‘* What’s that about McSmorum ?” says a jovial voice, coming 
right into the midst of them. 

To which inquiry responds a chorus, ‘‘ He’s here! Mr. Capxs 
says so, but no one’s seen him.” 

“And no one’s likely to,” returns the cheery speaker. ‘‘ He’s 
staying with some friends a little way out of the town. He has just 
sent me a note by hand to say that he won’t occupy his room till 
to-morrow, and will be much obliged if Mr. Capes will forward by 
bearer a bag that was labelled and addressed to the room taken for 
him here, No. 142.” 

‘‘ But——” exclaims the Proprietor, aghast, ‘* but-——~” 

At this moment I catch sight of the man with the cheery voice. | 
Saved! I know him. It is my old friend, Sir Jomn Hanruey, M.D., | 
who, years ago, told me there was nothing the matter with me, only | 
I must take a holiday and go abroad to get better (most excellent | 
advice, and I’ve never been quite well since), and who now exclaims, | 
with all his old breadth o manner, ‘‘What you here! Bravo! | 
We’ll make you an honorary member !”’ 

The Proprietor looks at me, and I at the Proprietor. I know what 
is passing through the mind of Mr. Norrotk Capers, F.R.G.S, and 
P.R.B.H. I hasten to relieve his anxiety by saying, *‘ Thanks; I’m 
here only for the night; I’m off to-morrow. I've just come down 
here to look for a house. By the way, I rather think that Dr. 
McSrmmuvm’s bag must be in my room. Let’s see.” 

So I depart with the Proprietor. Explanations en route. Dr. 
McSruucum’s bag has been placed in my room, I should say in Ais 
rom. But I’ve got the apartment, and if it hadn’t been for the 
mistake, I should have been homeless and houseless, and a wanderer 
on the face of the sand at Bournemouth. Must write to that best of 
all doctors, McSmumum, and thank him for not coming to-night. 

As it is I spend a delightful evening with the Members of the | 


| B. M. A. here assembled, in the smoking-room. The conversation is 
chiefly about the use of aleohol and tobacco as poisons. The decision 
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KURDS AND AWAY! 


INDIGNANT We spoke out, and any amount 
Of strong language we used when we read the account, 
nd a teat slow! down our cheek 


- when we hea 
» Of the youthful Miss G. and the Kidnapping 
Kurd. 
We sat in our chairs, and, quite reckless of | 
_ life, (knife ; 
We wiped out the insult with war to the 
And it only redoubled our anger to read 
That the giri—so they said—had abandoned 
her creed. 


Such a thing was absurd, and, of course, 
Sp, 4 wasn’t true ; 
4) Much perplexed, we all wondered what we 
; ought for to do, 
Though we heard with delight they were on the girl’s track, 
And we wept in our joy when we knew she was back. 


But the wonderful ending remains to be told, 

For the maiden was fond of the warrior bold 

And embracing her husband (as is usual with brides) 
Mrs. Aziz embraced his religion besides. 


So our tears were all wasted, our threats all in vain, 
We can now feel quite calm and collected again. 

At the fate of the lady we all should rejoice, 

She is happy with Aziz, the man of her choice. 


Good luck to the bridegroom! Good luck to the bride! 
Good luck to the knot they have hastily tied! 

With all due respect, let us venture to say 

That we hope from her Kurd she will not run away ! 








ROBERT SEES THE PHOTOGRAFF TAKEN. 

Wett, I have seen some grandly hintresting sites in my time, | 
have, but never, no never, did I see anythink to ekal the picter as | 
seed on the werry larst day of July larst week, when, cS such a 
series of good lucks as I ardly ever had afore, I was priveledged for 
to see the Rite Honerable the Lord Marx . 
prepare hisself, with his two lately be- 
vighted Sheriffs, in the most scrumptious 
of their many rich dresses, and with the 
solid gold Carsket as was guv to the 
HemPrrer of Garmany about a fortnight 
ago, and had most misteriously cum 
back from abroad, all for to be photo- 
graffed altogether in one big grupe with 
all the Aldermen as they coud find handy 
in their rich crimson silk dresses, and | 
several werry Common Counsellers and \ 
Town Clarks and Remembrensers, et 
setterer, in horder as the longing world 
may see what sorts of Gents they was, 
and how they all looked when in their 
werry best > San and with their lovely 
solid gold deckorations le the Hem- ’ 
peRER and the Prince of WaLEs begged and prayed as they might 
have one a-peace) who arranged and carried out the grandest show | 
of modern times, wiz, when the Germay Hemprnor and his wife | 
cum to Guildhall. Oh, wasn’t they a long wile before the Gent coud 


| get ’em all into good places, and didn’t they all look sollem, when he | 
| said, ‘‘ Quite steddy, please!” 


“__Spzep THE Partine Guest.” 


arrived at towards one o'clock a:M., or, more correctly apuaking. the | 
Inn-decision, is that, on this particular occasion, one glass more of | 
something or other, and just one last pipe or cigar, cannot possibly 
hurt anybody, is is carried nem. con. ; and so, subsequently, we | 
djourn, not carried but walking. soberly and honestly, to bed. 

Next morning up with the lark, indeed a trifle earlier, and after | 
examining Bournemouth and finding excellent residences up above in 
beautiful air where it must always be breezy, I thank Mr. Norrorx | 
Cares, F.R.G.S. and P.R.B.H. for the hospitality shown me in his | 
exceptionally pleasant house, and I return by the swift 2°5 p.m. train, | 


which lands me at Vauxhall at 4°30 to the moment. Of course || -' 


am now expecting my diploma as Honorary Member of the British 
Medical Association. 








Axorner Jupiter.—That of the Old Stagers at Canterbury. Free 
List entirely at the Theatre, with the exception of just | 
vd Paper in the ; 


But not noboddy as reddily gives a ginny for a mere coppy of what 
I saw dun, will see all I saw without paying no ginny, and that was, 
to see the hole grand pistes built up, as it were, pogeamng. vite the | 
Lord Mare in his white hermine robe of poority and black | 
Cocked Hat of Power all most bewtifoolly and kindly arranged for 
him by the hartistic Sheriff. 7 

And then what a lesson on trew humility, to see the Lord Manz, 
in all his glory, retire to the Committee’s dressing-room, and there 
strip hisself to his werry shirt-sleeves and clothe hisself in the mere 
hordnary close of common humanety ! 4 

Ah! [henvys no man his persession of the bewtifool Photygraff, for | 
I, almost alone, can say, tho but a pore hed Waiter, I saw the grand | 
pictur grow like a bewtifool dream, and then saw it fade away like a | 
strawbery hice on « Summer’s Day! Ropert. 





La Pourressk: pe Portsmovrn.—The French Fleet may depend 
upon @ courteous welcome at Portsmouth by the Mayor, who is the 
‘* Pink” of Politeness. 
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THE HEIGHT OF IMPROPRIETY. 


Miss Grundison, Junior, ‘‘Tuere cors Lucy Hotroyp, ALL ALONE In A Boat with youncG Syipson as usvaL! So Imprvpext 


or THEM!” 


Her Elder Sister. “Yes ; HOW SHOCKING IF THEY WERE Upset AND DrowNeD—wiTHovuT A CHAPERON, You KNow!” 








“A LONG DISTANCE SWIM.” 


| [Our Session begar before last year was closed. It has been a Session 
| full of anxiety, full of fatigue. I am thankful to agree with your Lordship 
| im thinking that the people of this country will recognise that it has been a 
Session of hard and valuable work.’”"— Lord Salisbury at the Mansion House.) 


Don’t talk about Wess, Frxney, Fisner, or Darton; 
As Long Distance Swimmer our So.ty stands first, 

His wild watery way never tempted to halt on, 
Undaunted by cold as by hunger or thirst. 

Nine months in the waves, though, no man may enjoy ; 

So he’s glad that at last he’s in sight of the buoy. 


In November last year he first entered the water, 

To start on this special, most arduous swim, 
It was cold, with the wind in a winterly quarter 

But winds, like the waves, have small terrors for him. 
You remember accounts that the papers then gave 
(Here’s an extract) concerning this King of the Wave. 


‘Sonny (of Hatfield), and Surrr (who hails from Greenlands), 
started yesterday (November 25), for a second attempt—the first 
having been a failure—to swim from Tithes Pier to Purchase Point 
Buoy. It was an unfavourable time of the year for such an unpre- 
cedented feat of natation, but the Hatfield Champion was confident 
of success. He is a perfect whale at long-distance immersions, and 
has been heard to talk of ‘twenty years of resolute’ swimming 
against stream as a comparative trifle. His ‘pal and pardner,’ 
Surrr—more commonly known as the Sanguine Old *Un—was 
eel confident. Two boats accompanied the Champion, in one of 
which was his trusty Pilot, Smrrr, and in the other a Party of their 
‘Mutual Friends.’ One thing, indeed, was in the Hatfield man’s 
favour; his lately cocky and contemptuous competitors had been 
‘weeded out’ by a fortuitous series of verse circumstances, 
including what Sotty, in a spirit of cynical but excusable elation, 
subsequently called ‘that beneficent disease, the Influenza.’ The 
Irish Contingent, which not long ago looked dangerous, had become 
80 ~~ | demoralised by mutual hostilities and disputes between 
them and their backers, that there was not a single ‘ Paddy’ pre- 


pared to enter the water when the signal ‘gun’ fired for the start. 





Sotty, therefore, had it all to himself; the performance practically 
| resolves itself into a trial of his skill and endurance, and the ‘ Scythe 
Bearer’ is the only enemy against whom the Great Swimmer has to 
| measure himself. Indeed, he covered what may be called the first 
stage of his long journey with ease, and in an unexpectedly short 
time. Nevertheless, it is to be feared that ‘later on’ he will have to 
contend against cold, little or no sun, northerly breezes, &c.; the 
| ‘flowing tide’ will assuredly not always be with him, and before he 
| gets to the end of his briny journey, even the Hatfield Wonder will 
probably have * had casheh of it.’” 
True prognostication! But skilful natation 
Despite some ‘‘ anxiety’’ and much “ fatigue,” 
Has ‘* pulled Sotty through” to his *‘ pardner’s elation.” 
Together they ’ve plodded o’er many a league 
Of big tumbling billows. See those in the rear! 
They were ridden with skill, though regarded with fear. 
| ** The flowing tide”’ fails him, but side-stroke and breast-stroke 
Alternately serve him; fatigued but unhurt, 
Like Czsar, he swims. ‘‘ Now mate, put on your best stroke!” 
Sings out faithful Surrry, his pilot. ‘‘ One spurt, 
My Sot! ‘Two or three more strong strokes and ’tis done ; 
Our Long Swim, for the Buoy is at hand, and we’ve won!’ 


i — —E 





| Operatic Breps.—M. Mavret can sing but didn’t wish to sing in 
Mr. Istpore pe Tra-La-Lana’s new Opera, The Light of Asia. 
Where was Tra-1a-Lana when The Light of Asia didn’t come out’ 
M. Mavret seems to have said, that, if the ra were produced this 
season, he ’d be blowed if he sang, and the Opera would probably be 
damned, theatrically and operatically speaking. That’s the Moral 
or Mavret of the story. The Light of Asia mustn’t he snuffed 
lout altogether, but it may want trimming a bit, in order to shine as 
| brightly as Tra-ta-Lara expects it to do next season. There’s 


| good time coming, and good tunes too, we hope. 


AmenvDE Honoraste.—In making up the list of outside con- 
_tributors, Mr. Punch’s Private Secretary regrets having omitted the 
| name of Jonn HortirsesneaD, the friend of the Bloomsburians, and 
| the determined foe of Mud Salad Market and Monopolisers. ‘J. H., 


or, to reverse the initials, ‘‘ Honest Jony,” will now be satisfied. 
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ANOTHER STROKE OR TWO, AND WE’VE DONE IT!!” 


“A LONG DISTANCE SWIM.” 


** HOORAY !— 
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VOCES POPULI. 

BANK HOLIDAY. 
scene The Crystal Palace. The Nave is filled with a dense throng | 
ree seat commanding the most music is somethi 
distant view of a Variety Performance on the Great Stage 
been occupied an hour in advance, The less 
enjoy the spectacle of other persons’ hats or 
Ie romenaders jostie and hustle to their hearts’ 
content, or perform the war-song and dance of the Lower-class 
"Anry, which consists in chanting “* Oi tiddly-oi-tot; hoi-toi- 
Tired women sit on chairs and look at | 
nothing. In the Grounds, the fancy of young men and maidens | 
is lightly turning to thoughts of love ; the first dawn of the tender | 
passion being intimated, on the part of the youth, by chasing | orf ! 
his charmer into a corner and partially throttling her, whereupon 
the maiden coyly conveys that his sentiments are not unrecipro- 
im between the shoulde 
contend with fists for the smiles of beauty, | 
be heard bellowing inconsolably in the back-| An Old Gentleman (who has come out with the object of observing 


of Pleasure-seekers. Every 


Male and Female 


oi!” to a double shuffle. 


cated by thumping him 
time, two champi 
who may usuall 
ground. A small but inereasing 
per-centage have already had 
as much liquid refreshment as 
is good for them, and intend to 
have more. Altogether, the 
scene, if festive, might puzzle 
an Intelligent Foreigner who 
is more familiar with Con- 


ioyment. 


tinental ideas of en} 
A Damsel (in a ruby plush hat 
Why, if 


with a mauve reg: 

they yn’t got that bloomin’ ole 
statute down from Charin’ Cross! 
What ’s ’e doin’ of down ’ere, I 
wonder ? 

Her Swain (whose feather is 
only pink and white paper). Doin’ 
of? Tykin’ ’s d’y orf—like the 
rest of us are hig it. 

The Damsel (giggling). You go 
on—you don’t green me that w’y 
—a statute ! 

Swain. Well,’ yn’t this what they 
call a ‘* Statutory” ’Oliday, eh ? 

Damsel (in high appreciation of 
his humour). I'll feteh you sech a 
slap in a minnit! ’Ere, let’s gow 
on the Swissback. 

Another Damsel (in a peacock- 
blue hat with orange pompons). 
See that nekked young man on the 
big ’orse, ALF? It says ‘* Castor ”’ 
on the stand. ’Oo was ’e ?, 

Alf. Oh, I’d’now. I vera fr ‘ll 
be im as invented the Castor Ile. 

The Damsel (disgusted). Fancy 
their puttin’ up a monument to’sm/ 

Superior ’ Arry (talking Musie- 
halls to his Adored One), ’Ave you 
eard her sing “‘ Come where the 
Booze is Cheapest” ? 

The Adored. Lots o’ toimes. I 
do like ’er singi She mykes 


| sech comical soigns—and then the things she sez! But I’ve ’eard | rides, Com-rides! 
she’s very common in her tork, and that—orf the 


The S. A. I shouldn’t wonder. 


can’t ’ave ererythink ! 


His Adored. No, it 18 a pity, though. _ ’Spose we go out 


Kiss in the Ring ? 


Aone THE ErHNoLoeicaL Mopezts. 


Some on ’em are 
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Why , yer carn’t ’ardly tell the 
this lot ’ll be ’aving a 





has | that mouth-orgin o’ yours, 

ctual sta 
mnets. Gangs of | 
A Pimply Youth. “ 


did another beer. 


Oo-00, 

| down on somebody’s ’ed ! 

| mind of a shower o’ foiry smuts, 
do ’ave, &e., &e. 


rs. From time to 











~ yh 


sorrers. ‘ 
[A ** paraprosdokian 
|The O. G. Might I 


mo tat way. You 


| king! No matter what I see or 


Wife of British Workman (spelling out placard under Hottentot mig x I see or ’ear, it 
Group). “It is extremely able that bis interesting race will | [He laughs ** Ar-har, 


be completely extermina’ 
things ! 

British Workman 
mournin’ for ’em, SATRER 


Lambeth Larrikin (in a pasteboard “‘ pickelhaube,” and a false 
nose, thoughtfully, to BaTTERSEA BILL, who is wearing an old grey 
mepernes: and a tow wig, as they my double-breas 

ives), 


chimney-pot hat, with the brim 
contemplate a party of Botocudo 


| Savidges make o’ theirselves, ain’t it, Brix ? 


at no very distant period.” 
loa? philosophy). Well, I shan’t go inter | infernal nuisance! 


Pore | 


upon the trumpet, wit 
| The O. G. (roused). 1 


mansion in 
‘orm, as train stops.) 
’ 


Rum the sights these ’ere form, tr 
O1-tol-oF . 


CuorLEy—tith dismal results). 


anfeast. See, they 
Chelsea Chorley. Good job we can’t ’ear'em, 
downright horful. Give us ‘* 
yer? 

and | (Vauxwatt Vorzer obliges on that instrument ; everyone in the neigh- 
bourhood begins to 49 mechanically ; exeunt part ; 
opium-eater from Java. 
| they gits as stoopid as biled howls on—it’s about time we went and 


Hever since we was 
Sharin’ Cac notch delights nia da Qadat 
whie im pot 
ask you to make a li 


and pl’y | Sir? { 
(They do. | Ole Fred (roaring): * U'm jolly as a 
| morril of my moth-ar, (# O. G.) the 


stick obbligato on the roof. 
really must beg you not to t. 
ere are women and children 

Old Fred. Shet up, ole umbereller whiskers 
from women and children, which encour 
** An’ the roof ————— but the 


c of gol : 
Strand!” ( leon 
Come in, oh, lor, do! * Obtic ly -ok-toi ! 


up the refrain—’ Ave a drink an’ wet your 


69 








They are cures those blackies! 
men the wimmin! I expect 
’re ied their myusic. ‘ 

ey sa ig 
fi-tiddly-he” on 


, dancing. 
at’s the stuff 


[They retire for that purpose. 


Dvurine THE Frreworks. 
Chorus of Spectators. There's another lot o’ bloomin’ rockets gowin 
! nt that pene f What a lark if the sticks come 
ere, 


didyer see ’em bust? Puts me in 
Lor, so they do—what a fancy you 


Comme Homer. 


Bank Holiday manners—which he 
has done from a respectful distance 
—to his friend, as they settle down 
in an empty first-class compart- 
ment), re, now we just 
et comfortably off before the crush 
Coches Now, to me, y know, this 
has been a most interesting and 
gratifying experience—wonderful 
spectacle, all immense crowd 
enjoying bg its ome “a 
isterously, > t, on the | 
whole, with wade decorum ! 
Really, very exhilarating to see— 
but you don’t with me ? 
1s Friend (reluctantly). Well, 
I must say it struck me as rather 
pathetic than—— 
The O. G. (testily), Pathetic, Sir 


—nonsense! I like to see op e 
putting their heart into it, whether 
it’s play or work, Give me a 


crowd — 

[As if in answer to this prayer, 
there is a irruption of 
typical Bank Holiday-makers 
into the compartment. 

Man by the Window. Third- 
class as good as fust, these days! 
There ’s ole Frep ! ayo, Frep, 
tumble in, ole son—room for one 
more in’! 

(‘Ore Frep” plays himself in 
with a thiumphal blast on a 
tin trumpet, after which he 

hammers the roof 
with his stick, as he leans 
against the door. 

Ole Fred, Where’s my blanky 
friend ? I ’it’im one on the jaw, 
and I ain’t seen ’im since! (Sings, 
sentimentally, at the top of a 

om- 


naturall erful voice.) * 
a Guerin’ each other's 


of repetition, 
Tistotoatos there 


” 


little less 


Whi ‘om over-tired children. 
y te ae I’m ‘a as 4 
"ear, I larf at heverything! I’m the 


of your ar! And 
me larf ‘ Ar-har'’” 
which he gives a piercing blast 


such an 
here who—— 

! (Screams of laughter 

him to sing again.) 

mlies are In 


To lat- 


Batt. Bill (more thought Yer right—but I dessay if you | [The rest take 
and me ’ad , , " &c., and beat time with their boots, 
Locked! eam Doe. eusene: Font fe ,s00; showldat-carerow wo) 1, 77) if this apeminalla Boe goes ony I shall call the guard 


Vaurhall ‘oilet (who has exchanged headgear with Cuetsea | —disgraceful, coming in drunk li 
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“wie TY! 


THE FESTIVE FORCEPS. 
(A Dream of the Dentist's Chair.) 











The Man the Window. ’Ere, dry up, Guv’nor—’e ain't ‘ad 
enough to ’urt ’im, ’e ain’t! 

Chorus of Females (to O. G.). An’ Bank ’Oliday, too—you orter 
to be ashimed o’ yerself, you ought! ’E’s as right as right, if you 
on'y let him alone ! 

Md Fred (to O. G.). Ga-arn, yer pore-’arted ole choiner boy! 
(Says, disma iy)» “Ow! for the vani Spring-time! Ow! for the 
dyes gorn boy! Ow! for the”’—(changing the melody)—“ ’omeless, 
I wander in lonely distress. No one ter pity me—none ter caress!” 
Here he sheds tears, overcome by his own , but presently 
cheers up.) “I dornce all noight! An’ I rowl ’ome toight! I’m 
rare-un at a rollick, or I’m ready fur a foight.”” Any man ’ere 
wanter foight me ? Don't say no, ole Frecklefoot! (Zo the O. G., 
who perspires freely.) Oh, I am enj’yin’ myself! 

Fite keeps “p this vam rattle, without intermission, for the 
remat 


e journey, which—as the train stops every- 
wohere, a takes quite three rters of an hour in 
ons Srom ’s Road, “even. to Victoria 
affords as proof of his social resources, though it 


somewhat modifies the O. G.’s enthusiasm for the artless 
gaiety of a Bank Holiday. 





** On the Square.” 


“ A Curqve-Mare’s a husband who's found a good catch,” 
_ Be lisp ips that romance little reck. 
Yes, and many a close ‘‘ matrimonial” match 


Is won by “* perpetual cheque.” 


| 
AN ’UMBLE CORRECTION. 

In ‘‘The New Yachting,” a discursive paper, pleasantly written by 
Sir Morert Macxenzre, M.D., in The Fortnightly for this month, 
the author quotes a verse from the old song of ** Jim Collins,” or. 
as he writes it, ‘‘ John Collins” (by way of proving that the drink 
known by that name was originated by this individual), but quotes 
it, to the best of our knowledge and belief, inaccurately. It was set 
to the air of ‘‘ Jenny Jones,” and thus it ran :— 

* And my hokkipashun 
Is sarvin’ out liquors 
To such sportin’ covies 
As chance to come there.” 


“ My name is Jim Coins, 
*Ead-vaiter at Limmers’, 
The corner of Conduck Street, 
*Anover Sqvare. 


This, we venture to assert, savours more of the old bar and the 
ancient sanded floors, more of the by-gone Cider Cellars and extinct 
Vauxhall Gardens, more of the early mornings and late nights, more 
of the rough-and-ready ‘‘ P. R.” times, than the veneered version 
We may be 


for the drawing-room given us by Sir M. M., M.D. 


wrong, but—we don’t think we are. 





AFTER LUNCH. 
A Fancy Sketch, Copied from Cobb. 

[“ There are numerous instances of Members of the legal profession having 

acquired habits of intemperance in consequence of the facilities for procuring 


aleoholie drinks in the building, and the difficulty of obtaining tea and 
coffee.”"—Cobb, on the Refreshment Bars of the Law Courts. | 


Scene—Apartment in the Chancery Division. Time, 2°15 P.x. 
Judge, Bar, Solicitors, and Public discovered in a state more 
easily imagined (by Mr. Coss) than described. 


Judge (thickly). What want t’know—what-do-next ? (Smiles. 
Very hot! Very hot indeed! Frowns. 
First Q.C. (rising unsteadily). P’raps m’Lord let m’explain! 
Case of Brown-versus-Smith, should say—course — Smith-versus- 
Brown. (Smiles.) Absurd! Can’t-say-more! [Sits down abruptly. 
Judge (angrily). Very irregular this! Commit—contempt—Court! 
Second Q.C. (leaning luxuriously on desk). P’raps m’ Lord let me 
|explain. Learned friend—drunk! [ Disappears under his seat. 
| Judge (angrily, to Second Q. C.) So you! so everybody! (With 
| maudlin tenderness.) Must respect Court! (Savagely.) You are all 
disgusting—disgustingly—’tosticated! Adjourn—morrow mornin’. 
Usher, brandy sodah! [Scene closes in—fortunately! 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


’ 

| House of Commons, Monday, July 27.—Quite like old times to- 
|night. Public business interrupted, and private Member suspended. 
| The victim is Atkryson, Member for Boston; been on the ran- 
page all last week; a terror to the Clerks’ 
table; haunting the Speaker’s Chair, and 
making the Sergeant-at-Arms’s flesh creep. 
Decidedly inconvenient to have a gentleman 
with pale salmon neck-tie and white waist- 
coat, suddenly popping his head round 
Spraker’s Chair, and crying, ‘Ah, ah!” 
*“No, you don’t!” ‘‘Would you, then?” 
and other discursive remarks. Curious how 
ATkrNson, indulging in these luxuries hin- 
self, hotly resents attempts by others to enjoy 
similar exotics of conversation. Narrating 
his grievances just now, he dwelt with espe- 
cial fervour on one of them. ‘ One of the 
Clerks,” he told the House, “‘ when I showed 
him a Motion, said, ‘Oh! oh!’ I said, 
* Don’t say “Oh! oh!” to me.’” ; 

““Why not?” asked Hanxey, with that 
direct, almost abrupt manner that becomes 
Magistrate for Surrey and Chairman of the 
Consolidated Bank. “Why not? Are you 
to have monopoly of this simple interjection 
Are res to appropriate all the ©’s in the 
alphabet ? Is not a Clerk at the Table a man 
and a brother, and why may he not, if the 
idea flashes across his active brain, saJ, 
‘Oh! oh!’?” 

That rather floored Arxryson ; brought 
him (so to speak) to his senses. Told me 
afterwards he had never looked on matters 
in that light. Great advan having 
; man like HanKEY going round prepared at 
moment's notice to take common-sense view of situation and depict 
| it in terse language. Sobering effect on ATKINSON only momentary. 


Ne mnt 





** No Hankey-Pankey 
with me.” 
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Whilst SPEAKER was narrating circumstances on which he had based 








_who prattles on 





be Arrassing. 


charge against him of frivolous and vexatious conduct, Member for 
Boston was bouncing about on seat like parched pea, shouting out, 

“Oh! oh! ‘Ah! 1” “No you don’t!” and offering other 
pertinent but fr agmentary remarks. 

‘Reminds me,” said Member for Sarx, “‘ of the scene in the 
Varden household, when Miss Miggs returns expecting to be re- 
instated in her old ‘place of predominance, near the person of Dolly's 
mother. You remember how, when she finds the me is up, she 
turns rusty, and betrays her mistress’s ability to ‘faint away stone 
dead whenever she had the inclinations so to do?’ ‘Of course, 
Miss Mig : centers, ‘I never see sich cases with my own re. 
Ho, no! he, he! Normasterneither! Ho,no! He, he, he! 

So a” kept up a running commentary on observations of 
successive Members, including Seurre of Matwoop and Joxr™. 
Joxr™ at one time, startled by “Oh! oh!” sounding in his right ear 
as he was making very cdkey observation, nearly fell over the 
folded hands he was nervously rubbing. Situation growing em- 
ATKINSON pop ing up with ever-inereasing vivacity ; his 

‘Oh! oh’s!” and his ‘ no's!” growing in frequency and 
stormy intensity. Must > “- rid of somehow; but su ing he 

won't go? Must Joxrm and the Squire, as Mover and Seconder 


of Motion for a lead him bodily forth ? or would the Sergeant- | 


at-Arms be called on, and should we see revival of the old game, 
when Braptaven and dear old friend Gosset used to perform a pas 
de deux between the gaping doorway 
mr na Arxryson (still like Miss Miggs, as Sark insists) suddenly 
collapsed. 

t is usual,” observed the Speaker, ‘‘at this point for an Hon. 
Me mbe T to withdraw 

“Oh! Oh!” said ArerNsox, ‘ withdraw ? ee, I hag ok 
But,” and here he is voice to impressive whi wil 
come a 2 Then, pothesis up his papers, he tri oped Pehily forth, 
and the Varden household—! mean the House of Commons, dropped 
once more into commonplace. 

Business done.—ATKINSON expelled for a week. 

Tuesday.—Savumme of Matwoop d into poetry, and was 
— leased with ‘little exercise. Backed a m , Motion 
sus ing Twelve o’Clock rule, 80 as to sit to t, 
an wind up business of Session. ‘‘ We may,” he aed y, 
with a little variation, the late Mr. Moone’s verse:— 

“ The best of all ways to shorten our 
Is to steal a few hours from the night.” 


‘‘ That doesn’t scan,” said Curipers, who is nothing if not critical. 
“Of course it doesn’t,” said 
the Savrre, testily ; ‘ ‘there are 


a pair of feet left out. But yew 
know, Tory, how the run. e 
last line should —% s to steal a 


few hours from the ht, m 
Love.’ Now, Theoretically oa 


in accordance with order, all our 
observations are directed per- 
sonally to the SPEAKER. said ft 
what would have been said if I 
had com 

I should 
frivolity, aml 
like ATKINSON. 


a in 
House just now, attr bw that 
fell on ATKINSON. _— 


impending doom is .Morron. 
Atrnevs CrxopHas not at all 
satisfied with condition of 
affairs. Arkovson has stolen 
—— on be eh aight to gall cp 
Jetermined to-night to up ee oad 
lost way. In mi on Nothing if not critical. 
Irish Votes moved to reduce charge for nes Police by £1000; 
proposed to show at some is excessive. Committee 
thought Irish Members might be left to look after A for them- 
selves. Howled at ALPHEUS cuntimnottey Se ee ten minutes; 
then he sat down, moving reduction im 
Pity Prinee of Napwes hadn’t chosen this time for visit ; 
have given him much livelier im ion of the than he gained 
when he sat in Gallery just Questions, listening to CLaRk 
discoursing about Seotch Crofters to audience of nineteen, including 
Speaker. Business done.—Committee of Supply. 
Wednesday.—House rapidly thinning ; Akers-Dovetas has hard 
work to keep his men tozether fatliter off like leaves fn-wintry 








<<” NOTICE. —Rejected Communicetions or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, —_— 
in no case be returned, sot even when atuumpanied by 2 Stumped antl Addressed Ex 


there will be nd 


and the astonished Mace ? | 


would | 


weather. Been a long Session, and a weary one. 
duty to our QUEEN and C ountry kept us here unto this last. 

‘And now I’m off,” said Sack or QuEEN ANNE’ 8 Gare. “y| 
don’t know how you'll get on without me, dear boys.’ 

*We’ll try, we’ll try,” murmured the Peesmantiens gathered j in | 
the smoke-room for the last cigarette. 

ou see,”’ the Sacer continued, ‘* some lives are valuable to the 

country, ant d must be eared for, whatever violence is done to rivate 
feeling. 
Roosr, He-who-is-to-be-Obeyed, has ordered me to Marienhad, 





ui 


—_—— 
—— 


Only sense of | 


For my part, I would much rather be here, but Rusrey | 
and 


Igo. ‘ But,’ like Arkrxson and another ancient Roman (of whom you 
may have read in school-books), ‘I return.’ In the meanwhile, take 
care of Mr. G. Don’t let him overwork himself, or ruthlessly | 
endanger his health. It is precious to all of us, more especially to | 
some of his colleagues on the Front Bench. I often thin of what | 


will happen when he retires from the scene. 
a kind of Suttee. There are quite a lot of old wives in his political 








I fancy there will be | 


establishment, who cannot resist, what must, indeed, be their 
natural inclination, the call to immolate themselves on the funeral | 
py re. There’s —, and ——, and = (Wild 
norses couldn’t drag these names from me. Anyone ‘interested 
should write to the Sacer, Poste Restante Marienbad.) ‘They 


could not think of lingering on ee political seene after the retire- 
ment of the head of the family. I shall ey —_ the Suttee. 
It will be an interesting and ennobling spectacle. It will, moreover, 
make some room on the newly construc ted Treastry Bench.” 

Business done.—Sace goes off by the Club train. The two 
| muffled-up figures seen in the background of the station are 
| emissaries of Ak exs-Doveas charged with the mission of ascertain- 
ing whether he’s really gone. 


Saturday.— House sitting to-day. Should have prorogued | yesterday 
at latest; but, somehow, ain 
ti on; Members, 
for their part, drifting 
| off ; affairs reached low- 
est level; business prac- 
tieally wound up; but 
}House must needs sit 
| wey week in oe 
at A peprintion I 
may be got through all 
its stages, and so the 
Constitution saved. 
Looking round the dull 
|and deadly scene, dis- 
cover Wanppy, Q.C., 
with legs engagingly 
intertwined, and the 
forefinger that has 
Wagged a verdict out of 
many juries res on 
his massive brow. ‘Got 
a headache?” I asked, 
ythat being the most 
‘natural thing under the ~ 


circumstances. 

**No, I’ve got am idea. I’ll pair’ go off for my Weii- earned 
holiday, leaving others $0 look she the pees Se 
So will I,” I said, gs ceneht 3 and borne away by that 
enthusiasm whieh has so often influenced amount of damages in 
breach of promise cases. * Business done. — Practically finished. 


Tosy, M.P., pairs for dl days of Session. 


AULD-(ER)-MAN GRAY. 
(The Song of a Coming Celebrity.) 


[Alderman Gray is to be ee next a Bee unopposed, on retirement 
VANS 
Wen Savory has ruled a twelvemonths to a day, 
Guid Evays he ’ll withdraw to F ve place to lucky Gray; 
To Auld-( (oe)-caem Gray, who shall rule in the Ci-tee, 
sas ws ce ony born = on ey Iam he! 
gang like a host, though ’tis airly to n; 
I try not to be prood, ne ge Ade a 
But I will do my best a guid Lord Mayor to be, 
For Auld-(er)-man Gray will soon rule in the Ci-tee! 


t} 

















Answers TO Corresronpents.—Lcgal Fiction.—The Lord Chief | 
Justice was ce rtainly a little severe in his remarks on Stock Exchange | 
morality, and it is natural that you should feel hurt at the ignorant | 
criticism of a mere outsider. 
tion but that the Stock Exchange affords the highest example i in this | 
| country of a a school of honour and virtue. What is called * * Legal 
Intelligence” is often ve ry Cetective. 
s, or Pictures of any description, will 
Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 








As you remark, there can be no ques | 


THE | 
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UAM-VAR 
WHISKY. 


rHE FAMOUS OLD SCOTCH. 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


= If TRE PALACE AND THE SHIZLING. 


a2 BEST POR CAMP, MOOR, OR LOGH. 
Highest Awards. 
Recommended by the Medical Paeulty. 


b G3I3VE, EDMTSURGH and LOMDON. 





THE 


G. B. 
DIABETES WHISKY 


no Sugar Is not stored in Sherry Cask. 


DIABETES, GOUT, & KIDNEY COMPLAINTS. 


“Certainly seems to deserve its nama.”"~Laxoue. 
48s. per Doz, 
CARRIAGE PAID. 


GEO. BACK & CO., 


Devonshire Square, 


London. 





Tan REAL "oor @ Rimpunas. 
i cael ee 
Purity, as prod 
Supoed © h M aep mm xRRY 


A Luxury in Pure Scoteh Whiskies. 


« 
BLENDED 


| MORRISON'S ISLAND, CORK. 
7 





= : 
_EISHAW & (08°) 


ree Ee See 





0 uT “CURED 
IN 


i. T. LAIT, F PreatagSe cid, Satie, Norfolk. 





Ripe hs = 
a 
RAZOR 


ed Perfeet, 
adic Ua lowe Bane 1A a 


“Quod ab Ommtbus Qued 
Ubigue.” 


A polhinaxis 
THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” 


“The best beverage,” 
TRrurm 


—y 
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S. & H. HARRIS’S 
HARNESS COMPOSITION 


(Wagempacor). 


S. & H. HARRIS’S 


Se boat Jiarmess, and 
SADDLE PA ASTE POLISHING. zaare 
5.‘ B HARRIS. LONDON, 


"Ge GHAS CAMERON, M.D. apas—" An Excell a 


NEAVE'S F FOOD = 


De. BARTLETT, Ph.D., roa, ast — mn ose = arming contituent are far above e the 
average of 


Custer’, | 





ot the bent 


CARLTON 


HIGHLAND MALT 


WHISKEY. 


GOLD MEDAL, CALCUTTA EXHIBITION less. 
an: _,-" Ss. the Dos. 


A agin oe amie be en att 


RICHD. MATHEWS re 00., 
24 and 25, Hart St., Bloomsbury, W.C. 


Gold by all Leanixe Mencusnrs throughout 
md Inptas and the Coton ins. 


OLD IRISH WHISKY. |< 
CORK 
DISTILLERIES 


COMPANY, 
Limited. 
Head Offices: 














Exquisite Model. Perfect Fit. Guaranteed Woan, 


“Vall 


PATENT DIAGONAL 








EERINGS son 


ee gg 


HE ANDY. 
Gag Ligaen: 











Extraet. 


ah 


HE 


T00 FAT, 2 


STATES 
WAVY REVOLVER ish a ent et aye 
Be Matta Pag: ees at 
eal. aprgss anda) ad aie % a 


Car r ©. 


T's MAGAZINE RIFLES. 
cones” Ghairae 
eartied off all at Pein 
burgh, Dabils in iow Price List free. 
28, Glasshouse 8t., Pieeadilly Circus, London, W. 


HAVE YOU A BABY? 


ia, cont ee 8 Oe oT Oolnlon = taptienes niais and 
from Clo — &ec. 


HORLICK’S Re -— on os Cae r to Sespet, 
MALTED MILK. | «Goi "ell 


A PERFECT FOOD IN ITSELF. Of all Grocers, Chesharty te 
__ & GOW HILL, LOSDOR, BC. __! Senuse & Co. 1S taberem Oe. se 


‘me wow ~hemeb: bes 


TAMAR coats To, 
INDIEN 228%# 
GRILLON. 











TRY IT IM YOUR BATH. 


SCRUBB'S (Seay) AMMONIA. 
Bo ey oeenare™ 
cateatie Tor Yodlet purposes” 
Splenda Cleapsing reparation 


air. 
Remevem: Stains and Grease Spots 














‘\e eErEtoN, 09, Queen Street, Giay, Londen} 


SEAM CORSET. |f 


Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 
AND BROWN LABELS 


ee ee 
TAAFFE & & SOLDWELL' 8 


SHIRTS. 6 £33 


a 











Unbreakable | 


Section 
Shirt Stu 


‘ONE ONE PIPE Su | 
wie 


oven 
DAMAGE 
Preity and ‘jew alless, 


AND WHOLESALE ONLY 
bp 44 LONDON, 


nine Marks Act er The 
tet 





Bor Th 
Baking 
Powder 





SOL LP ALL CRENTSCS AND OLVCCITS, 2s. Of. # LOX 

















Dattialtehs <p tncevate 


PUNCH, OR inet LONDON CHARIVARI.—Avous —Avoust 8, 1891. 
a I 


EST AWARD, Adclaide,1887. 


Ste Lance mye: 
—" Would be asi- 
eietel with great 
on.” 

The London Medi- 
ost Record mys: — 

‘It is retained 
when all other 

| foods are re 


is. 4., | a. 64, &., , St, and 10s, » Of Chemists, » everywhere. _ WHOLESALE 0 


RINSE NEMEOSSONG) MANOS 








+ v ea 


,. i a Ay aa 





= 
OF THE PRINCIPAL MUSIC-SELLERS THROUCHOUT THE | WOKLD. 
calc Profession, Pest Free. Established over Half s Century. 


ap "LADIES, WRITE AT ONCE TO | 

IBIRD’ iS HY. PEASE & 60.’$ SUCCESSORS, 
7 eee 

CUSTARD ORESS FABRICS. 


3 ANY LENGTH CUT AT MILL PRICES.’ 
All the Latest and most Fashionable Designs, and entirely new weavings of the 
i World - renowned Cross - Warp Serges, Coe Ee Medal edal Merinos x 
— ats, nry | 

Supplies a Daily Luxury—Dainties in Endless | schaseres. Frints, Sophy, Desam, Eouge Tweeds, 
Variety — The Choicest Dishes and Richest | Any article not approved exchanged within seven days. a 
1 to Sample. Carriage Paid on all Orders to any TRailwa Station in Great Britais | 

Custard. and to Dublin, Belfast, Limerick, Cork, and Waterford. 


Hy. PEASE & CO.’8 SUCCESSORS, The MILLS, DARLINGTON. 
NO EGGS REQUIRED. | x London Sale Boom :-—244, Regent Street | (over Jeff's, the Furrier’s). a 


“CADBURY'S _ 


| COCOASABSOLUTELY PURE, renee BEST 


Cadbury on any packet of Cocoa or Chocolate is a guarantee of purity. he Annual. 


Printed by William Stuart Smith, of No. nehewny, is the Fu im the Parish of Islington, in the County of Middlesex, at t OfMers of Messrs. A , & Co., Limited, 
Loseee bard Street, tp the a eae toh of D0 er, 2 him at No. 65, Fleet © im the Parish of ice e, Sty ot Londoa.—Sarendar, Regust 8, 1d. 








Travelling _| F.C. BURNAND'S| Quite Very Rather Happy 


a dene d, Ha = at Much at Thoughts 


or at Sea. _| ILLUSTRATED, |Home. Abroad. Sea. .» ‘More’ 
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PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, © 
LONDON. 


LIEBIG COMPANY'S. 


EXTRACT OF BEEF. pesreer PURITY ABSOLUTELY GUARANTEED. 
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PATERSON’S 
GUIDE 
BOOKS. 


40 Maps, &c., 6+. and is. 64 


Usreen Kivenos 


Pe wo axe Wacee—4) Maps and Plans, t+ 

Scot: so -Seotiand, 2s. 64 and ie. Edinburgh, ls 
and 44 T revmmac hea. and 64. Glasgow and 
la of i and 6¢. Land of Seott, 
Orkney and ® a + and ha 

Re ed Mapes and Plana, le 

Ramee Pa Coloured Maps and Plans 

0, Levelt . c art Paternoster Rew, EC., 
kneile 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1826. 
Accumulated Fund, 74 Millions Stg. 


FOR PROTECTION 
ANIWLSIANI P 





EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 83 King William Street, E.C. 
3 Pall Mall East, 8.W. 
DUBL IN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
ranches & Agencies in India & the Colonies. 


CAUTION. 
“THE THREE CASTLES” 
TOBACCO. 





Ta the Chanerry Division of the High =“ of 
ouaioe, im an uctlon of W. D. 2H. O. Wiss 

ainst Maacos Wuenereis and Cima Benerew, “ot 

Aldershot, Surrey, Tobacconists, Mr Justice North 
om the Mth day of March, 171, granted o ual 
injunction restraining the Defendants from offering 
for sale er selling tobacco not of the manufacture or 
merchandise of W. DD. & H. O. Wiere as and for 
The Taree Gustles” Tobaceo. The Defendants 
were also ordered to pay the costs of the action 

In consequence of froquent imitations of Mears. 
WwW. bd & HH O. WILLS “THRER CASTLES” 
TORBACOD th st firm give this public notice, ane 
an — Tebaeeo under the title 

fuk THREE CASTLES omeq - that i 
factured by Mewars. W, D. & / ILLS, will be 


proceeded against 
MCKENNA & ©O., 
7 & 8, Nasingball Street, London, E.C. 
Bolicit« asta Messrs. W -D s ahesh 0 WILis. 


LADIES, TE A AT 03 ONCE TO 


HENRY PEASE "lk CO.’S SUCCESSORS, 
THE MILLS, 


DARLINGTON, 


POR PATTERNS OF TEEIR NEW 


Dress Fasrics. 


SENT POST FREE ON APPROVAL 
TO ANY ADDRESS 


Any Length Cut at Mill Prices. 


ALL THE LATEST AND MOST PASHIONABLE 
DESIGNS 
Any article not approved exchan, within Seven 


Days. All Goods are warrant te be equal te 
Sample. Carriage Paid on all Orders to any Hailway 
Station in Great Britain, and te Dublin, Belfast, 
Limerick, Cork, and Waterford. 
London Sale Room — 


244, REGENT STREET. 
Over JEFF'S, the Purriers.) 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES. 


= BEST 
FOOD 
INFANTS. 


In Tims, Is., 2s., 5e., and 10s. each. 


SAVORY & MOORE, conoon, 


AND 80°" EVERYWHERE. 





| for imparting o 





FRY’S PURE 


CONCENTRATED 
SOLUBLE 


“TI consider it a very rich, delicious Cocos.” 


COCOA 


WwW. E R. STA) TLEY, M.D. 















< & “a4 
F, foe en ae we 
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f bvcsthes © Sagreeee 
SWEET SCENTS 
LOXOTIS yp + Gh 
\FRANGIPANNI PSIDIUM 


May be obtained 
Of any Chemsst or 
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THE BEAUTY OF THE SKIN ENHANCED BY 





POUDRE AMOUR 


repared by Picaap oe 


A xen Powder od suiryh a —_ 
Hygienic and “Te ill bes a ing and soften - 
It i, weleomed by all, 
tural fraicheur to the 





ing the Skin 


complexion 


Gentlemen will find it most ssething and pleasant 


for use after shay 
In three tints ; ““Hianche for for fair skins, Naturelle 
for darker complexions, and Rachel for use by 


artificial light 
Price ls. By Foire Ram Ghervetics, Is. 3d 
To be had of all Chemists, &e 
: B. HOVENDEN & SONS, 
31-33, BERNERS STREET, W 
And 91-05, CITY ROAD, E.C., LONDON 











COLT'S NEW 
STATES | 


for se Protection, Traveliers, and 

for Mamears . takes Eley's 38 

cal. Express and all other @& cal 
tol Cartridges 


RIFLES, 


coLT’s 


LICHTNING MACAZINE 
For Large and Small Game, Rook shooting, and | 


Target Practice, are unsw accuracy and 
unequalled for rapidity of fire. 
COLT’S REYOLVERS 
earried off all highest Prizes at Bish Edin- 
burgh, and Dublin tn 1890. args Las » 


COL’ 
26, Glasshouse Bt, Ploeadilly Circes, ‘London, W. 











WAVY REVOLVER 


MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


DRESSING BAGS, 





> of Parties offering imitations of 


'MACNIVEN & CAMERON’S PENS 


ens invented, and it is only 
tees to record the fact.”— 


best 


* They are the 
bare justice to the pa 


Suaewsscar News 





r Box, 
all the 


64. and is 
Sample Box o 


Waverley Works, 


at all Stationers. 
kinds, Is, 1d. by Post. 
EDINBURGH. 





/FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH. 


Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 


Prevents the decay of the TEETH 
Renders the Teeth PEARLY WHITE. 
Is perfectly harmless, and 
Delicious to the Taste 
Is partly composed of Honey, and extracts 
from sweet herbs and plants. 
Of all Chemists and Perfumers throughout the 
world. 2s. 6d ver ttle. 


TLOBILINE TOOTH POWDER cxly, 


Put up in glass jars. Price ls. 


Prepared only by 
The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 
33, Farringdon Road, London, B.C. 


LEA & PERRINS’ 
SAUCE. 


The Original and Genuine ‘‘ Worcestershire Sauce.”” 
For HOT and COLD 
MEATS, 

GRAVIES, 
SALADS, 
SOUPS, 
GAME, 
FISH, 
WELSH 


RAREBITS, 
&c., &c. 


La Lerreria 


ery Kottle of the Genuine 
1d Urigina: 










Bignature is on 





STREETER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIES. 


DIAMONDS, white, , and modern cut, 


RUBIES of the pigeon’ s blood colour, 
SAPPHIRES ‘of the true blue colour, 


PEARLS of the finest. lustre, 


RARE ; and CURIOUS GEMS, and _ 


D!AMONDS of all 


‘colours. 


STREETER & COMP., Gem Experts, Bond St, London. 





OXFORD.-MITRE 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONO Mig, 
FIRST-CLAS® HOTELS IN THE Kive 


SEAFORD BAY, SEAFop 


THE “ESPLANADE” HOTE!, Ajay 
Sussex Downs and fronting the fea 
Bracing Air. Magnificent Views Bea ont 
Sanitary arrangements perfect The Hota 
ready to —— v _ Ts on and after _— 
BEVES SMI TH 


GRAND MOTE 
"LONDON, kn 


FINEST SITUATION 
EVERY LUXURY op 
COMFORT 
MOST RécHERcH 
im CUISINE. 























VERY MODERaT 
Px TARIFF, 





Pe) - 
COLIC) 


“WHITBHALL COUR 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITENALL & 





8.W. 

These excellent Suites are fitted with every 
pesreneenes Hot and Cold Wat 
Light and eile’ Visitors’ and Servant 
operation night and ro and occupy te 

tion in London, affording extensive 

River (with the Surrey Hills in the 
and the Embankment Gardens. They are 
conveniently and centrally situate with 


the princi Clubs, Theatres, &c. The 
all cy to suit the wishes of incoming } 
and the Rents include all Rates, Tua, 


and heating of the (x 
e services of all the Perm 










HOT MINERAL SPRINGS 


Daily yield 507,600 


air pe Pita -fem = 
alayged and pertected wonton of Bi Both ~~ 


ted the Baths at great 
Tus Barus a Ee 
henore. and Daily in the i recent Roos. 
the Manager attention wt 
KING OF TABLE WATE 
CHARCED ENTIRELY WITH NATURA 
Prevents Gout, Rheumaetiss, 
Indigestion. 
Mixes equally well with W 


Spirits, or Milk. 


Not medicinal, but an agreeable health 
beverage 


SUPPLIED AT ALL FIRST-CLASS B 
AND RESTAURANTS 


Sample Cases of 60 Pinte, 186, inclatine 
JOHANNIS SPRINGS, 
ZOLLHAUS, GERMANY. 
Wuotesate Srones— 


2a, WHARF ROAD, CITY ROAD, 


BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 08. 
BRINSMEAD 


JOHN BRINSMEAD & 50¥4 

Pianoforte Makers to H.R.H. the Princes 
1s, Wigmore Street, w. 

tablished over half a century. 


MADE WITH BOILING WA? 


EPPS 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTIN. 


cOcCcO 


MADE WITH BOILING 


HAVE YOU A BAE 


If so, send for 3s free bottle, with tes 
Medical Opinions, of 


HORLICK'S 
MALTED Mil 


A PERFECT FOOD 
39, SNOW HILL, TONDO BG 




























































































































Aveust 15, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





73 














—__ 
ae 

























— 
SITUATION 
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eCHERCHE 
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A TERRIBLE TALE. 
Aas! it had of course to be! 
For weeks I had not left my 


room, ime 
When one fell day there came on 
An awful doom. 
A burly rough, who drank and 
swore, [shout 
Without a word—I could not 
Attacked me brutally, and tore 
My nails right out. 


No well-conduc 
pricked him— 
He mercilessly beat me there, 
His helpless victim. 
With cruel zest he beat me well, 
He beat me till in parts I grew— 
I shudder as the tale I tell— 
W\\\\\ 8 All black and blue. 


But what on earth he was about, 
I could not guess, do what I 
would ; fout 
But when at length he cleaned me 
I understood. 
Yet do not shed a tear, 
because 
You’ve heard my story 

















































| came this one :— 


| well-known. 


the last ten 
harder than 


. | atee ; 

ri | which laid me up for some 
ilk. | months, and from which I 
health | still suffer. 

CLASS racter of my hand-writing 
NTS. 


clerk in the Ex 
ment of the 


compelled to begin 


children. Eve 


the election. 


remain, Sir, 





course of drunkenness. 





tural Societies, sea-side excursions, Sunday School 
all demand subscriptions, and, as a rule, get them. 
I shall be wound up in the Bankruptcy Court. Shall have to make a stand 
soon, but how to begin is the difficulty. 
foot down in the wrong place, and offend everybody. 


The shaky cha- 


attests the sufferings I have 
gone through, and the shat- 
tered condition of my bodily 
health at the present moment. 
I lost my situation as head- 
ronmongers 
Association, and found my- 
self, at the age of forty, 


again with a wife and three 
hing I have 
turned my hand to has failed, 
and I am in dire want. May 
[ask you, under these 
cumstances, to be so good as 
to advance me £500 for a few months. 


This must be a small 
you. To me itis a matter of 
and ~~ reply, and 


() + wits, ’ told in metre, was 
PA OT Via De For I’m a Carpet, and he 
~ A Carpet-Beater. 
LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE’S DIARY. 
| Thursday, June 12.—Letters from Billsbury arrive by every post, Horticu)- 


c-nics, cricket club _fétes, 
f this goes on much longer 


Pretty certain in any case to put my 
Amongst other letters 


4, Stone Street, Billsbury, June 10. 


| §rm,—I venture to appeal to your generosity in a matter which I am sure 
| you will recognise to be of the highest importance. 

| vative Party in Billsbury are 

I can safely ; 
say that no man has, duri 
ears, work 
have to pro- 
mote Conservative interests, 
and for a smaller reward. 
My exertions at the last 
election brought on a violent 
attack of malarial fever, 


My services to the Conser- 


life 





cir- 


“I will give any security you like.” 


Then, dragging me out to the air— | 
conscience | 


me against him. Wrote back that, in view of the Cor- 
rupt Practices Act, it was impossible for me to relieve 
individual cases. 
Called on the Pewrotps this afternoon. They are up 
from Billsbury for their stay in London, and have got 
a house in Eaton Square. To my surprise found Mrs. 
Bectamy and Mary there, That was awkward, especially 
as Mary looked at me, as I thought, very meaningly, 
and asked me if I didn’t think Sopny Penroip sale 
pretty. I muttered something about preferring a darker 
type of beauty (Mary’s hair is as black as my hat), to 
which Mary replied that perhaps, after all, that kind of 
pink and white beauty with hair like tow was rather 
insipid. The BeLtamys it seems met the Penrotps at 
,a dinner last week, and the girls struck up a friendship 
this call being the result. Young Penroip, whom I ha 
never seen before, was there and wasinfernally attentive 
|to Mary. He’s in the 24th Lancers, and looks like a 
barber’s block. Mrs. Bettamy said to me, ‘‘ I’ve been 
hearing so much about you from Lady PeyPop. 
They all have the highest opinion of you. In fact, Lady 
PENFOLD said she felt quite like a mother to you. And 
how kind of you to buy so many things from Miss Pey- 
FOLD at the Bazaar. t are my father’s noble lines ? 
“ True kindness is no rogue that struts 
With empty mouthings on the stage of life, 
But, like a tender, timid plant that shuts 
At every touch, it shrinks from noi i 
(And so forth, I’ve forgotten the rest.) ‘‘ I love kind- 
ness,’’ continued Mrs. Betuamy, ‘‘in young men. By the 
way, will you excuse a short invitation, and dine with us 
the day ter to-morrow ? All the Pewro.ps are coming.”’ 
I said yes, and made up my mind that I must settle matters 
with Mary one way or another before complications got 
worse, or young PENFoLD made any more progress. I felt 
| all the afternoon as if I’d committed a crime. 

Friday, June 13th.—Three cheers. I’ve done it. 
Called on the Bettamys to-day. Found Mary alone. 
She was very sarcastic, but at last I could stand it no 
longer, and told her I had never loved and never should 
love anybody but her. Then she burst into tears, and | 

anyhow she’s promised to me. Have to in- 
terview Mrs. BELLAMY to-morrow. No time to do it to- 
| day, as she was out till late. Chuck her up! 








Mother received the news very well. ‘* Acce you, 
my darling boy ?” she said. ‘‘ Of course she did. e 
She 


| could she do otherwise ? Bring her to see me soon. 
| shall, of course, have all the family jewels immediately, 
and the dining-room furniture too. There’ll be a few 
other trifles too, I daresay, that you'll be glad of.” Dear 
Mother, she’s the kindest soul in the world. Carlo has 
been informed of the news, and is said to have mani- 
| fested an extraordinarily intelligent appreciation of it, 
| by insisting on a second helping for supper. He's a 
remarkable dog. 


“SEMPER EADEM.” 


| (“Tug ition of the Jews in Russia becomes daily more 
terrible. Rn order that they are henceforth to work upon 
| their Sabbath and holy festivais is about to be issued and put in 
force.” —Standard, “A most pertinent illustration of the 
| falsity of repeated rumours and rts representing in some 
| cases a strong disposition, and in others an actual decision, on 
| the part of the Czar and the Russian Government, to alleviate 
| the miseries of the Jews.”"— Times.] 

| Wuo said the scourge should slacken? Who foretold 
| The goad should cease, the shackle loose its hold ¢ 

The wish, perchance, fathered once more the thought, 
Though long experience it fought. 

Not so! The Czan’s in Muscovy, and all 

Is well with—Tyranny! ried thrall 

Shall still be harried, thous?» a little while, 

The Autocrat on the lie smile ; ; 

The Jew shall be robbed, banished, outraged still, 


Although the tyrant, with a shuddering thrill 
Diplomacy scarce hides, for some brief days 














! I will give any security yuu like. 
Perhaps I might repay some part of the loan by doing work for you during | 


matter to a wealthy and generous man like | 
life and death. Anxiously awaiting your early | 
i ‘ou to keep this application a secret, 

Hewry Prpery. 


ours, faithfully, 


., That sounded heart-breaking, but I happened to know that Mr. Prvern’s 
rial fever” was nothing but delirium tremens, brought on by a prolonged 


Hence his shaky handwriting, &c. Bui1ssor had warned | 


Must listen to the hated ‘* Marseillaise !” 
Fear not, Fanatic! Despot do not doubt! 
The rule of Orthodoxy and the Knout 

Is not yet over vay. France may woo, 
Columbia plead, the Jew is still the Jew ; 
And, spite of weak humanitarian fuss, 
Czsar be praised, the Russ is still the Russ! 








A Grouse Ovurrsce.—Shooting them before the Twelfth. 
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“WON'T WORK!” 


Ain—‘‘ St. Patrick's Day in the Morning.” Trish Sportsman sings :— 


——___ 


Sr. Parriex, they say, Would have toed the whole troop of them Put the seumfish on me, 
Kicked the snakes in the say, into the brine. And, so far as I see, 
But, ochone! if he ’d had such a hound-pack Once they shivered and stared, There ’s scarce a dog-crayture 
_ as mine, At my whip-eracking seared ; But ’s changed in his nature. 
I fancy the Saint, Now the clayrics with mitre and crosier and I must beat some game up by hook or by 


(Without further complaint) book, 



























Avoust 15, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 














But my chances of Sport 
Are cut terribly short 
On St. Grouse’s Day in the morning ! 





With a thundering polthogue, 
And the toe of my brogue, 
I’d like to kick both of ’em divil knows 
where ! 
Sure I broke ’em meself, 
And, so long “ on the shelf” 
They ought to be docile, the dogs of my care. | 
O’Brren mongrel villin, 
And as for cur Drttow 
Just look at him ranging afar at his will ! 
I thought, true as steel, 
They wo fey Spgs heel, 
aking up for the 
Whistled off by false Mac, | 
As theugh he’d ever shoot with my patience 
and skill ! 
To me ye’ll not stick, Sirs? 
What divil’s elixirs 
Tempt ye on the Twelfth in the morning ? 





Plague on ye, come back ! 
Och! ye villainous pack 
Ye slaves of the Saxon, ye blind bastard | 
bunch ! 
Whelps weak and unstable, 
T only am able 
Celt - hating Sassenach wholly to! 
s-e-rr-unch ! 
Yet for me ye won’t work, 
But sneak homeward and shirk, 
Ye’ve an eye on the ould spider, GLapstonr, | 
a Saxon! 
He ’ll sell ye, no doubt. 
Sure, a pig with ring’d snout 
Is a far boulder baste | 
Than such mongrels! The taste 
Of the triple-plied thong Butt will lay your | 
base backs on 
Will soon make ye moan 
That ye left me alone 
On St. Grouse’s Day in the morning! 





The 








TO LORD TENNYSON. 
On His Eighty-second Birthday, August 6, 1891. 


Ay! “* After many a summer dies the Swan.”’* 
But singing dies, if we may trust the Muse. 

And sweet thou singest as when fully ran 
Youth's flood-tide. Not to thee did Dawn 


refuse 
The dual gift. Our new Tithonus thou, 

On whom the indi t Hours work not 
their will 


Secing that, though old age may trench thy 


row, 
It cannot chill thy soul, or mar thy skill. 
| Aurora’s rosy shadows bathe thee yet, 


Nor coldy. _“‘ Give me i ity!” 
Tithonus eried, and li to regret 
| _ The careless given boon. Not so with thee. 
Such immortality is thine as clings 
‘the power to 


To “ha men that have 
die BPY 


The Singer lives on whilst the Song he sings 
— the world’s heart. Such immor- 
ty 

Is better than unendi lapse of years. 

For that the great god-gift, Eternal Youth, 

Aceompanies it ; the failures, the chill fears 

There, knew thou may’st be spared in 

,.. ruth, 

Seeing that thine Aurora’s quickening breath 
| _ Lives in thee whilst thou livest, so that thou 
| Reodet near dread nor pray for kindly 

e | eath, 

| Like “that grey shadow once a man.” 

And now, 





| Great Singer, still we wish thee length of 
° ys, 
| Song-power unslackened, and unfading bays! 


by 





* “ Tithonus.” 
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VICISSITUDES OF A RISING PERIODICAL. 


The Proprietor, “I'L. TELL YOU WHAT IT 18, SHARDSON, I'M GETTING SICK OF THE ‘OL! 
BLOOMIN’ SHow! Tak KNACKER AIN'T SELLING A SCRAP—NO NOTICE TOOK OF US ANYWHERE 
—NOT A BLOOMIN’ ADVERTISEMENT! AND YET THERE AIN'T 'ARDLY A LIVIN’ ENGLISHMAN 
OF MARK, FROM TENNYSON DOWNWARDS, AS WE 'AVEN'T SHOWN UP AND PITCHED INTO, AND | 
DRAGGED ‘18 NAME IN THE Mup!” The Editor. ** Dox’? LET'S THROW UP THE SPONGE YET, 
Oup Man! Ler’s GIVE THE DEAD 'UNS A TURN—LET’S HAVE A SHY AT THACKERAY, 
BRowNIne, GrorGe ELior, OR, BETTER STILL, LET'S BESPATTER GENERAL GoxpoN AND CAk 
DINAL NEWMAN A BIT,—THAT OUGHT TO FETCH 'EM A FEW, AND BRING US INTO NoTicr!” 





THE SONG THAT BROKE MY HEART, 

I PavsED in a crowded street, 
I only desired to ride— 

Only to wait for a Hammersmith "bus 
“With room for myself outside ; 
When I caught the nastiest tune 
My ear had ever heard, 

And asked the Police to take it away, 
But never a man of them stirred. 


So the singer still sang on; 

She would not, would not go; 
Ske sang a song of the year before last 

That struck me as rather low. | 

She followed with one that was high, 


Waar Hor! Rarkes!— When King 
Ricnarp—no, beg his pardon, Mr. Ricnarp 
Kive—says, as quoted in the Zimes, ** That 
he can only assume that Mr. Raikes pur- 
posely availed himself of a technicality to 
cover a statement which was a palpable sug- 
gestio falsi,” he throws something unpleasant 
into the teeth of Rarkes. It is as well to 
remember that rakes have teeth. 

Py Mies | 

“Latrxfé Docrus.”—A Cantab, neither a 
first-rate sailor nor a first-class classic, arrived 
at Calais after a rough passage, looking, as his | 
friend, who met him on the quar, observed, **so | 
changed he would hardly — known him.” | b 
“That's it,” replied the staggering graduate,| | That made the tear-drops yy 
“quantum mutatus ab billow!” Oh! he | That was ‘* Hi-tiddly-i-ti! Hi!-t: ~hi!” | 
must have been bad! The song that broke my heart ! 

Wuat 1s A “Demoorapner” ?—Those Londoners who ask this question will have | 
already obtained a practical answer, as, this week, London is full of Demographers, to whom | 
Mr. Punch, Grand Master of all Demographers (or ‘* writers for the people”), gives a hearty | 
welcome. All hail to ‘‘ The New Demogracy!” 


| 
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"ARRY ON A 'OUSE-BOAT. 


ran Caantie,—It’s ’ot, and no error! Summer on us, at last, with a bust; 
Ninety odd in the shade as I write, I’ve a ed, and a thunderin’ thust. 
Can’t go on the trot at this tempryture, though I’m on ’oliday still ; 
So I'll pull out my eskrytor, Cuantie, and give you a touch of my quill. 


If you find as my fist runs to size, set it down to that quill, dear old pal ; 

Correspondents is on to me lately, complains as I write like a g 

Sixteen words to the page, and slopscrawly, all dashes and blobs, Well, 
it’s true ; 

But a quill and big sprawl is the fashion, so wot is a feller to do? 


Didn’t spot you at "Enley, old oyster—I did ’ope you’d shove in your oar. 
We ’ad a rare barney, | tell you, although a bit spiled by the pour. 

’Ad a invite to ’OpxiNs’s ’Ouse-boat, prime pitch, and swell party, yer know, 
Pooty girls, first-class lotion, and music. I tell yer we did let things go. 


Who sez ’Enley ain’t up to old form, that Society gives it the slip ? 

Wish you could ’ave seen us—and heard us—old boy, when aboard of our ship. 
Pednies and poppies ain’t in it for colour with our little lot, 

And with larfter and banjos permiskus we managed to mix it up ’ot. 


My blazer was claret and mustard, my “ stror”’ was a rainbow gone wrong ; 
I ain’t one who’s ashamed of his colours, but likes ’em mixed middlingish 


strong. 
’Emwy ’Orxuns, the fluffy-’aired daughter, a dab at a punt or canoe, 
Said I looked like a garden of dahlias, and showed up her neat navy blue. 


Fair mashed on yours truly, Miss Exory ; but that’s only jest by the way, 

’ Anny ain’t one to brag of bong four tunes ; but wot I wos wanting to say 

Is about this here “‘ spiling the River’ which snarlers set down to our sort. 
Bosh! Cuantie, extreme Tommy rot! It’s these sniffers as want to spile sport. 


Want things all to theirselves, these old jossers, and all on the strictest Q. T. 
eae ‘ y Their idea of the Thames being “‘ spiled”’ by the smallest suggestion of spree, 
Wy it’s right down rediklus, old pal, gives a feller the ditherums, it do. 
I mean going for them a rare bat, and I *m game to wire in till all ’s blue. 


Who are they, these stuckuppy snipsters, as jaw about quiet and peace, ——_—= 

Who would silence the gay “ constant-screamer” and line the Thames_banks with eH: 
perlice ; or ’ ” +4 Sek | i} - : - : 

Who sneer about ‘‘’Anny at ’Enley,” and sniff about “‘ cads on the course,” TDL) 

As though it meant “* Satan in Eden” ? I'll ’owl at sich oafs till I’m ’oarse ! d a 

Serap o’sandwich-greased paper "ll shock ’em, a ginger-beer bottle or ‘* Bass,” 

Wot 'appens to drop ’mong the lilies, or gets chucked aside on the grass, 

Makes = gasp like a frog in a frying-pan. Br-r-r-r! Wot old mivvies they 


Got nerves like a cobweb, I reckon, a smart Banjo-twang makes ’em jar. 
I’m Toffy, you know, and no flies, Cuartre; swim with the Swells, and all 


that 
But I’m blowed if this bunkum don’t make me inelined to turn Radical rat. 
Riparian Rights,” too! Oh Scissors! They’d block the Backwaters and Broads, 
Because me and my pals likes a lark! Serve’em right if old Burws busts their 


’oards ! 


Rum Bieian, these here Sosherlist spouters! There’s Dawwet, the Dosser, old 
chap. 

As you've eard me elude to afore. Fair stone-broker, not wuth ‘arf a rap,— 

mania =. . Cooper’s ducks with Aim, CHARLIE; won’t run to a pint o’ 
our 

And yet he will slate me like sugar, and give me cold beans with his charf. 


Sez Dannet—and dash his darned cheek, Caantre!—‘‘ Monkeys like you”— 
a paz, Meaning Me !— 
Give the latter-day Mammon his chance. Your idea of a lark or a spree 


Is all Noise, Noodle- Nonsense, and Nastiness! Dives, who wants an excuse 
For exclusiveness, finds it in you, you contemptible coarse-cackling goose ! 


‘“ Riparian rights? That’s the patter of Ahab to Naboth, of course ; 

But ‘tis ape like you make it plausible, louts such as you give it force. 

You make sweet Thames reaches Gehennas, the fair Norfolk Broads you befoul ; 
You—you, who'd make Beulah a hell with your blatant Bank Holiday how! ! 


_— property-owners abhor you; you spread your coarse feasts on their 


awns, 
And ’Arry ’s a hog when he feeds, and an ugly Yahoo when he yawns ; 
You litter, and ravage, and cock-sky ; you romp like a satyr obscene, 
And the noise of you rises to heaven till earth might blush red through her green. 


“You = moneyed, sometimes, and well-tailored ; but come you from Oxford or| You pitiful Cockney-born Cloten, you sicm-bred 
= ot. Silenus, ’tis you 
Sad L we offence when you lounge, and . Eeupdacing ost when you row ; Spoil the silver-streamed Thames for Pan-lovers, 
onkeyings mar every eant, your shindyings every sport, and all the nymph-worshipping crew!” 
And there isn’t an Eden on e but ’s destroyed when it's ’Auny 8 ont. sina satis 
I’ve “ reported” as near as no matter! I don’t hun- 


~ monopolist Mammon may chuckle, Riparian Ahabs rejoice ; derstand more than arf (elassical charf. 
ere 's excuse in your Caliban aspect, your hoarse and ear-torturing voice, Of his patter; he’s preciously given to potry and 
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But the cheek on it, Cuarntre! A Stone-broke! I should like to 
give him wot for, 

Only Daxwex the Dosser’s a dab orf of whom t’ain’t so easy to score. 

But it’s time that this bunkum was 
bunnicked, bin fur too much on it 


of late— 
Us on ’Orxtns’s ’Ouse-boat, I tell yer, 
- spiller’s 


ca nix for the i 
“ ” 


I mean doin’ them Broads later on, for 
free fishi , that’s flat, 

If I don’t give them ’d Norfolk 
Denne a doing, I’ll ’eat my 
old ’at. 


Rooral quiet, and rest, and refinement ? 
Oh, let ’em go home and eat coke. 

These fussy old footlers whose ’air stan 
on hend at a row: j 

The song « peed prune. ee 
but ‘sky ” song ’s un, 

And you carn’t do the rooral to-rights 
on a tract and a tuppenny bun. 


As to colour, and kick-up, and sing- 
song, our party was fair to the front ; 
But we wosn’t alone; lots of toppers, in 
’Ouse-Boat, or four-oar, or punt, 
Wos a doin’ the rorty and rosy as lively 
as ’Opxins’s lot, 
thick ; 


they ain’t stashed by no ink-spiller’s 


rot. 





sright blazers, and twi twang ban- 
joes, and bottles of my dear 


Lots ff icing, and splashing, and ‘* mashing” 
man must enjoy, 
And petticoats ’ain’t fur behind ’em, you bet. While top-ropes 
can carry, 
It ain’t soap-board slop about ‘‘ Quiet” will put the clear ow on 
| RRY. 


are things every 





HOW TO SPEND A HOLIDAY ON SCIENTIFIC PRINCIPLES, 
(A Page from the Diary of an Enthusiast in search of Rest.) 


(‘It is a good rule of practice to devote one portion of a short vacation to 
the serious and necessary business of doing nothing, and doing it very 
thoroughly too.”—Letter to the Times.) 

“ At last my time for rest has arrived. Musn’t be idle, though. 
Dr. MortrMER GRANVILLE says it would be most injurious to my 
health. Must hunt up precedents for leisure leading to no results. 
| Let me see—why not try the British Museum? Sure to find some- 
thing useful there—and useless, which will be more appropriate. 
| ‘Take an omnibus, See one in the distance. Hail it. Conductor 
| takes no notice! Shout and hurry after it. Try to attract attention 
of the driver. Failure. Capital commencement to my labours. 
Had my run for nothing ! 
_ Victory! Stopped one partially occupied. 
| Enter interior. Six on one seat. Five on the other. 
The half dozen —— me with contemptuous indifference. The five 
| make no room. Explaim that I want a seat. Remark received in 
| silence. Sit down on knee of small boy. Mother (next him) 
expostulates—angrily. Chorus 
A: gh Ask for his number, he asks for my fare. Pay him. 
While this is going on, ¥ woman has entered omnibus, 
| and taken yacant seat. Conductor counts places, says there 
| 1s no room. Can’t carry me. Won’t give back fare—has torn off 
| ticket. Says I must get-out. Say I will report him. Impudent 
again. Getting out ticket. Incident subsequently (to my later 
| satisfaction) leads te nothing! 
| Won’t have anything more to do with the omnibuses. 
hansom—old man (the 
Museum.” Now, I must seriously rest. Go to sleep. Slumber until 
awakened by a jolt. Lookout. Find myself near the river. 
Strikes me that the Thames is not close to the Museum. Appeal to 
cabman through the hole in the roof. Difficulty in attracting his 
attention. Stop him at last. Ask him why he did not take me 
| to the Museum. He smiles and says he didn’t hear me—he 
| is deaf! Very . He expostalates, civilly. He saw I was 
| asleep and didn’t wish to disturb me! He has been driving up and 
down the Thames Embankment for the last three hours—charge 
seven and sixpence. Don’t see my way out of the difficulty, except 
by payment, He thanks me, and. suggests that he shall now drive 





No room outside. 


of indignant beholders. Conductor | 


Enter | 
iver) smiles civilly when I say ‘“‘ British | 


me to the Museum for eighteen-pence. V angry and refuse, 
| He is hailed by someone else, and is off to pick up his new fare. 
On _ consideration it seems to me that my anger has led to 
— Nothing—just what I wanted, but not exactly at the right 
| Moment, 

Rather hungry, Enter a restaurant. Crowded with gentlemen 
aering. hats—who seem to be on intimate terms with the waiters. 
Get a bill of fare which is thrust into hands by an attendant 
loaded with dishes. Let me see—what Ihave? ‘ Lamb's head 
and peas.” Have never tried this dish. Might be good. Waiter 


(who seems to be revolving, like the system, in an orbit) 
reaches me, and I shout what I want. He ies, *‘ Sorry, Sir, just 
off,” and vanishes. Look up something else, “ Liver and bacon,” 


| Not had it for years! Used to lik On reappearance of the 
| planetary waiter, give my order. He nods and Vanishes. Wait 
patiently. Rather annoyed that my nearest neighbour has used my 
of the table for a dish containing broad beans, Glare at him. 
No result. Planetary waiter has passed me twice—stop him angrily 
| the third time. He is less busy now—he He thrusts bil! of 
fare before me, and asks me “what I would please to want.” 
| Explode and shout in tones of thunder, * Liver and bacon!” He 
| disappears, and comes back a few minutes r, saying, ‘* Very 
sorry, but when I first ordered it, liver and was on—now it’s 
|off. Will I have achop?” Reply ily, ‘‘ No.” Same answer 
| to ** Steak,” ‘‘ Duck and green peas,” ** A cutoff the beef joint,” and 
|‘*Trish stew.” Waiter asks (with forced civility), ‘‘ What wil/ | 
|have!” I return, as T leave the restaurant, ‘‘ Nothing!” On 
| regaining the street (although hungry) I am pleased to think that | 
am still obeying Dr. MortrwER GRANVILLE’s directions ! 
| No use trying cab or omnibus. Both failures. Why not walk ? 
|Good way of wasting time, so begin to go northward, and in due 
| course get to Bloomsbury. Enter Museum. Umbrella seized. 
Approach Reading Room. Civil attendant informs me that the 
Library is closed—taking stock, or something! Then I have come all 
this way for nothing! Angry, but inwardly contented. Doing 
nothing ‘‘ very thoroughly! ” 
| Turn back. Why not go 
| toa theatre ? Certainly. Go 
\to four in succession, and 
| find them all closed! Well, 
|good way of wasting time, \ 
|Shall I visit one of the » 
| Exhibitions ? Chelsea or \\ 
|Earl’s Court? After con- \\\y 
sideration, come to the con- 
|clusion that this would be . 
worse than doing nothing. 
Must draw the fine some- 
where ! 

After all, there is no place 
like home. Or shall I go 
tomyClub? Yes. Get there. 
Find it is being repaired, 
and that the members are 
taken in somewhere else. 
Hate new scenes and new 
faces. Return to my first 
idea, and make for my pri- 
vate address ; but feel that 
it may be rather dull, as 
my wife and the children 
are at the seaside. Still, 
somebody can get me alittle 
| supper. L p 
| aceount of the chain being up. Ring angrily, when a charwoman in 
a bonnet appears, and explains that the servants, not expecting me 
y, have gone 











| home so ear: 
| Charwoman 
locking up of the larder. 
However, it can’t be helped ; 
| get fast asleep, thoroughly tired out with the labours of a da 
| in doing sheckatele nothing! Hope (in my dreams) that Dr. 
| MER GRANVILLE will be satisfied ! 


spent 
ORTI- 








‘‘ Our Children’s Ears.’’ 


Wuerner they'll be as long as those of Midas, 
Or stand out salient from either side as 

A close-cropped Arny’s, at right angles set 

To his flat jowl, we cannot settle, yet ; 

But in one thing, at least, a score they Il chalk— 
They will not hear the stuff their fathers talk! 





Derrvrriox.—'‘ La haute Cuisine” —the kitchen on the top flat 
of a ten-storey’d mansion. 








At least, 1 hope so. Find my latch-key is of no use, on | 


to the play, having locked up the larder. | 
rees with me that it is disgraceful—especially the | 


Make up my mind to go to bed, and | 




















“Suatt O1 ort '™™ For ver, Lypy?!?” 


AN INSINUATING WHISPER. 


“Just Look, LAURA! WHAT A LOVELY LITTLE Doo THAT OLD CenTLEMAN ’s coT! 


} 


— 


How I wisn HE WAS MivxzE!” 








“HAVE WE FORGOTTEN GORDON?” 


[Lord Tennyson, under this heading, writes ap 


ling to Englishmen for 
subscriptions to the funds of the “ Gordon Boys’ 


ome” at Woking, which 


is in want of £40,000. Contributions should be sent to the Treasurer, General | 


| Sir Diewtow Prony, V.C., Marlborough House, Pall Mall.) 
Like the thrust of an 


Ane we sleeping? ‘* Hare we forgotten?” 
| Arab spear 

Comes that conscience-piercing question from the Singer of Hasle- 
mere. 
Have we indeed forgotten the hero we so be-sang, __ 
When across the far south sand-wastes the news of his murder rang ” 


Forgotten ® So it had seemed to him, as alone afar he lay, 

| With the Nile to watch for laggard friends, fierce foes to hold at bay ; 
Though the tired red lines toiled onward up the Cataracts, and we 
Dreamed of the shout of the rescuing host Ais eyes should never see. 


When chivalrous Burvasy lay slain, with a smile in the face of 
death, 


bated breath ; J 
When Wrtsow pushed his eager way past torrent-swirl and crag, 
Till they saw o’er Gorpon’s citadel wave high—the Manop1’s flag. 


That shame was surely enough, enough, that sorrow had a sting 
| Our England should not court again. The Laureate’s accents ring 
With scorn suppressed, a scorn deserved indeed, if still our part 
Is to forget a purpose high that was dear to Gorpon’s heart. 


So then sang he 
?” What say 


‘* This earth has borne no simpler, nobler man.” 
Who sounds a keen reveille now. ‘* Can you help us 


we * 
Oh, out on words, that come like WotsELey’s host too late—too late ! 
Do—do, in the simple silent way that made lost Gorpon great. 


Surely these Boys that Gorpow loved in the Home with Gorpon’s 
hame 

Should speak to every English heart that cares for our England's 
fame ; 











And for happy news from the hungry wastes men yearned with | 


| And what be forty thousand pounds as an offering madetohim 
| Who held so high that same bright fame some do their worst to dim 


atriot poet, this! Tyrt#us never stood 
y for heroic hearts or his home-land’s highest good. ‘ 
and with free hands! His spirit’s poor, his soul is 


Fit task for 

More worthil 

Give! give! 

hard, 

Who heeds not our noblest Hero’s appeal through the lips of our 
noblest Bard! 








A Remryiscence AND A Quvoration.—It is reported that two 
Gaiety burlesque-writers are about to re-do Black-Eye’d Susan 
‘up to date,” of course, as is now the fashion. As the typical 
melodramatic tragedian observes, ‘‘ Tis now some twenty-five years 
ago”’ that Frep Dewar strutted the tirst of his five hundred nights 
or so on the stage as Captain Crosstree, that Parry OLIVER sang 
with trilling effect her “‘ Pretty Seeusan,” and that Danvers, as 
Dame Hatly, danced like a rag-doll in a fantoceini-show. To quote 
the Poet Crasse, and to go some way back in doing so,— 

“T see no more within our borough’s bound 
The name of Danvers!” | 
| Which lines will be found in No. XVII. of the Poet's ‘‘ Posthumous | 


ales.” 





The Modern Traveller. 


In a restaurant-Pullman he books 
His seat, a luxurious craze. | 
Most travellers now take their Cooks, 
And everyone ’s going to Gaze. 








| Iserran-Hreeryrany.—Sir,—In Ireland since the time when the 
Armada came to grief on its coasts, there have always existed Spanish | 
names, either pure, as in the instance of Valencia, or slightly mixed. | 
In Spain the Celtic names are found in the same way, and at 
instance oceurs on the border-land of Spain and Southern France, 12 

| the name of the place to which the Spanish Premier has gone for his | 

| holiday, viz., Bagnéres-de-Bigorre. If ‘* Bigorre” isn’t ‘‘ Begorra, 

| what is it ? Don Patrick DE CorQuez. | 
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A LOVER’S COMPLAINT. 
(Thoroughly New Style.) 


BELINDA dear, once on a time 
I doted on your every feature, 
| wrote you billets dour in rhyme 


In which I called you‘‘ charming creature.’ 
No lover half 
keen 


80 
as I, 


ad) 


sant 


stronger, 
So I 


P 
we. 


WHOS 


you wh 


% 
2; 


> 


ou 
onger. 


SR; 


~ 


MPAA 


y I.“ 


NOON 


\ 
MMW 


—S 


I thought 


\\ 


SS : 


But 


\\ 
\" : 


N 


AON ~~ 
PS 


~*~ 


frightful ! 
Though wh 
this shoul 








For I can think of nothi 
Than hair decked out in coi 


that 
To make what seems to be a ladder. 


| Unhappy day, when first you dressed 
| Your tresses thus—how you must rue it ! 
For you yourself, you know, confi 
[t took you several hours to do it. 
Oh, tell me, is it but a snare 
Designed to captivate another, 
Or do you merely bind your hair 
Because you’re bidden by your mother ? 


Again—you will not take it ill— 

You are, my dear, distinctly dumpy : 
| A flowing ry nnd certain will 

_Well—not become one short and stumpy. 
Yet since, although you are not tall, 

You wear a cape, you may take my word 
That in the mouths of one all 

You have become a very byword. 


So this is why my love has fled— 
If ever there should come a season 
When you shall show some sense instead 
Of such an utter lack of reason, 
If I should still be faney free, 
Why then it ’s only right to mention 
That, if you care to write to me, 
I'll give your claims my best attention. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





A Norer.—In Black and White for 
August 8 there is a picture represent- 
ing a group of English i Few a 
whom please pe notice a figure i 
for Mr. W. S. Gresert (it was thoughtful 
and kind of the artist to put the names be- 
low), who is apparently explaining to a select 
few why he has been com to come out in 
this strange old coat these queer collars. 

the Dramatists look as as mutes 
at a funeral, their troubled expression of 
countenance probably arising from the know- 
ledge that somewhere hidden away is a cer- 





Than mine 
no ardent 
passion 


should 
like to tell 


I cannot love 
any 


When I was 


hair, 
was most 
delightful, 
now, 
through 


ly 


be I don’t 








( Vide Report of the L. C. & D. Cha 





“BURYING THE HATCHET.” 


irman’s Speech, ** Times,” August 6.) 








tain ‘eminently unbiassed Ibeenitish critic | 


who has been engaged to do the lot in alump. 
From this exhibition of collective wisdom 
turn to p. 203, and observe the single figure of 
a cabman, drawn by an artist who certainly 
has a Keene appreciation of the style of Mr. 
Punch’ s inimitable ** C. K.”’ 








A LESSON FROM THE R.N.E. 
(For the Use ten pees to join the 
Royal Navy. ) 


Question. I think you have been to th 
Royal Naval Exhibition at Chelsea. 

Answer. I have. I was induced to make 
the journey by an advertising placard posted 
on two official boards outside the Admiralty. 

Q. What was your first impression on 
reaching the grounds usually open to th 
public, but now reserved for commercial 


A. That the Public were extremely bene- 
volent to permit so : 
long an infringement 
of their right of way 
and other privileges. 

Q. After you had 
entered the Exhibi- 
tion, what was your | 
initial impression ? 

A, That a great 
number of the exhibits 
were not very appro- 
Gils olveatisneats. a 

Q. Did — see Sea- 
men of the Royal Navy Mas 

j an exhibi- Boxing the Compass. 

tion of themselves in the Arena ? 
A. I did; and could not help contrasting 
with the feebly-histrionic display the recent 
order in Paris oe the French soldiers 
to take in theatrical representations. 








Q. Besides the cutlass and gun drill, did 
you see these seamen (wearing Her Majesty's 
uniform), take part in any other perforn.ance ? 

A, I did, and for this, too, an extra six. 
pence was charged for the use of the Grand 
'Stand. They waded about in a sort of tank 

or la bath with models of ironclads on 
| their heads. 
| Q. So far as you could see was this last 
|display conducive to the maintenance of 
| strict discipline ? 
| A. I should say not, the more especially as 
| I noticed towards the close of the display that 
the men seemed inclined to indulge in larking. 

Q. Has this raree show caused you to wish 

to enlist in the Royal Navy ? 

A. Certainly not. The gun and cutlass 
| drill before a paying audience reminded me of 
| The Battle of Waterloo at Astley’s. 
| Q. But would you not like tojoin the Royal 
| Navy, so that you might be qualified to per- 
| form in a tank ? 

A. No; for on consideration 1 think if I 
wished to do anything in the ‘comic water- 
tournament line,’ I could make better terms 
with Mr. Sayexgr than the Lords of the 
Admiralty. 








QUEER QUERIES.—Porviar Pricrs.— 
Would any er inform me what is the 
lowest price at which wholesome aérated 
waters are sold? Ihave been drinking some 
** Shadwell Seltzer, special cuvée,” at a penny- 
halfpenny the on, and I fancy this may 
have something to do with my present 77 

ms, which include partial paralysis of the 
eft side, violent spasms, an almost irresistible 
tendency to homicide, together with exeruci- 
ating pain in every part of the body. My 
doctor says the lead in the syphons has ‘* per- 
meated my system.” When I am better, I 
intend to prosecute the manufacturer. My 





Q. Was the display of these seamen of the 
Royal Navy icularly impressive ? 

A. No, and I fancy that some of the audi- 
ence who had paid an extra sixpence to see | 
it from the Grand Stand, were slightly dis- 





appointed. 


doctor discourages the notion. He says he does 
not know if an action would lie,” but he is 
sure the manufacturer would !—TEeToTaALLER. 

Hetverian Sixtn - Century Mortro.— 
‘** Tell’ est La Vie! ”—en Suisse. 
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WORK FOR THE RECESS. 


Miss PARLIAMENTINA PUTS HER House in ORDER, WITH THE ASSISTANCE OF THE COMMITTEE ON VENTILATION, ETC. 
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OFF TO MASHERLAND. 
(By Our Own Grandolph.) 
A Few REemrviscences. 

Beery to regret dinners on board the Grantully Castle. The other 
day was regretting the Amphitryon. Don’t go so far back as the 
Albemarle- 

Street Amphi- 
tryon, quite 
satisfied wit 
a simple Don- 
ald Currie. 
[ Mem. — The 
~ proverb hath 
much truth in 
it that saith, 
“Go farther 
and fare 
worse.” | Sick 
of chicken. 
With poetic 
epigram macy 
might 
** Quite sick 
Of  ehick.” 


Stringy chic- | 


kens, too! One 
has to tug at them; sort of 
ame of ‘‘ poulet-hauly ’’—as 
RUMMY would say. Though 
were hehere, I doubtif he would 
say anything. He certainly 
would eat nothing: probably 
would only open his mouth to 
observe, ‘‘I’m off!” and then 
we should see him no more. 
oat? right. ea woe ae 
or ‘‘my oath, my Lord, my 
oath!” (N.B.—This is a 
uotation. Sure of it. Where 
rom? Don’t know. Tragedy 
probably; sounds tragic. No 
matter. Can give it with effect 
in a speech, and Members turn 
to one another and ask, ‘‘ What’s that from?’’ When they ask me 
confidentially afterwards, I reply with an air of intense surprise, 
“What! don’t you know! Well!!” and I turn on my heel, leaving 
CHUCKLEHEAD, M.P., annoyed with himself ,—*‘ planté /a” as DrumMy 
would say,—for being so morass, and for having displayed his 
ignorance so palpably. Off he goes to British Museum and searches 
for quotation. ‘This gives him opportunity of acquiring much useful 
knowledge, which, but for me, he would not have had. Rather a 
long parenthesis this. So—on we goes again.) 


To THE Mies. 
, the other day, a digger’s assistant came up to 
"asl pubisstant bin, **my gin pack’d.” 
uently that 


> 


A 
Grandolph and the Wild Turkey. 


A propos of explori 
me ond Inguioel o IfI 
I returned that I never took spirits. Found out su 


word was spelt ‘‘ mijinpacht,” which is African-Dutch for ‘‘ lease.” 
| Well, why didn’t he say so 


: before? Of course I have, and plenty of 
|’em; else why am I here ? 


To-day went to see the ore in the Robinson Crusoe Mines. As 
D.W. would say, ‘* The site strikes me with ore!” 

_Much interested, of course, in inspecting the Salisbury Mine. 
Naturally, I put in my claim for the Salisbur . What’s in a name 
and a family, if one can’t get some good out of ’em? Intend to start 
the ““ Uncle Mine.” Fine chance. Any place where there’s a large 
and fluctuating Pop-ulation (with emphasis on the ‘ Pop”), the 

| Unele Mine is a certainty.” But Oh, for the “ pop,”—I mean the 
| dear old tizz,—and the older it is, the dearer it is,—at the Amphitryon. 

“Ts Lire Worrn Livine ?” 

The Transvaal’s the place for living in. Here life is life, be it 
never so lively. The y nuisance is the Boer; and the Boer’s a 
» or rathera mule, That’s my opinion of Boers individually 
and collectively ; I make no concessions to them ; hang ’em, they ’ve 
oy got enough. If this country had been in the hands of 
Englishmen, or Americans, or both jointly (talking of jointly, we’d 
have had better dinners than we get now—but of this anon—) with 
4 certain person whom I can mention, and who is not a hundred 
miles distant from the present writer at this moment, as Head of 
affairs, an Imperial ruler, with power to add to his number (which 
number would be One, and w remain so), then this country, in a 
| Very short time, would have ruled the world. What ports, what 
| champagnes, what railroads, what shipping, what commerce, what an 





h | 


| Imperial Parliament, with the Despot in the Chair in both Houses, 
| all speeches, except the Despot’s, limited to five minutes apiece, an 

no reduction on talking a quantity. Oh, for one hour of this power, 
jand the Ampaiteyen be blowed! Aha! Grandolphus Africanus 
| Protector to begin with; Grandolphus Africanus Rex to go on with; 
}and Grandolphus Africanissimus Imperator to finish with ! 


Remorse AND ReeRer. 


Now to dinner! On what? Yah! tough beef, woolly mutton and 
stringy chicken. And to think that butfor the Boers, the beastly Boers, 
we should have had the finest teal, wild duck, venison, goslings, aspa- 
ragus, French beans, best Welsh mutton, and real turtle soup eve 
day au choiz!! Butwhatdid the Boersdo? Why, they ascertai 
that skins and feathers, and shells, were valuable, whereupon they 
went to work, shot everything everywhere, sold skins and feathers. 
and shells! So that deer and birds hadn't a chance, If they popped 
|out, pop went the guns like the original weasel, which some years 
| ago was always popping, and the poor dumb animals with the plead- 
| ing eyes and the tender flesh were slaughtered wholesale. In this 
| manner, too, the game soon came to an end, as it must do whenever 


| 
| 


say, | 


' 
| 


; 


Grandolphus Africanus. 


the game is so one-sided as it was here. Then, as I have said, the 
shells were valuable! The shells! What chance had the tortoise | 
and the turtle? ‘‘’Tis the voice of the turtle, I heard him complain.”’ 
(What’s that from? That’s from Watrs—eh?) What chance had 
| the peas, however wild? or a bean as broad as one of ——’s after- 
|dinner stories? Ah! it makes me sad and angry, and once again | 
I ery Oh, for an hour, and that the dinner-hour, aboard the Gran- | 
tully Castle! Ay! even though the G. 0. M. were on board; for | 
he could appreciate the golly Currie which to me is now perdu, 
Well! so to dinner ‘‘ with what appetite I may,” and then on to 
| Pretoria, of which place i think I shall change the name to Pre- 
radicallia or Pre-fourthpartia. You see Pre-toria implies one who 
| was Toryer than a Tory. Aha! what is my scheme?’ Do you see the | 
picture? Granpotrnus Imperator Rex Avagirenoncm Mronum 
Latiné for ‘‘ Mines”) surrounded by his Pretorian Guards, 


Sport to Us! 


Went out shooting before dinner. Killed one wild turkey, after | 
an awful strug- 
gle, in which I 
very nearly got 
the worst of it; 
but fortunately 
the turkey was 
unarmed, h 

for all that 
used his drum- 
sticks in such a 
manner as in a 
little more would 
a have brought 
flocks of other 
“ What larks! Killed four-and-twenty blackbirds all furious wild tur- 
in a row! at one shot!!!” keys on to the 





scene, had I not, with great presence of mind and one small bullet 














| mendation of them is, as he knows from numerous 
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a rifle managed to crack the parchment-like skin 
which covers his drum, and at the same time broken one of his sticks. 
Then he fell. Carried him home on my back. What larks! Killed 
four-and-twenty blackbirds at one shot as they were all sitting in a 


out of my pring -t 


row onarail. They were so frightened of me, it made ’em quail ! ! 
Wonderful transformation, wasn’t it? But fact, all the same. 
Four-and-twenty quail All on a rail. Killed eighty ‘* Koran,” 
a Mahomedan bird, very scarce, and therefore bring in a con- 
siderable Mahomet, or, (ahem) profit? See? Shot a “ Tittup” 


so called on account of its peculiar action after drinking; also 
three early German Beerbirds, or, as the Dutchmen call them, 
‘* Spring-boks.”” There is another origin for this name, which is 
also likely, and that is that they don’t appear when there’s an 
early spring, but when the spring is rather backward then they 
come forward. Whichever you like, my little dear, you pays your 
money, &c., &c. After all these exciting adventures—‘‘ The game 
is cook’d, and now we'll go to dinner! ”—quotation from early 
Dramatist, by Yours ever, 


ln nado fh Tht Caplor. 


WORTH NOTICING. 

O poor Mr. Arkrwson, victim of fate, 

Who bowed when you ought to have lifted your hat, 
When the Session is over it’s far—far too late, 

To give notice of this and give notice of that. 
Your attempts to be funny are amazing to see, 

It’s a dangerous venture to pose as a wit. 
Though the voters of Boston may love their M.P., 

It may end in their giving you notice—to quit! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Short Papers in Magazines.—*‘ A starry night Is the shepherd's 
delight,” and as this sort of night is to a so are short 
stories in Monthly Magazines to the Baron. ver, his recom- 
grateful Corre- 
spondents, ‘a boon and a 
blessing” to such as follow 
his lead. He owns to a 
partiality for the weird, 
and if he can come across 


/ 


once singles it out for the 
delectation of those whose 
taste isin the same direc- 
tion. But no curdler has 
he come across for some 
considerable time ; but for 
short essays and tales to be 
read adies 
quiet half-hour before 
toiletting or untoiletting, 
or by the weaker sex in 


NY 
AN 


WALD 


Z 


the smoking - room, the 
Baron begs to commend 
‘“*THAckERAyY’s Portraits 


of Himself,” as witeresting 
to Thackerayans, and ‘‘ A 
Maiden Speech,” in Mur- 
ray, for August, the latter 
being rather too sketchy, though in its sketchiness artistic, as, like 
Sam Weller’ s love-letter, it makes you “* wish as there was more of it.”’ 

Commended also by the Baron are ‘‘ The Story of a Violin,” by 
Exwest Dowson, and ‘*‘ Heera Nund,” by F. A. Sreri, in Mac- 
millan. If “A First Family of Tasajara” is continued as well 
as it is commenced in the same above-mentioned Mac-azine, it will 
be about as good a tale as Brer Harre has ever written, and that is 
saying a good deal, mind you. 


|of the eleventh, of the worthy pastor’s 
| family. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


a brief ‘“‘curdler,” he at) 


in some | 


Unfinished Stories—that is, Stories finished in style, yet, as 
| another contradiction in terms, short stories without any end, are 


rather the vogue nowadays in Magazines. Let me recommend as 
specimens *‘ Franecesea’s Revenge” in Blackwood, and “* Disillu- 
sioned”’ in London Society. 
Don’t tell the Baron that these hints are unappreciated. He 
knows better. He can produce letters imploring him to read and 
| notice, letters asking him what to read, and let complaining that 
his advice is not more frequently given. 
sibility, he never recommends what he has not 
| what some trusted 


" read, or 
partner in the Firm of Baroy pe Boox-Worms 


Aware of this respon- | 


| & Co. has not read for him. Verb. sap. Barow DE Boox-Worms. | 


CP} NOTICE. —Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


jeunes——” and ‘‘ Je ne devrais pourtant 


MISS DECIMA-HELYETT-SMITHSON-JACKSON. 


One or two of the especially well-informed dramatic critics who, of 
course, had seen the original piece Miss Helyett in Paris, asked why 
the English adapter had taken the trouble to invent nine sisters for the 
heroine ; the nine sisters never being seen and having nothing what. 
ever to do with the plot. Here the well- 
informed ones were to a certain extent 
wrong. In the original French piece, 
Miss Helyett,—whose name, as is sug- 
gested by Woman, is evidently a French 
rendering for ‘‘ Miss Ex.rot,” which M. 
BovucneEron ‘‘ concluded was her Christian 
name ”— speaking of herself, says to her 
father, “‘ Vous savez bien, mon pére, que 
vous n’avez pas de plus grande admira- 
trice que votre onziéme enfant.” And the 
Reverend Smrruson tells her, a little 
later, “‘ J’ai casé toutes tes seurs trés 


pas avoir de peine a trouver un onziéme 
gendre.”’ 

That is why he is travelling to get an 
‘‘onziéme gendre” for his “onziéme 
enfant.” The English adapter relieved 
Mr. Swrruson of one of his family, and 
80 Miss Helyett Smithson became Miss 
Decima Jackson, i.e., the tenth, instead 


The fact that all her sisters are 
married, makes single unblessedness a 
reproach to her. No sort of purpose would 
have been served by ah a wholesale 
massacre of innocents as the extinction of 
all Pastor Smithson’s, alias Jackson’s, 
ten ‘‘ pretty chicks at one fell swoop.” 





“Oh, shocking !!” 
Miss Nesvitxz, the foreign poprenentegive of Miss Decima at the 


Criterion, is uncommonly childlike and bland ; moreover, she sings 
charmingly; while of Mr. Davin James as the pastor Jackson it 
may be said, ‘‘Sure such a pére was never seen!” The Irishman, 
Mr. Cuauncey Oxcorr, has a mighty purty voice, and gains a hearty 
encore for a ditty of which the music is not particularly striking. 
Mr. Pexncy Reeve has written words which go glibly to Avpkay’s 
music, and fit the situations, The piece is eapitally played and 
sung all round; and marvellous is Miss Vicror as the Spanish 
mother. The mise-en-scéne is far better here than it is in Paris, 
where this ‘‘ musical-comedy ” is still an attraction. | 





HOW TO BE POPULAR. 
(Advice to an Aspirant, ) 


Dear Srp, if you long for the love of a nation, 
If you wish to be feted, applauded, caressed ; 
If you hope for receptions, and want an ovation 
By the populace e eered, by Town Councils addressed ; 
I can give you succinctly a certain receipt— 
Be detected at once and denounced as a cheat. 


It’s as easy as lying; you eat all your cake, Sir, 
And you have it as well, which was never a sin, 
By adding a trifling amount to your stake, Sir, ; 
When the points of the eards show you're certain to win. 
You ’ll be slapped on the back by the “* man in the street,” 
Who delights to sing pewans in praise of a cheat. 


Where he cleans out his cell and picks oakum all day , 
You pose as a martyr and get a cheap halo 

Ready-made by the mublic, with nothing to pay. 
Believe me, dear Sir, there is nothing can beat 
For triumph and joy the career of a cheat. 


They take the poor thief or the forger to jail, oh, | 





Exrr La Craeur.—* A partir d’aprés demain samedi,” says the 
Figaro for August 6:—*M. Lemonwrer, le Directeur d’été et | 
auteur de Madame la Maréchale,’supprime le service de la claque 4 
‘Amingu.”” When Madame la Maréchale has finished her rut, 
will the claque be re-admitted to start a new piece? This is saub- | 
bing your friends in a time of prosperity. If the claque has the 
courage of its opinions—but stay, can a claque have any opinions: 
No: it must follow its leader; and its leader obeys orders. If ever | 
any set of men came into a theatre “ with orders,” the c/aque is that | 
set. Poor claque! Summoned in adversity, banished in prosperity, | 
why not do away with it altogether, and trust to public expression 
of opinion for applause ? 





in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by « Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


there will be no exception. 
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- WHAT IS LIFE? 


«Life But d Walkifig Miaddw ; a podr player, THAt struts afi firels his Hott 4 toe br: ;* heard no more.” 
wé mist be content to believe in thé future shore. ow D 


NOBILITY “OF LI FE. 


“WHO BEST CAN SUFFER, BEST. CAN DO.”—-Milton. 
The Victorian Reign is unparalleled in the History of Great Baipires for ft¢ Parity, Goodness, and Greatness |! 
o ABOVE ALL!!! 
aN ee DEVOTION TO DUTY AND UNFLINCHING TRUTHFULNESS! 
TH $ 


















PRIZE {—The conditions laid down by the QUEEN for the Prize given by MAJESTY to thé Marine boys are these 
to Superiors; Self-respect and mndence of racter; Kindn and Protection to 
to Forgive Offence; a Desire Wadinotl ces of o ; and, above all, 
Fearless Devotion to Duty 
“Buch prittfples, if evoked and catried into action, w would produce an or Be perfect moral 










im EVERY Coxprtiow oF Live.”’-—Smiles 








“Come the ¢orners of the Would in arms, 


SHARESPEARE AWD DUTY. And we shall shock them <.g@ng®t ghall make a8 rue, 


4 IF ENGLAND TO HE F DO REST BUT TRUE.” 
@HE PIVOT oF DuTY a Honesty of Purpose ; out it Life id a Sham. 


WHAT HIG DUTY C! N ATPAIN, a conan ores HUMAN PAIN! 
LE OF LIFE, “ —_ ” is an ve Rylamie not Or necessary adjunct. Tt 









y , pure, events feve . diseases, and removes stimulanta, narcotics such 
fi y "4 tea, lee, by nervous system to its eondition, by preventing the great danger of 
| yr over-cerebral | iooplemm: bility, worry, &c, 

ILE-LADEN B ® .—When the liver it not making ay or {= ient quantity, the Md becomes impu re, the ground-work of disease 
B and produces Ce i tS Headaches, Moping, oly, Gout, and nearly every form of ENO'S * PPRUIT BALT” is the simplest 
ind best remedy yet int e prevénts Diarrhea, and removes it in early stages. 

UPERIOR TO ES.— Dear Sir,—Haying taken your ‘FRUIT SALT’ many I think it right to tell you that I consider it a most invaluabl: 
S medicine, and far to mixtures. I am never bem gO it in the house. It possestes most qualities—pleasant to the taste, prompt 





other 
ffcacious, — ye 5.—A Devowsniez Lavy.—Jan. 2, 1880. 


ow aie Afghan War we were resitiGillintog the enemy’s position, when, to our Seeteent, ti Go Ostend eal gootneed a bottle of ENO'S 
~ ee. Sete x i, flare advice ; to please him, we did. We emptied the tle, the Caltmel nme gy P-—emen. We certainly slept 
that night, and awoke f rit the Colona said at mess, ‘ you fellows laughed at me about “PRUIT 8 Mn but it was ee through it 
u a splendid deeds that day? Baid Tidy Gale's Serer ritba r, and so do the officers of my regiment, and we were ready to encounter a dozen Ayoo bs.’ A 
‘al cloned was always called ‘Old Eno. tn pre “ MESS STORIES,” by Proteus. 


THE SECRET OF SUCCESS.—STERLING HONESTY OF PURPOSE: WITHOUT ff LIFE I8 A SHAM. 


CAUTION.—Examine cach Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked ENO’S “ FRUIT SALT.” Without Ut, you have been imposed on by « 
worthless imitation. Sold by all Chemists, 


PREPARED ONLY AT ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, LONDON, S.E., BY J, C. ENO’S PATENT. 


CURIOUS OLD COLD MEDAL, PARIS EXHIBITION, 1878. 
HIGHLAND WHISKIES neetae, rn 


WHISKIES.” 
10 15 & 2% yeardia wood. | delicious y® 


ter that t 












Pee per doz. i 60/- 72/- 120/- MOST 
An eminent Medical A . eager ge WHISKY. ; 
— & yetates | THE PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1065. eR RES 


that on no account should Whisky used 


unless it is well rye 


Detailed List on FIRST QUALITY 


MOREL BROS. COBBETT & SOX GEROLSTEIN © | CHAMPAGNE. 
‘i Continue to be supplied to 
. | Hy rrants of 
210 & ait, PICCADILLY; a 7] Qpecisl Wa seats «sop re -= Her Majesty the Queen. 


GUILDFORD STREET, YORK ROAD, 
LAMBETH, 8.2. 











18 & 19, PALL MALL; Frederick, and H.R-M. the Princess 
" THE CHAMPAGNE 0 . 4 
143, REGENT ST. RAL M AL W GERT N BURNETT’ BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH | 
Whisky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. — — LE WATERS E 0 8 AND BROWN LABSLS 








ALL FAT PEOPLE 'GEROLSTEIN ROYAL SERGES. | sewspury & Brown's 
Should take TRILENE TABLETS pur ‘iy Wow end Artistic, Designs and, Highclne a 
"Wit Uh rater eves ae | Si ersne*ey wees | Pees fe We emcee Oriental = ck 
atural Gas. Qualities. — Perfect The Navy Biues are ~ 
bad colour 


at all the Theatres 








Supplied 
and all Spiers & Ponds’ Restaurants. 


GOLDEN HAIR otal ed a get ke cogs i ares 
ROBARE’S AUREOLINE, | ;"s8"2:Ss,s05 NE W_ PATTERNS = Sia he 
NATURAL MINERAL w ATER KNOWN.| POST FREE to any address. “highest 


PERFECTLY HARMLESS. I6s. for 50 Pints: 2ls. for 50 Quarts Any leng th Sold. Carriage Paid on Orders of 2s 
, y war | t t da 
a aces oo ee nanos GEROLSTEIN CO., 183, CHEAPSIDE, EC we ryt A tt. Hy + JEWSBURY 





Agents R. HOVENDEN & SONS, Loxpos. , 


| 
“ Familiar in Millions of | 0 ‘a A R DB 


Mouth 
W ord —Tiuese reciomee B E D FO R D 
and is. per box. Tooth Paste, , Clove flav our, «6 ; 


Afollinaris | \Feeaes 2 ri _| MN) 


i QUEEN oF TABLE WATERS.” Mi ILWARDS’ | 
) (_ alyx-e you 
wx Needle 
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i Paste 
Wellington, Somerset, England. _ BROWN, ad 


EGERTON BURNETT, 
HOLLANDSCHE TANDMIDDELEN, 
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TABLETS 64 


Much favoured by Her 
Majesty.” —Worp, 
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“A LADY WANTS NO OTHER COSMETICM@" 






THAN 
















But one caution is absolutely necessary from a hygienic point of view. It is a notorious fact 
that Pears’ Soap is sold at a very small profit (I think not more than about one halfpenny per 
tablet) on the wholesale cost price; consequently, one or other of the many soaps in the market 
(on the sale of which a profit of threepence or fourpence per tablet may be made) is sometimes 
either substituted or recommended to the buyer as ‘just as good,’ ‘equally pure,’ &c., &c., &., 
the real object of the dealer, of course, being simply to obtain the greater profit by the sale of 
the inferior article which he recommends or attempts to substitute. Patients should, therefore, 
insist on having Pears’ Soap when they ask for it, otherwise they may find that, instead of being 
served with a Genuine Soap, they have an article of most inferior quality foisted upon them; 
something worse than worthless, calculated only to set up HEAT, REDNESS, IRRITATION, 
and general unsightliness of the skin.’’ 


From the ** Etygiene of the Skin,” by Mr. J. L. MILTON, 


Senior Surgeon, St. John’s Hospital for the Skin, London. 















Witch ince tn the Cams os Landen und Pontiened | Islington, in the County of ie Tine at be oaks ae at Boe Btw, sore 2 Oy 
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_ 6. BURNAND’S 
VOLUMES. 
5/- EACH, 
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’ FIRST—AND—FOREMOST. , SEAFORD BAY, 8 
s Seesrx Downs and Saating ~ = 
we oo BROWN & POLSON’ S CORN FLOUR nent crrangemtsta perect. Tht 
CONPTS REMEDIAL FLUID ] OPEN to aaaees ‘Serves 
COND T'S. SD Bousehelé Werk, NOTE. — First produced and designated CORN FLOUR by : al " 
COND Y’S.—In Sore a Fails. BROWN & POLSON in 1856; not till some time afterwards OXFORD —MITRE . 
CONDY’S. The Sovereign Cure was any other Corn Flour anywhere heard of, and none has . HC P| 
for Relaxed Throat. now an equal claim to the public confidence. ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMICy, 
on ss ee = he FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE Kingngy . 
en ediately Dr. TW. Hanae — ? 
It s of great service as a distefect- 
ing and ote ulating gargle.”—Dr. Wann, 
SORE THROATS.- es Cases 
Cured at Once. 
“Brery case showed an tum 
improvement "—Dr Beposarcers 
COND Y’S.—Severe Sore Throat p 
uickly Relieved. 
con De =_ with invariable 7 ; 
’ € ae as ’ 
COND Y’S. Cleanses Wounds t 
most rapialy —Dr. Por 
CONDY'S. —" For Irritating Die FOR BREAKFAST. ' 
charges EDICaL D 
CONDY’S.—The “ Lancet” sa ¥ 
trio Fiala has beens Seveurite With AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
scientific and unscientific men of k 
CONDY’S. Everyone should read AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. Vj it 
he reperte by eminent medical aathe- S! 0 v 
ra sas aliments; tasued With every ; 
bottle, or sent free by pest on applica- ~ —_— 
= whe Darcy Consumerion, 50 Tons.) “warren “WHITEHALL COUR? 
etal Sonliees =. EC RESIDENTIAL FLATS, F , 
4, u AL oT, B.C. ) A A ACTING THY 
= SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. | EusaNkMENT AND WHITERALL Tom . 
8.W 
» . . These excellent Suites are fitted with eve 
“HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” poe : yo Brice t 
PURE ICE SAMU EL BROTHERS, | iziescrvct: fois ction | 
pe mag night an Sy. an occupy the toa u 
MADE IN THREE MINUTES Pha tie at Surrey Gills in the damm , 
i] n t Gardens. ney are ale 
8. conveniently and centrally situate with a u 
ask FoR . Meuze, 0 eee ty : oe prises ee, Thestees, S y } 
MAPPIN & WEBB’S for immediate use a very and the Rents include all Rates, Tam, Va t 
~ ml —~ oe Supply, lighting and heating of the Corrden a 
-OTHING The Staircases, and the services of all the Pon 
PRINCE’S PLATE. Sie as | eck 
P to | the Superintendent, J. C. Sux»rara, «& 
send, upon application, | Office on the premises; or to Haxrros 't ig t 
(Rzop.) Parreans of Marentacs | Estate Agents, 1, onan St. (late W 


for the wear of Gentle- How 
men, Boys, or Ladies, 
together with their 
new I:ivsraarev Cara- 
Loo cr, containing about 
400 ~Engravings This 
furnishes details of the 
various departments, 
with Price Lista, &c. 
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“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 








“ UNEQUALLED 





A very large assortment 
of the productions of 
| this eminent firm is 
CoLT’s NEW “ Brox” Sure. always kept in stock. 
SAMUEL BROTHERS, 

ED STATES Merchant Tailors, Outfitters, &c., 65 & 67. Sevesrs 


Hut, LONDON, B.C Workshops: Pilgrim st., 
MAVY REVOLVER °°“ ossate niin; ana a6, Gray inn Road. 
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Travellers, and 
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* CHAMPION HAND cae = ‘6 CAUTION. 
GREAT IMPROVEMENTS || ,.°%"S fetes a macazne wires. “THE THREE CASTLES” 
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just added, by which the out put is nearly doubled. Target e, are for accuracy and tu | 
18 ABSOLUTELY RELIABLE. nus GOES. Bi of fire. TOBACCO. REAL GERMAN HOLLOW GROU) \9 

Will Coal W 4 Water, Cream VERS | 
— Wind bicch los, , at Ki Edin- In the Chancery Division of me High come “ & 
Send for List F7 From Sule Licensees, par and ‘Debi ie List Bee Justice, in an ac ‘tion of W. D | r 
- : ¢o., against Ms s Benstem and Eur Be —S.. "ot r 

The PULSOMETER ENGINEERING Cor., i4., 98, G@eateows Bh London, W. « AMershot, £ Sarre y, To baceonists, Mr. Justice North, | 
NINE ELMS [RON WORKS, LONDON, 8.W. on the ith day of March, 191, granted a perpetual | ’ 











njunetic yn restraining the Defendants from offering 

Machines shown in epunation at 6, Quorn INNEFOF f for sale or selling tobaeco not of the manufacture or 

ictoria Street. é > merchandike of W. D. & H. O. Writs as and for 

_—- —o ‘ — “The Three Castles” Tobacco. The Defendants 
Por ACIDITY or rus STOMACH, HEARTBURN, were a! so ordered to pay the costs of the action 

TO SAVE THE TEETH, USE DAILY MEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION. In conseg sence of frequent imitations of Mcssrs 


THOM PSON and CAPPER’S Sold nent the Wests. Tomat co, That a ae this public aa that Wever Boquires Gr's 


DENTIFRICE T00 FAT.” 2f., Gordon's cree yb uo Wall sith | Black Handle, 8. From all Die 
ur rs. ’ - ) 
Pills | Setecded agsinat. » WILLS, will be | Tory Handle, 7,6, ‘0m ali Dead 























STOUTNESS rapid} MCKENNA & CO C ae, ¥ 
height weight, and Wand Wo td., ce adnee te te 17 & 18, Basinghall Street, London, B.C. | Wholesale, Onsonws, Gannerr, & Co. Le 
Dr. Goapos, 10, Brunswick Square, London, wee Solicitors for Messrs. W. D. & H. 0. WILLS. | | 








225 <= STREBTIR & COMPS SPECIALITES | SY“ 
eee 


DIAMONDS, white, and modern cut, RD - FAVE 


RUBIES of the pigeon’s blood colour, yy ENGLISH 


SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 


PEARLS of the finest lustre, PER F UM 


a || Always Refreshing, Sweet and Lasting 
RARE and CURIOUS GEMS, and — [sprigs oma 


D!AMONDS of all colours. To be had of all Perfumers, Chemis’, 


—_——_— — WHOLESALE—R. HOVENDEN & SONS, 


STREETER & COMP., Gem Experts, Bond St, London. | enon 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. III. 


| Scewe—On the Coach from Braine? Alleud to Waterloo. The vehicle 
has a Belgian driver, but the conductor is a true-born Briton. 
/ Mr. Cyrus K. Trorrenr and his daughter are behind with Popsury. 
CULCHARD, who is not as yet sufficiently on speaking terms with 
his friend to ask for an introduction, is on the box-seat in front. 


Mr. Trotter. How are you getting along, Mavp? Your seat 
| pretty comfortable ? ; 

Miss Trotter. Well, I guess it would be about as luxurious if it 
| hadn’t got a chunk of wood nailed down the middle—it’s not going 
to have anyone confusing it with a bed of roses just yet. (Zo Pops.) 

Your friend mad about anything? He don’t seem to open his head 

more ’n he’s — to. I presume he don’t approve of your taking up 

with me and Father—he keeps away from us considerable, I notice. 

Podb. (awkwardly). Oh—er—I wouldn’t say that, but he’s a queer 
kind of chap rather, takes prejudices into his head and all that. I 

| wouldn’t trouble about him if I were you—not worth it, y’ know. 

Miss T. Thanks—but it isn’t going to shorten my existence any. 

(Cutcn. overhears all this, with feelings that may be imagined. 
Belgian Driver (to his horses). Pullep! Allez 
vite! Bom-bom-bom! Alright! 
| (Conductor (to CutcHarD). ’E’s very proud of 
| ig English, ’e is. ’Ere, JEwus, ole feller, show 
the gen’lm’n ’ow yer can do a swear. (Belgian 
| Driver utters a string of English imprecations 
with the utmost fluency and good-nature.) ’ Ark at 
|’im now! Bust my frogs! (Admiringly, and not 
without a sense of the appropriateness of the 
Fete But he’s a caution, Sir, ain’t he? J 
taught him most o’ what he knows! 

A French Passenger (to Conductor). Dis done, 
mon ami, est-ce qu’on peut voir d’ici le champ de 
bataille ? 

Conductor (with a pride). It ain't no use 
~~ torkin to me, Mossoo; don’t no 
| French myself, (To Cutenarn.) See t field 

there, Sir ? 

Culchard (interested), On the right ? Yes, what 
| happened there ? 
| Cond. Fine lot o’ rabbits inside o’ there—big fat 
|’uns. (70 another Passenger.) No, Sir, that ain’t 
Belly Lions as you see from ’ere; that’s Mon 
| Sin Jeean, and over there Oogymong, and Chal- 
| lyroy to the left. 
| Oy THE Top or THE Movunp. 
CuicHaRD, who has purchased a map in the 

Waterloo Museum as a means of approachin 

Miss Trorrer, is pounced u by an elderly 

Belgian Guide in a blue , from whom 

he finds it difficult to escape. 

Fe he Guide izing emg ‘ARD with a pair of 
rheumy eyes and a gnarled forefinger). You see « 

vere is dat schmall voodt near de vite ’ouse ? not Laan SP 
dere, along my shdeek—so. Dat is vare Percton vas kill, Inglis 
Officer, Peectoy. Two days pefore he vas youndet in de ahum. 
’E say to his sairvan’, ‘‘ You dell ennipoddies, I keel you!” He 
vandt to pe in ze bataille: he vas in ze bataille - seven lance troo 
‘im, seven; Perctron, Inglis Officer. (Cutcnarp nods his head 
| miserably.) Hah, you ’ave de shart dere—open ’im out vide, dat de 
| odder shentilmans see. (CULCHARD obeys, spell-bound.) Vare you see 
| dat blue gross, Vaterloo Shirshe, vere Loart Uxprerpe® lose ’is laig. 
| Zey cot ’im off and pury him in ze cott-yardt, and a villow grow 
oudt of ’im. ’*E com ’ere to see the villow growing ondt of his laig. 

Culch. (abandoning his map, and edging towards Miss TrotTeR). 

fem—we are gazing upon one of the landmarks of our national 
history—Miss Trorres. 

Miss T, That’s a vurry interesting re-mark. I presume you must 
have studied up some for a reflection of that kind. ue Poppury, your 
friend has been telling me—— [She repeats Cvicnann's remark. 

Podb. (with interest). Got any more of those, old fellow ? 

) RD moves away with disgusted hauteur. 

The Guide (re-capturing him). Along dat gross vay, VELLAINTON 
meet BLOSHAIR. ian général, BLusmarr, VELLAINTON ’e com 
hier. I see ’im. Vem’e see ze maundt, ’e vos vair angri. ’E say, 
' Eet is no ze battle-fiel’ no more—I com back nevare!” Zat aidge 
is vere de Scots Greys vas. Ven they dell Napotzon ‘oo zey are, ’e 
say. “ Fine id mens, I feenish dem in von hour!” 
Sovtt ’e say, “‘ Ah, Sire, you do not know dose dairible grey ’orses! ” 
Napoigoy ’e not know dem. Sovtt ’e meet dem at de Peninsulaire— 
eknow dem. In dat Shirsh, dventy, dirty dablets to Inglis officers. 
Narowzow ’e coaled op "is Inift vink, sey deploy in line, vair you 
see my shdeek—ha, ze shentelman is gone avay vonce more ! 


A wy 


= 


D7 





Miss Trotter (to CuLcHarD, who has found himself unable to keep 
away). You don’t]seem to find that old gentleman vurry good 
company ? 

Culch. The*fact is that I much prefer to receive my impressions 

| of,a scene like this in solitude. 
|. Miss T. I should have thought you'd be too polite to tell me so; 
but I was moving on, anyway. 
[She goes on, Before Corcnarn can follow and explain, he 
Sinds himself accosted by Mr. . 
_ Mr. T. 1 don’t know as I’m as much struck by this Waterloo 
field as I expected, Sir. Asan Am I find it doesn’t come up 
| to some of our battlefields in the War. e don’t blow about those 
| battlefields, Sir, but for style and general picturesqueness, I ain't 
seen nothing this side to equal them. You ever been over? You 
want to come over and see our country—that’s what you want to 
do. You mustn’t mind me a-running on, but when I meet someone 
as I can converse with in my own language—well, I just about 
talk myself dry. 
[He talks himself dry, until rejoined by the Guide with Popsury 
and Miss Trotrer. 

Guide (to Popsury). Leesten, I dell you. My vader—eighteen, 

no in ze Airmi, laboreur man—he see Napo.fow standt in a saircle ; 
officers roundt ’im. Boots, op to hier; green cott ; 
vite vaiseott ; vite laigs—— 
Podbury. Your father’s legs ? 
Guide. No, Sare; my vader see Naporfon’s 
, laigs ; leedle ’at, qvite plain ; no faither—nossing. 
. Podbury But you just said you had a faither ! 
rhe Guide. I say, Napotton 'ad no faither—vat you 
} Y ¥) call it >—plume—in ’is ’at, at ze bataille. 
y Podbury. Are you sure? I thought the his- 
tory books said he ‘‘ stuck a feather in his hat, 
and called it Macaroni.” : 
ad Miss T. I presume you're thinking of our 
Vf National Amurrean character, Yankee Doodle ? 
“ Guide. My vader, ’e no see Napoifon viz a 
Yankedoodle in ’is ’at; ’e vear nossing. 
Podbury. Nothing ? What became of the green 
coat and white waistcoat, then, eh ? 
Guide. Ah, you unnerstan’ nossing at all! 
Leesten, I dell you vonce more. My vader—— 
Podbury. No, look here, my friend; you go 
and tell that gentleman all about it (indicating 
CurenarD) ; he’s very interested in hearing what 
NAPoLEon wore or didn’t wear. 
[The Guide takes possession of CUICHARD once 
more, who submits, under the impression that 
Miss Trorrer ts a fellow-sufferer. 
Guide soem og By vivid account of the fight 
at Houguymont ven zey com qvite nearer, 
zey vind ze rade 


t 


time no ze Inglis soldiers—nossing 
bot a breek vall, viz ze moskets—‘ Prown Pesses, 


you coal dem—shdeekin out of ze ’oles! Ze ‘oles 
schdill dere. Dat vas Houguymont, in the or- 
shairde. Now you com viz me and see zelion, Ze 
dail, two piece ; ze i, von piece; ze ball, von 
piece. 1 sank you, Sare. ’Ope you com again soon. 
(CuLcnarD discovers that the Trorrers and Popsury have gone 
At the foot of the steps he finds his 
alone. * 

Sorry you considered it necessary to 
I see your American friends have 


you vonce more.” 


down some tune ago. 
friend waiting for him, 
Culch. (with stiff politeness). 
stay behind on my account. 
already started for the station. 
Podbury (gloomily). There were only two seats on that coach, and 
they wouldn’t wait for the next. I don’t know why, unless it was 
that they saw you coming down the steps. She can’t stand you at 
any price. 
( Wich. (with some heat). Just as likely she had had enough of 
your buffoonery ! , 
Podb. (with provoking geod humour). Come, old ehap, don’t get 
your shirt out with me. Not my fault if she’s found out you think 
yourself too big a swell for her, isit? . : ; 
Culch. (hotly). When did I say so—or think so ? It’s what you’ve 
told her about me, and I must say I call it—— 
| Podb. Don’t talk bosh! Who said she was forward and bad form 
|and all the rest of it in the courtyard that first evening? She was 
close by, and heard every word of it, I shouldn’t wonder. 
| Culch. (colouring). It’s not of vital imp ce if she did, 
|( Whistling.) Few-fee-fee-foo-foodle-di-fee-di-fa-foo. 
|" Podb. Not a bit—to her. Better step out if we mean to catch 
that train. (Humming.) La-di- loodke - lumpty - leedle - um - ti - 
loo ! 
They step out, Poppury humming pleasantly and Cuicuanp 
it whied ing viciously, without further conversation, until they 
arrive at Braine ? Alleud & —and discover that they have 


| just missed their train. 


| 
; 
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OR, THE CHRISTIAN CZAR AND THE HEATHEN CHINEE. 
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TWO EMPERORS ; 
Or, the Christian Czar and The Heathen Chinee. 


[A decree issued by the Emperor of Cutna (in | 
connection with the recent anti-foreign agitation | 


| in that country) points out that the relations be- | 


| tween the Chinese and the forei 


missionaries have 


been those of peace and and that the | 


will, 
| Christians are protected by treaty and by —— | 


_ by Mr. J. L. T-18).—To our interviewer the 
eminent actor replied, ‘‘ Yes, suffering 
talk, as it 


| exercise which has been recommended. A 
stirrup-cup at parting? By allmeans. My 
cob is an excellent trotter, so I you, 


edicts, and commands the Governors and 
tenant-Governors to protect the Christians and 
put down the leaders in the riots.] | 


—_ — a = 

nd their is 

That for pak p m4 | 
And for jealousy vain, 

The Heathen Chinee is peculiar,— 
In future perhaps they ’ll refrain. 


Au-Srx has his faults, 
Which one cannot deny ; 

And some recent assaults 
On the mis-sion-a-ry, 

Have been worthy of—say Christian Russia, | 
When dealing with small Hebrew fry. | 


But the Emprnror seems stirred 
Persecution to bar, 

Which it might be inferred 
That I mean the White Czar; 

But I don’t. On the Muscovite Czsar 
Such charity clearly would jar. 


He’s always the same, 
a ~y 1 not stay Ais hand ; 
e poor Jews are fair e 
In a great “Christian” Land ; 
But the Lord of the Pencil Vermilion 
Rebukes Ais fanatical band. 


A Heathen—of course !— 
(Whilst the Czar is a Saint) 
But a sign of remorse 
At the Christian’s complaint 
ial seen in the edict he ’s issued, 
Which might make a great Autocrat faint. 
A Christian, ’tis true, 
To a Heathen Chinee 
Is as bad as a Jew 
_ Must undoubtedly be 
To an orthodox Christian of Russdom, 
Too ‘‘ pious” for mere Char-i-tee. 


So one Emperor stones 
His poor Israelites, 
Whilst the other one owns 
Even Christians have “‘ rights,” 
And, although they ’re (of course) ‘* foreign 
devils,” 
Their peace with good-will he requites. 
Which is why, I maintain 
(And by lan is ) 
That the Czar, though he’s vain 
Of his Or-tho-dox- 
Might learn from his — cousin, 
ough he’s only a Heathen Chinee! 





News or “Our Henry” (communicated 


bad sore throat, 


ye a bumper well-in-hand. ! 
nd 80 sa i i 
iota tm eed waved his plumed 





“ RaTHER A LARGE Orper.”—** The 
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CONFIDENCES OF A MATURE SIREN. 


‘*T apmit I’m wot as Hanpsome As I vsep To BE; BUT I’m Twice as Danogrovs!” 








THE UNHYGIENIC HOUSEHOLDER., Pp yvith rome henge in orden 
So to pat outside your border, 


After reading the Reports of the Congress. 
Mi abe - v dais Lo! the merry germs are there. 
TELL me not in many a column, ‘ 
I must pull up all my drains ; Doctors vow, in tones despotic, 
Or with faces long and solemn, I must dig ’neath basement floors, 
Threaten me with aches and pains. Lest diseases called zymotic 
Let me end this wintry summer, Enter in at all my pores. 
’Mid the rain as best I may, |  Panxes, of sanitation master, 
Without calling in the plumber, Wanted purity and light ; 
For he always comes to stay. I’m content to risk disaster, 
With unhygienic night. 





I appreciate the 
Prince’s 
Shrewd remarks) QUEER QUERIES,—Hymewzat.—I have 
about our lot; | been asked to attend the wedding of a friend, 
But the horror he| and respond to the toast of ‘The Ladies.’ 
evinces | I have never done such a thing before, and 
At our dangers,| feel rather nervous about it. My friend 
frights me not. | ange Set I must “try and be very comic.” 
; Science in expostu- I have thought of one humorous remay k— 
y lation, | about the ‘* weaker sex ” being really streager 
/ Shows our rules' —which I fancy will be effective, but I can’t 
of health are think of another. Would one goed joke of 
wrong ; that sort be sufficient? .A propos of the lady 
A But > oo when marksman at Bisley, I should like to advise 
sanitation |all ladies to “* the Butts,” only I am 
| afraid this might taken for a reference to 
| the President of the Divorce Division. How 
|could I work the Jackson case in neatly? 
| Would it be allowable to pin my on 
the wedding-cake, and read it ? Also, 
|could I wear a mask? Any hints would be 
| welcomed by—Best May. 





Was unknown, men lived as long. 


If the air with microbes thickens, 
Like some mirk malefic mist, 

Tell me prithee how the dickens 
We can manage to exist. 

From the poison breathed each minute, 
Man ere this had surely died ; 














Order of the Elephant” conferred on 

President Carnot by the King of Den-| 

mare This should include an Order 

for the Grand Trunk, in which to 

z about. The proper pune to receive this | 

a B.. evidently t Grand Duke of 
- y. 





When we see the fell things in it, 
On the microscopic slide. 


I’m aware we’re oft caught napping, 
And the scientist can say, : 
That our yawning drains want trapping 

Lest the deadly typhoid stay. 


| Shaftesbury Theatre advertises “ 


Nor Qurre Porrre.—The Manager of the 
three distinct 
plays at 8°15, 9°15, and 10.” Distinet, but 
not quiteclear. Anyhow, isn’t it rather a slur 
on other Theatres where it implies the pla , 


| whether at 8°15, 9°15, or 10, are “* indi 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 


Prospect of Holiday—An Entrée—A Character in the Opening— 
Fight and Leading—French Exercise—Proposition—Accepta- 
tion— Light Comedian—Exit—Jeudi alors—The Start. 


Cuarren I. 


I aM sitting," fatigued, in my study. I have not taken a holiday 
this year, or last, for the matter of that. Others have; I haven’t. 
Work ! work! work!—and I am wishing that my -quills were | 
wings (‘‘ so appropriate!” whisper my good-natu friends behind | 
their hands to one another), so that I —e fly away and be at rest. | 
To this they (the -quills, not the friends) have often assisted | 
me ere now. Suddenly, as I sit “‘a-thinking, a-thinking,” my door | 
is opened, and, without any announcement, there stands before me a | 
slight figure, of middle height, in middle age, nothing remarkable 
about his dress, nothing remarkable about his greyish hair and close- 
cut beard, but something very remarkable about his eyes, which | 
sparkle with yy and energy; and so i ill more | 
remarkable about the action of his arms, hands, thin, wiry 
fingers, which suggests the idea of his being an animated semaphore 
worked by a galvanic battery, telegraphing signals against time at | 
the rate of a hu words a minute, the substantives being occa- | 
sionally expressed, but mostly ‘‘ understood,’’—pronouns and prepo- | 
sitions being omitted wholesale. 

‘What! Daverwer!” I exclaim, he being the last person I had | 
expected to see, having, indeed, a letter on my desk from him, dated 
yesterday and delivered this morning, to | 
say that he was , at the moment of 
writing, and practically therefore for the 
next forty-eight hours—at least, so it 
would be with any ordinary individual— 
in Edinburgh. But Daveryer is not an 
ordina individual, and the ordinary 
laws of motion to and from any given 
point do not apply to him. 
He is a Flying Frenchman— 
here, there, and everywhere ; 
especially everywhere. So 
mercurial, that he will be in 















“ He is a Flying Frenchman.” 





advance of Mercury himself, and having written a letter in the | 
morning to say he is coming, it is not unlikely that he will travel 
by the next train, arrive before the letter, and Se wonder that you | 
weren’t prepared to receive him. Such, in a brief sketch, is mon 
ami DAUBINET. 
_“* Aha! me voici /” he cries, shaking my hand warmly. Then he 
sings, waving his hat in his left hand, and still grasping my right | 
with his, ** Voici le sabre de mon pere!”’ which reminiscence of | 
OrrEyBacn has no icular relevancy to anything at the present | 
moment, but it evidently lets off some of his superfluous steam. 
He continues, always with my hand in his, “ J’ arrive! inattendu ! 
Mais, mon cher,”’—here he turns off the French stop of his polyglot 
organ, and, as it were, turns on the English stop,—continuing his 
dress to me in very distinctly-pronounced English, ‘‘ 1 wrote to | 
you to say | would be here,” then pressing the French stop, he con- 
cludes with, ‘‘ ce matin, n’est-ce pas?” 
_"* Parfaitement, mon cher,” | reply, giving myself a chance of | 
airing a little Freach, being on perfectly safe ground, as he | 
thoroughly understands English; indeed, he understands several | 
uages, and, if I flounder out of my depth in foreign waters, one 
stroke will bring me safe on to the British rock of intelligibility 
again ; or, if I obstinately persist in floundering, and am searching 
for the word as for a plank, he will jump in and rescue me. Under 





lreason to suppose, from want of more definite information, is | 





| these circumstances, I am perfectly safe in talking French to him— 


“* Mais je ne vous attendais ce matin’’—I've got an idea that this is | 
something uncommonly grammatical—‘‘ d cause de votre lettre que | 
je viens de receroir”’— this, 1’ll swear, is idiomatic—** ce matin, 
La voila!” I pride myself on ‘‘ La,” as representing my know- 
ledge that ‘‘ /ettre,’’ to which it refers, is feminine, 

‘’Caramba!” he exclaims—an exclamation which, I have every 


Spanish. ‘‘ Caramba!” that letter is from Edinburgh ; j’at risité | 
Glasgow, the Nord et partout, et je suis de retour, 1 am going on 
business to Reims, pour re- 
ft venir par Paris,—si vous 
: voudrez me donner le plaisir 

de votre compagnie—de Jeudi | 
prochain 4 Mardi—vous serez | 
mon invité,— et je serai 
charmé, trés charmé.”’ 

Being already carried away 
in imagination to Reims, and | 
oe by Paris, I am at 
once inclined to reply, 

** Enchanté! with the 
greatest pleasure.”’ 
ri * Hoe A cotayh Hurré!” 
e cries, by way of response, 
waving Z at. Then he 
sings loudly, ‘‘ And—bless the 
Prince of Waxes!” After | 
which, being rather proud of his mastery of 
Cockneyisms, he changes the accent, still sing- 
ing, ‘* Blaass the Prince of Wartes!” which he | 
considers his chef d’euvre as an imitation of | 
a genuine Cockney tone, to which it bears 
exactly such resemblance as does a scene of 
ordinary London life drawn by a French artist. | 
Then he says, seriously—‘‘ EA bien! allons! | 
C est fizé—it is fixed. We meet Victoria, et | 
alors, par London, Chatham & Dover, from 
Reims vid Calais, trés bien, —train d'onze 
heures précises,—bien entendu. J’y suis. Ihr 
Diener! Adios! A reverderla! <Addio, | 
amico caro!” Then he utters something | 
which is between a sneeze and a growl, sup- 
posed to be a term of endearment in the Russian 
Au revoir!” tongue. Finally he says in English, ‘* Good- | 


bye!” | 
His hat is on in a jiffy (which I take to be the hundredth part of a 
second) and he is down the stairs into the hall, and out at the door 






| “* like a flying light comedian” with an airy “‘ go” about him, which 


recalls to my mind the running exits of CHarLes WYNDHAM in one 


|of his lightest comedy-parts. ‘‘ du revoir! Pour Jeudi alors!” | 


I hear him call this out in the hall, the door b as if a firework | 
had exploded and blown my vivacious friend up into the air, and he 
has gone. 
** Jeudi alors”’ arrives, and I am at Victoria for the eleven o’clock 
Express to the minute, having decided that this is the best, shortest, | 
and cheapest holiday I can take. I’ve never yet travelled with my 
excellent French friend Davaryer. I am to behis guest ; all respon- | 
sibility is taken off my shoulders except that of my ticket and luggage, | 
and to travel without responsibility is in itself a novelty. To have | 
to think of nothing and nobody, not even of oneself! Away! away! 











Porrressr. — The following version of our great popular Naval 
Anthem will be issued, it is hoped, from White- 
hall (the French being supplied by the Lords of 
the Admiralty in conjunction) to all the musical 
Naval Captains in command at Portsmouth. The 
graceful nature of the intended compliment cannot 
eseape the thickest-headed land-lubber :— 


Dirige, Madame la France, 

Madame la France dirigera les vagues ! 

Messieurs les Francais ne seront jamais, jamais, jamais, 
Esclaves ! 








The effect of the above, when the metre is 
carefully fitted to the tune (which is a work of @ 
time), and sung by a choir (with accent) of a : 
thousand British Blue-jackets, will doubtless be quite electrical. 


Nore by A TRAVELLING FELLow Frnst Crassic.—There ’s no pas- 


sage in any Classical author, Latin or Greek, so difficult as is the | 


e between Dover and Calais on a rough day, and yet, strange 
to say, the translation is comparatively easy. 





A Picrvre on tHe Luve.—Sketch taken at the Equator. 
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QUITE A LITTLE NOVELTY. 


Dear Mr. Poncn,—As Englishmen are so often accused of want 
of originality, I hope you will let me call your attention to an occa- 





———S—S— 





Call he joins the Royal Horse Arie. ». Then, again, unlike th 
scene in the New Cut in The Lights o' London, there is a view by 
night of the exterior of the Mogul Musie Hall. Further, there is a 

Dose House” scene, that did not for a moment (or certainly not 





sion when it was conclusively proved that at least two of the British for more than a moment) recall to my mind that gathering of the 


race were free from the reproach. The date to which I refer | POT in the dark arches of a London b 
was the Ist | Pieces. 






, in one of Bovercavrt’s 


By the way, was that play, Dark, or was it The 


meViRTUGUS [ADELPHI tess R  ASTREA of August | Streets of London? I really forget whieh, Then, all the characters 
Gy GUNNER STI S oma 5 | last, ae _in the new play are absolutely new and original. The hero who will 
Marek 1" 2 “e new and| evergiking for his alleged wife’s sake, and weeps over his child, 





iN FA 


A \5 





» ian . : “uN 


drama, 


the Ro 


Theatre, 


BUCHANAN, 
its authors. 





- at sn Sime? ; The plot of 
Professor Ginnifer canning Sims’ and Buchanan’s ‘i. Gan 
new an 


original piece is simple in the extreme. Cuthbertson, a young gentle- 
man, has married his wife in the belief that his Wife No. 1 (of whom 
he has lost sight), isdead. Having; thus to be a widower, Cuth- 
bertson is confronted by Wife No. 1 and deserts Wife No.2. Assured 
by the villain of the piece that she is not really married to Cuthbertson, 
Wife No. 2 ye gar to marry her informant. The nuptials are about 
| to be celebrated in the Chapel Royal, Savoy, when enter Wife No. 1 
who explains that she was a married woman when she met Cuthbert- 
son, and therefore, a fair, or rather unfair, bigamist. Upon this 
Cuthbertson (who is conveniently near in a pew, wearing the unpre- 
tentious uniform of the Royal Horse Artillery), rushes into the arms of 
the lady who has erroneously been numbered Wife No. 2, when she 


has been in reality Wife No. 1, and allis joy. Now I need scarcely | 


point out to you that nothing like this has ever been seen on the 
stage before. It is a marvel to me how Messrs. Smasand BucHaNaN 
| came to think of such elever things. 

| But if it had been cnlyctiey plet (int wes original, I should not 
| have been so anxious to direct attention to The Trumpet Call. But 


/ | tame” ys 


al iit | 


a 





An Altared Scene. 


o incidents and characters are equally novel. For instance, unlike | 
he Lights o” London, there is a caravan and a showman. Next, un- 
_ In the Ranks, there are scenes of barrack-life that are full of 
reshness and originality. In Harbour Lights, if my memory does 
not play me false, the hero enlisted in the Saris, in The Trumpet 





|| entitled q BEY " 
t-- Bir he villain, too, who will do 


Call, the lady who has secured his affections,*is also a novelty. So is a 
predwiid ot character played by Miss Ciara J mas only Miss Crane J BECKS can 


d the two | You wish to see something that will either 
puappaions to seep. Go, my dear Mr. Punch, and. sit out The Trumpet Call 


| As a matter of fact they indulge in High Jinks. 


rr is quite new. So is the heroine who takes up her residence with 
0 aed nel but amusing showmen, instead of weal Af vod 


ves. That is also 
The Lights o' London. 


mite new, and there was nothing like it 
and dare anything (in reason) to wed 


and does play it, And there are many more equally bright and 


Adelphi oak, ae, 5 6 Seed. ork 


inal, 
ear Mr. jem hasten to the Royal Adelphi Theatre, if 
wake you up or send you 


So, m 


you have seen it, you 
Yours faithfully, 
Oxe wo was Szew Nornine Like rr Berore 


why I sign myself, 





“FRENCH AS SHE IS SPOKE.” 


From Admiral Gervais to My Lor’ Maire. 
Mvcn we regret, Lor’ Maire, mon cher, 
Your banquet to refuse ; 
But if you fear not mal de mer, 
Pack up your malle de mer, mon cher, 
And join us in a cruise. 
From My Lor’ Maire to Admiral Gervais, 
Mon cher Grenrvats, 
Can’t say ** Je vais,” 
Except *‘ Je vais 
DT’ autre cété.” 
Gervais, tu vas,— 
Moi—Je ne vais pas. 











“ “re | 
LE ROI (EN GARQGON) EN VOYAGE, S’AMUSE; 


| Or, what his Juvenile Majesty packed in his *‘ Gladstone,” and set down | 
in his Notes, de, 

Ollendor ff—Servian—in Freneh, German, Russian, and any other 
Eastern tongues, as yet publi , 

Twelve dozen Boxes of Tin Soldiers. 

Ditto, ditto, Brieks to Match, 

Complete Letter Writer (with addenda), specially added by his 
‘* Papa,”’ as models to be followed more or less closely when address- 
ing his mother on matters of a homely and domestic character. 

The Boy-King’s Guide to the and decent method of pre- 
siding at a Cabinet Council, showing the same may be conducted 
conjointly with the introduction of Ninepins, or some other equally 
interesting, intellectual, and manly game. 
| List of the best Sweet-stuff Shops. h , 

Ditto, ditto ‘of what’s going on, and most worth looking up in 
places we visit. 

Hand-Book to Leger de Main, with special reference to Practical 
Joking at State Functions, and other High Jinks! 

Shilling Hand-Book to Home Made Fireworks, with Permanent 
Order signed by War Minister for supply of necessary materials. 














Hyjinks and Hygiene. 


Hyarenr and Demography! Never before 

With such wonderful names has a Conference met, 
With statistics by thousands and papers galore 

As to what Demos wants, as to what he’s to get. 
It’s not always perfectly clear what they mean, 

Yet, perhaps an outsider is right when he thinks 
Though no doubt they would die for beloved Hygiene, 








New Worx ny Sre Avovstvs Drvrtotawvs—to be included in 
the ‘‘ Opera Omnia,” by the same Author writing under a nom de 
plume, entitled, ‘* Legs Taglionis; or, Little Steps for Babes in the 
Ballet. By a Pa’ de Quatre.” Also ‘* Classes and Lasses,” same 
series. 
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A PIOUS FRAUD! 


“TY, WHAT HAVE You GoT IN your BuTrox-HoLE? You pon’r MEAN TO SAY 
: ror THIs Nient onty. Gorne To Dine with Jakes. Don’t WANT TO HI 
) BE POISONED BY HIS BEASTLY Wink. See?” 
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you 'VE JoINEp Tur Buiver Riszox 
RT POOR OLD JAKES’S FEELINGS—DON'T 


Woodo 


NV 


1 ” Yes, we know that humanity fondly may scheme 

NEPTUNE’S AT HOME >” OR, NEIGHBOURS UNITED. For Peace, of all ills the supposed panacea : 
Tue French are all coming, for so they declare, We know that Utopia’s ee a dream, 
Of their fleet and their tars all the papers advise us , Unbroken good fellowship but an idea. 
They 're to come o’er the sea and to Portsmouth repair, Old Nep knows his great Naval Show is now on, 
Their squadrons at Spithead will please, not surprise us. And ArmMstrone and Wuitwortn’s huge works he’s aware 
Their fleet is to come for a right friendly spree ; on: 
To promise them *‘‘ skylarks” is hardly presumption. — He sees what our shipwrights and gunsmiths have done 
They ’re weleome to Neprune’s old “ Halls by the Sea. To send foes o’er the Styx in the barque of old Charon. 
Of powder and grog there'll be mighty consumption, At sight of War’s muderous monsters half frighted, 
In toasts and salutes, for they ’re friends and invited : E’en valour may pause, ; 

Joun and Jonmnny clasp paws, And drink deep to the Cause, 

And drink deep to the Cause ; Of Good-will among Nations and Neighbours United ! 
Of Neprunr’s two guests and brave Neighbours United! 





Ln 








ao GQNAMIA 


‘a7 7 V Wow Ww 


‘SuUQOA 


“sy ter 
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The scribes and the specials report wondrous things, But, gushing apart, ’tis a sight for sad eyes 
Of the grand preparations, the routs and the rackets. To see ancient rivals on joint messmate duty. 
Gone the old days of huge wooden walls and white wings, A French ship in our waters and not as a prize 
We now meet without mutual dusting of jackets. Might once Reve perturses British \ aloar and Beauty. 
Well so much the better! Our seas let them try, = now Father Neprvne, At Home, calmly grips 
Their squadrons are welcome to float ’em and swim ’em. lis trident, and smiles with most friendly benignity. 
Like good Cap'n Cuttle we'll smile and “ stand by,” We welcome French Sailors, and shout for French ships, 
Friendly bumpers we'll empty as fast as they brim ’em- Without an abatement - wang ming 6 i 
To welcome his guests Fether Nurrums’s delighted, To see any friend of Joun Butt Nep’s delighted. 
He'll clasp both their paws, He holds out his paws, 
And drink deep to the Cause . And will drink to the Cause. . 
Of Sailors as shipmates and Neighbours United ! Of Peace on the Ocean and Neighbours United ! 


Old Nep is ‘‘ At Home” to the Sailors of France. 
Old foes turn new friends as their reason grows riper ; 
** All hands for Skylarking!” A measure we ’ll dance, 
With friendship for fiddler and pleasure for piper. 
’Tis a good many years since they sought our white shore ; 
Once more at hande’-grip we are glad to have got 'em. 
As to Jingos or Chauvinists,—out on the bores! 
Such Jonahs should promptly be plumped to the bottom ; 
Poor swabs! For this party they are not invited ; 

Shall they come athwart hawse 

As we drink to the Cause 
Of Shipmates for ever and Neighbours United ? 


Then shout, Britons, shout, while the neighbouring crews 
Hob-nob, as the symbol of neighbouring nations ; 
Whilst Neprune at Home welcomes brave Brother Blues, 
And serves out the stingo to each in fair rations. 
Your spirits, ye sturdy old seadogs, might smile 
On a friendship which to your true hearts is no treason. 
The Sea-God makes free of his favourite Isle 
The French lads he once would have shied, and with reason. 
Now to greet brave Gervais and his tars he’s delighted. 
Midst general applause 
Let us drink to the Cause. 
Hooray for Nep’s Visitors, Neighbours United ! 
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TO THE SHELVED SEX. 
By One who keeps his Ears open.) 
“Believing firmly in the absolute justice of 
n’s claim to the ‘ Parliamentary’ franchise, I 
chall at all times support that claim.” —Mr. Logan, 
new M.P. for the Harborough Division.) 
| 


Games Russell Potvell. 


Born, Fen. 22, 1819. Dien, Ava. 12, 1891. 


“ We could not have been prouder of him had he 
been one of us.””— Times. 


Barp of two worlds, and friend of both, 
As ripe in years as culture, verily 


| To miss that voice two worlds are loth, 


 Womay, in our 
hours of ease 


The mockery of false 
Ig! 


When an Election 
comes in sight, 
E’en Ministers admit 
thy “ right.” 
Believe them not; 
they do not dote 
On the Political Pet- 
ticoat, 
Tis all a politie pre- 
tence. 
Some of them are upon the fence ; 
Some of them have *‘ political ” wives, 
And shirking stings in their home-hives, 
| Take up ‘‘the Cause” with a sham zeal, 
Which not five in five thousand feel. 
jut hear them over a Club-dinner 
Chuckling about the ‘* pretty sinner” 
Who hankers for that finer Club, 
The House o’ Commons! There’s the rub! 
They do not want you there, my dears ; 
The eomess of your ‘‘ franchise” queers 
Wire-pullers’ plans, and party reckoning— 
Hope, in male guise, stands blandly 
beckoning. 
He—Codlin—is the friend, not Short, 
But, in his heart he’s making sport. 
| Of course ’tis wickedest of shames, 
But—recollect Sir Henry James, 
Your open enemy avowed, 
Did not the House o’ Commons crowd 
Of frauds and shams play up to him, 
And shelve ‘‘the Female Franchise” whim 
Only the other day ? Sheer diddle ! 
Have you not nous to read the riddle ? 
How wondrous prompt was W. G. 
To back up Surra! With what sly glee 
The “‘ Woman’s Rightists” did subside. 
| And—sub silentio—let you slide! Genes. 
Your Grand Old Man, dears,—well, Ae’s 
He doesn’t want some Grand Old Woman 
| As colleague or as rival. WoopDau. ? 
W ell, he is gentle, genial all 
But there ’s a twinkle in his eye 
Persuades me that he would not die 
Did you consent to drop your “ claim.” 
And now there comes another name 
To raise for Shes the party slogan. 
. ell, trust, dears—if you like—to Locay ; 
x will support you at alltimes !” (rhymes 
Tale, your eye on him! S#aKsPraRE’s 
| ,ell you “‘ Men were deceivers ever.” 
| M.P.’s wise, foolish, crass, and clever, 
| Are—nominally—on your side, 
~ > privately —your cause deride. 
Pe € the straight tip, my dears—I glean it 
Tom private talk—they don’t half mean it ! 
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In which much wisdom spake so merrily. 
A voice, and no mere echo, thine, 
Of many tones, but manly ever. 
Thy rustic Biglow’s rugged line 
A grateful world n 
It smote hypocrisy and cant [ripple 
With flail-like force; sleek bards that 
Like shallow pools—who pose and pant, 
And vaguely smudge or softly stipple,— 
These have not brain or heart to sing 
As Biglow sang, our quaint [osea, 
Whose ‘‘ Sunthin in the Pastoral line,’”’ 
Full primed with picture and idea, 
Lives, with *‘ The Courtin’,”’ unforgot, 
And worth whole volumes of sham-Shen- 
stone. 
Yes, you could catch, as prigs may not, 
Pure women’s speech and valiant men’s 
Zekle and Huldy in our hearts {tone. 
Have found a place. But a true Poet, 
Like SHaksPEARE’s Man, plays many parts. 
You chid us sharply, wall we know it, 
For you’d the gift of Satire strong, 
And knew just how to lay the lash on. 
You smote what you thought British wrong, 
Well, that won’t put us in a passion. 
** I ken write long-tailed if I please,” 
You said, And truly, polished writer, 
More like ‘‘ a gentleman at ease,”’ 
Never touched quill than this’ shrewd 
smiter. 
Your ‘‘ moral breath of temperament” 
Found scope in scholarly urbanity ; 
And wheresoever LOWELL went 
Sounded the voice of Sense and Sanity. 
We loved you, and we loved your wit. 
Thinking of you, uncramped, uncranky ; 
Our hearts, ere we ’re aware of it, 
** Run helter-skelter into Yankee.” 
‘* For puttin’ in a downright lick 
’Twixt Humbug’s eyes, there’s few to 
metch it.” 
Faith, how you used it; ever quick 
Where’er Truth dwelt, to dive and fetch it. 
Vernacular or cultured verse, 
The scholar’s speech, the ploughman’s 


patter 
You’d use, but still in each were terse, 
As clear in point as full in matter. 
You’d not disdain “‘ the trivial flute,’’ 
The rustic Pan-pipe you would finger, 
Yet could you touch ‘‘ Apollo’s lute ”’ 
To tones on which Love’s ear would linger. 
Farewell, farewell! Two countries loved, 
Two countries mourn you. None will 


| 


quarrel 
With English hands, which, unreproved, 
Lay on your bier an English Laurel! 











Aw Op Scnoor Buory.—Under the heading | 
of ‘‘Church and Schools,” the St. James's | 
Gazette gave an interesting illustration of | 
** public spirit in schools.” It recounted how 
‘An Old Bedford Boy’ —no relation to 
Rosert, the Waiter, we believe—in the course 
of returning thanks, said, ‘‘ I have bathed in 
all the great rivers of the world.” Then he 
added, “the water of the sluggish Ouse is the 
sweetest of them all.”” Oddly enough his name 
was “‘ Zrncke,” though evidently he must be 
a first-rate “‘Zwimmer.” With genuine love | 
for his old school, he might have added that 
he wished he was a Buoy again. But he 
seems to have got on swimmingly every- 
where. 


ecteth never! | 


“HELPS” AND WHELPS. 


Tur following advertisement appeared som¢ 
little time since in the columns of a daily 
contemporary :— 

TJ\O those who have not time to give their dogs 
sufficient exercise in London.—A Lady, expe- 
rienced, would EXERCISE DOGS in the Park. 
Terms, one hour daily, 5s. a week ; two hours, 7s. 6d. 

-Address, &e. 

Listen to this, Rover, my hound! 

This passes expectation ! 
A ** Lady Guide,” who'll trot you round 
For scant remuneration! 


When pain and anguish wring my brow 
Because I’m doomed to har 

To your ‘* Why-not-go-out ?” bow-wow, 
She’|l take you to the Park! 

Cometh this ministering sprite, 
Smiling upon us meekly, 

And says, ‘'1’ll make your burden light 
For seven-and-sixpence weekly.” 

They talk of ‘‘woman’s sphere,” when sole, 
Her hemisphere, when mated ; 

But surely here she’s reached the goal 
For which she was created ! 


She'll chaperon you down the Row, 
With silken cord she ’ll lead 

Your footsteps where the flowerets blow,— 
A “lucky dog,” indeed ! 

She ll win your love by bits of cake, 
She ’ll let you bark, or growl, 

And fight with other dogs, and make 
War on the water-fowl. 

Yet is it right your wayward tramp 
Her maiden steps should hamper ? 

No one who knows you for a scamp 
Would take you lor a scamper ! 


And oh !—a thought most base and black, 
That puts me in a fluster— 

My Rover, would she bring you back ? 
No, no, I will not trust her! 

The offer tempts—(again that bark !)— 
But no—'tis weak to falter ; 

The chain that leads you to the Park 
May lead me to the Altar ! 


From A Very Occasional CORRESPONDENT. 
* At Craig-y-nos we’ve been keeping up 
quite Craig-y-noces. High jinks up here. 
‘raig-y-nos means the ‘ Rock of the Night,’ 
but, mind you, no rock has been required by 
any of us when we did go to bed, even 
though we had real Welsh rabbits for supper. 
Madame Parti, who takes the Patti-cake 
here, is far tod wiry ever to be a Patti de 
foie gras. Delicious air here, as any air must 
be in which Patri has a voice.—Yours truly, 
‘Tue Apptest or THE Ap JonEsEs.” 

















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




















- 
{ 


it ae . 
eke : 


CF ny 











OF HIS #UGE@RSTIONS, 


- 
Zz 


e 
~ 
2 
2 
- 
7) 
~ 
Ps 
Ps 
- 
Pa 
4 
z 
- 
= 
z 
Zz 
- 
2 
£ 
7 
a 
a 
o 
= 
z 
® 
Zz 
z 
~ 
& 
z 
= 
= 
= 
- 
- 
< 
b 
4 
Zz 
h 
zn 
e 
Zz 
2 
2 
< 
= 
= 
< 
4 
_ 
z 
< 
= 
f 
ss 
Ps 
= 
- 
- 
a 
= 
= 
a 
ke 
e 
S 
% 
- 
< 
= 
= 
= 
5 
x 
= 
4 
© 
= 
oO 


MonTHS, AND SENDS Mr. PuNcn THIS8 





Q. 
Guil 

A. 
fied 
Lord 
Q. 
A, 
the 
Lieu 
play 
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| Royal College of Surgeons ? 


‘finding myself drinking claret cup in | 


| Guildhall ? 
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THE DEMOCRAPHIC VADE MECUM. 
Question. You properly ‘attended the 


Congress last week ? : 

Answer. Certainly, by wearing a small 
brooch pinned on the flap of my coat. 

Q. What effect had thison the cabmen ? | 

A. To cause them to ¢ e me just 
double the customary fares. 

y. Did you go to the Inaugural | 
Meeting ? } | 

A. Of course, but as it was so crowded, | 
I could get no further than the door. | 

Q. Did you hear the speech of the | 
Prince of WALES? 

A, Unfortunately not; but I had the | 
advantage of seeing the top of his Royal | 
Highness’s head. ; 

Q. Did you go to the Soirée in Lin- 
coln’s Inn Fields, at the Hall of the 


| 
A. I did, and was much amused at | 
the museum devoted to skeletons. 

Q. Did you go to the reception at | 


A. Certainly, and was greatly grati- | 
fied at the amusements supplied to the 
Lord Mayor’s guests. | 

Q. What were those amusements? | 

A. So far as I could see, the Band of 
the Grenadier Guards, conducted by | 
Lieut. Dan Goprrey in undress uniform, | 
playing before Sir JoserH Savory, Bart. ; 
and some charters under a glass case. 








TWO HEADS BETTER THAN ONE. 


An Optical Tllusion ina Lady's Orchestra. 


Q. Was that all? 

A. Well, I heard some harps, and then 
of course there were the Lord 
trum peters. 


comfort 

A. In great comfort—after I had 
fought like a wild beast with other wild 
beasts for an hour and a half to get up 
to the place of distribution. 
fas this part of the programme 
badly managed 

A. It was not managed at all. The 
City Authorities had not even had the 
sense to put the numbers available at each 
counter en évidence. 

Q. Did you derive any linguisticlearn- 
ing from this struggle ” 

A. Certainly. i bad lenguage 
in sixteen different tongues. 

Q. And what (as a connoisseur) did 
you think of the oaths ? 

A. That none were comparable to that 


of a lamb, and the observations of an 
angry man. 

Q. Did you go anywhere else ? 

A. The entertainments I attended 
were so numerous that it is impossible to 
remember a tithe of them. 

Q. And what did you doabout Science * 

A. Left it for discussion until the 


meeting of the Congress to be held next 
year! 
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ROBERT’S AMEKICAN FRIENDS. 


My Amerrycane Frend has cum back again to the ‘‘ Grand Hotel.” 
He has bin with us nearly a month, and says he finds it, as before, 
the werry best Hotel anywheres for a jowial Bacheldore. I thinks | 
as he’s about the coolest card as I ever seed, tho as good natured as 
a reel Lady, and I don’t think as that’s at all a bad karacter. | 
When he heard as the Germun EmpRER was a cummin to Gildhall, 
arsked me to interdooce him to | 
the Lord Marg, as he wanted a few tickets | 
for hisself and frends! And when [ told| 
him as that coudn’t be manidged, he arsked 
where he coud buy a few, as he supposed as 
money coud buy anythink, and praps he| 
wasn’t so werry rong arter all. e ha 
two or three Amerrycan frends to dinner 
the other day, and didn’t they jest tork 
away. One of ’em arsked me if I didn’t | 
think as it was shamefoolly xtravagant to 
give the Lord Mare of our little City jest | 
the same salary for governing his one little 

; oquare mile, as they in Amerrykey gave their 
Presedent for governing their hole country, altho it was about thirty 
times larger than ours. To which I boldly replied most suttenly not, 
becoz I had herd as there was lots of Presedents in the World, but | 
ony one Lord Mare of London, te which my frend shouted out, 
ravo, Ropert, that’s one to you! ” 

Amost all their tork was about what they calls their ‘‘ World’s 
Show,” as is to be held at Chickargo, I thinks they called it, the | 
year after next, and what tog have naterally come here for, is to 
arrange for the Lord Mare and his too Sherryffs, with their State | 
Carridges, and state Footmen, and state Robes, to go over and show 
em how to open it! And the funniest one of the lot acshally said as 
I must go with ’em, for the World’s Show woud not be a perfect 
show without they had in it the most horiginal specimen of a reel 
London Hed Waiter to show to their 50 saillion peeple! And I am 
to have the werry biggest tip as ever a Hed Waiter had. And I’m| 
quite sure as they meant it all, for they larfed all the while as they 
torked about it. 

This same one had a Ticket for Guildhall the hother heavening, 
when about four thowsand gests was there, and jolly fun he says it 
was, for they all seemed to begin a drinking of werry good Shampane 
about Nine a Clock, and kep on at it for above three hours, for there | 
pe not nothink else for ’em to do, and so they did that, and did 

He arsked me if I coud remember what outlandish names the 
Principal gests was all called, and when I told him I thort they was 

16H-GIN and Demmy-Grosery, they all again, and shouted 
out, “that’s another to you Ropert; go ahead, my tulip!” 
what they meant I’m sure I don’t kno. 


e acshall 


f Whee Kane ne aur | 





Tho Real 


Our patomenly Manager looked in to see how they was a getting 
on, and when they told him what they called my last joke, ewen he 
larfed away like the best on’em. The fust time I gets a chance I 'II 
ask him to explain it all to me. 

What seemed to have struck the Amerrycan most, was what he de- 
scribed asthe twelve most bewtifool Angels, all most bewtifoolly drest 
in most bewtifool close, a playing most bewtifool toons on most bewtifool 
Arps! which he said reminded him more of Heaven than anythink he 
had ever seen or heard. He arsked me the name of the bewtifool hair 
as they played three times, and when I told him as I believed as it 
was a Welsh wun, and was called ‘‘ The March of the Men of Gar- 
lick,” he wonderd how men with such bad taste could have written 
such sweet music. 

They can tell jolly good staggerers they can! he on em 
said as how we was a getting so scrowged up in the old Country, that 
they thort of giving us jest a little slice of theirs, and as theirs was 
about thirty times as big as ours, they could easily spare it. 

But this 1 must and will say, they are perfect Gennelmen, and, as 


the best possibel proof of it, they is allers werry libbral to me. 
Rowert. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Iyrerestive romance is Marion Crawrorn’s Witch of Prague ; 
the witch novel might easily have been told in one volume instead 
of three. Skipping is good exercise. perer | 

The casual reader, and the travelli : 
reader or journey-alist, won’t get muc 
better entertainment for his money 
than he will find in Stories of Old and 
New Spain, by Tuomas A. JanviER. 
No April foolin’ around on the part of 
Janvier with metaphysical digressions, 
but all straight to the point. For sen- 
sation, try Saint Mary of the Angels. 
Adelphi melodrama isn’t in it with this 
story. Alsoin San Antonio there isa aaa ae 
simple, quiet humour; and The Legend , 4 : 
of Padre José is singularly touching. Altogether a book this of 
infinite variety. (Signed ) Baron pe Boox-Worms. 











“How’s THat ror Hr”-crentc? —In_ spite of the London 
Season being over, the Hygienic Congress what 'Arry would 
call a “’igh old time” of it in London last week. In anticipation 
of their next merry meeting, a distinguished member of the Asso- 
ciation is already busily engaged in preparing 4 paper on | The 
and Apparent Connection between ‘* Hygiene and ‘ High 
Jinks.’ ” 


Mayor's | 
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Q. Did you get your hat and coat in | 


| English expletive which is equally sug- | 
gestive of a barrier in a river, the mother | 








| He'll give me—at polling—particular stingo. 


| 


| 


| By Jove, I’m half tempted to turn a—Primroser ! 








PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL [Avcusr 22, 1891, | 
UNDER THE SCREW. | MUSIC FOR THE PARLIAMENTARY MILLION, 


By a Liberal M.P. Mr. Farwer-Arxryson, M.P., has announced that during the Recess }, 
, <" : | will deliver political addresses interspersed with songs and music. To assist him 
On. where shall I go, and what shall I do ? | we have prepared a specimen ‘‘ utterance,”’ which, for the sake of convenjene 
Turn which way I will, I am under the screw. | we have doce into a dramatic form. , 
Every Voter must feel a tight clutch on the throat 

Of my conscience— poor thing !—ere he'll promise his vote. 








Enter Mr. Fanwer-Arxryson, M.P., with an assortment of musical instrument 
Pat [ate was my patron,—twas only his fun! which he places on a table in front of him. Immense apotanss, during which 
Now he’s “‘ three single gentlemen” not rolled in one | the Hon. Gentleman picks up a Cornet and plays a solo. Enthusiam, 


| Mr. Farmer- Atkinson bowing after recovering from his exertions). Ladies 
and Gentlemen. (Hear, hear!) Thank you, Ladies and Gentlemen, for you, 
cordial reception. ( Applause.) And you must know, Ladies and Gentlemen, tha 
|although I have given you a solo on the cornet, I did not visit this flourishing 
town (cheers), this highly civilised town (renewed applause), this model tow, 
hearty cheering), with the intention of blowing my own trumpet. (He pauses— 
silence.) Don’t you understand? I did not want to blow my own trumpet 
joke, see ? (4 laugh.) Thank you! And now about the Irish Question. Wel 
everybody harps upon it. So will I. ‘* Come back to Erin.” (Plays and 
sings the touching melody—a harp accompaniment—applause.) Thank you! 
And now about the Triple Alliance. Well, I think I can illustrate that, hot) 
musically and politically. Triple means three. Well, I will take this drum m 
my back, beating it with the sticks that are bound to my shoulders; then | 
will apply my mouth to this set of pipes, while I beat a triangle with my hands, 
There! (Plays the musical instruments simultaneously—applause.) Thank 
you! Yousee I get some sort of music. A little unattractive possibly (Ny! 
|no!”’), but still sufficiently pleasing to elicit your admiration. (*‘‘ Hear, hear!” 
| Thank you! Well, this effect reminds me of the Triple Alliance. We may 
| take the drum to represent Italy, the set of pipes Germany, always fond of 
|making a shrill noise, and the triangle will ably represent Austria. See?! 
|(Great applause.) And now I am very unwilling to weary you further, 
i(** No, no!”’) Thank you! But I myself have an appointment which I mus} 
keep, so therefore, I must conclude my entertainment—lI should say speech, | 
| Otherwise you would grow weary of me? (‘‘ No, no!”) Thank you! Bat 
| before bidding you good-bye, I must sing you one more song that I think wil 
| please everybody. It is called ‘‘ Home Sweet Home.” (Thunders of applause. 
| And now I will just get the right key and fire away. (He tunes up harp, and 
| prepares to play.) And now, Ladies and Gentlemen, silence please, while | 
There's Paxwutt, Macartuy, and Savyperson! Phew! | sing the most touching song in my répertoire. (Sings with immense feeling, 
If I partly please one, I make foemen of two. ‘* Home, Sweet Home.’’) Now then, Ladies and Gentlemen, chorus, please— 
Hang Ire land And Scotland is getting as bad. “4 ‘* Home, sweet home ! 
rhe 5. H. R. A. will insist on their fad ; [** squeeze. Where’er we wander 
dtheir plan, too, is ‘* pressure!” It’s just nought but T ’ i . '» 
An I , I J g There ’s no place like ho—o—o—ome ! 


And the poor M.P.’s life is one long *‘ Little-Ease.” ‘ ; . . Moy 
monte y a > at Ges oan - . [The chorus is repeated as Mr. FARMER-ATKINSON disappears behind 4 


Tarry too takes his turn at the merciless rack ! - 
And there isn’t a faddist, fanatic, or quack ; curtain on the platform, and the audience fade away. 


But has his own Screw, which he wants wl nf = 

The Temperance Man “ Direct Veto” would try NN VY FPPPN?O r WOR MTS 
The Temperance Man © Direct Voto would fr, A PENNY PRENCH—TWOPENCE BRITISH. 
He’s vicious, and puts direct veto on me. (A Fragment from a Romance of the G. P. 0.) 


apes net Anti-Jeum rites claim ; ’ THE youth, without a moment’s hesitation, dashed manfully into the sea. 
My vote against vaccine, or howl at my name; eigenen 4 sats by th ; nd Gunnell ie teantll 
The Working-Man wants his Eight Hours, or, by Jingo, e was watched by the excited spectators, who cheered him as he breas 
the waves that beat against the head of the SA 
Admiralty Pier. It must, indeed, have been a eae 

great prize in view that could have caused such a 

daring feat. That was the thought of the old 

Coast-guardsman, as he watched the lad (he was 

scarcely more than a boy) as he took stroke after 











The Socialist wants me to do with the Land 
A—well, a dashed something I can't understand ; 
The Financial Reformer, ’tis little he ‘* axes,” 
He only requires me to take off all taxes! 

And now, with the General Election in view, 


| 1 °m dashed if a poor M.P. knows what to do. stroke for Calais. Now he rested on the back of a 


treacherous porpoise that soon cast him away. 
** Will the steamboat lend him a helping hand, 
or rather rope?” muttered the veteran salt, as 
he watched the seemingly fragile figure of the 
‘ : swimmer. ‘Ah, by Neptune! well done! Strike me flat with a lubberly 
marling-spike, but a kindly act indeed!” 
TOO FREE TO BE EASY. The action that had extorted the admiration of the aged seaman was a rope 
’ . . that had been thrown over the steamboat’s bulwarks. The now weary swimmer 
SCENE Exterior of a Board School. Enter rn. and L. gratefull , accepted the boon. It saved his life. 
well-meaning Philanthropist and long-headed Artisan. “r, Will you pay the difference, and come on board, young Sir?” asked the 
They greet one another with differing degrees of | Captain of the packet, facetiously. 
cordialty. | ‘* Were it not that I am very poor,” gasped out the tired and shivering lad, 
Philanthropist (heartily). Ah, my good friend, and how | “‘ i ’ 


How to live on the rack is a regular poser. 
The soft ‘‘ Primrose Path” may conduct to the fire, 


But ’tis easy at least, and of Screwing I tire! 


I should not have undertaken this gigantic but necessary task.’ 


| are you taking advantage of this great boon—the enormous He held on bravely, and in good time the coast of France was sighted, neared, 


privilege of free education ? and reached. Although as cold as stone, owing to the exposure to the waves 
Artisan (doggedly). By not sending my lad to school. | the swimmer was now refreshed. He threw away the rope, and once more struck 
Phil. (with pained astonishment). You surprise me. _| out. 
Art. 1 don’t see why I should. I’m only following} ‘“‘ Adieu!” he cried to the crew of the steamboat. ‘I can finish the rest o 


| Sawwre’s lead. It’s what they did in Seotland. They | the distance without assistance.” 
| gave them free education, and that’s the way to read it,| He was as good as his word. Soon he was standing on French ground buying 
| and a good way too! a post-card for India. 


Phil. Well, at least you ought to be grateful. “‘And why have you come in this strange fashion?” asked an aged mis 
Art. Grateful! Grateful for what ? | sionary of British extraction. 

Phil. Why, for free education—for education, you The weary lad replied in a faint voice, ‘‘ Because at Calais a post-card t 
know, that costs you nought. India costs a penny, at Dover twopence! Yet both posts surely are conveys 
Art. Ob, it costs nought, does it ? ent you for | by the same mail. By swimming from Dover to Calais I have saved a penny: 
nothing ! [ Exeunt—in rery different directions! | And as he recorded this undoubted fact he fainted. 


—— 
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Sir CHAS. CAMERON, M.D., "SSTABLISHE ei bi a 
‘ONE PIECE’! Studs 


NEAVE'S | FQ Dy HEE | seni erate Be 


Dr. BARTLET?, Pn. FO8. =r pS ANP ee on nd Bone = vos constituents are far above the = Seed 


_ @eld Medals, : Paris, 1878 : 1869. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT’S PENS, 


bottle, as & Sam) wi be sent, post free 
— Numbers for use by BANKERS :—Barrel Pens, 225, 226, 262. Slip Pens, 382, Skifuby Sagagd pom sing'e mh iM. 


Pe ny address om 
Slipped into button hole wi 


CHD. MATHEWS & CO., 909, 287, 166, 404. In Fine, Medium, and Broad _... eS THEY NEVER BR 


<5) = ly DAMAGE ED FROM ANY CAUSK, 


wt 4, HART 8T., BLOOMSBURY, W.C. 
sich "9 fe tal THE GIVEN WW ExgHance 
- i fs te . To be hud pr oC al Geldem ead wellers, 
{HE REAL “CUP © KINDNESS” | G B wsat 
m ngs of the CHOICEST BRANDS oi “ me a 
\ a he ld, W elaine 8 ad enue KBs he a 0) — 
7 J & nc ™ 7 Th 
nee th. Matcaeo Ix Swaney Casks. at a . 
4 Luxury in Pure Sects Ws ais —clumsy—ia pk jeces so ex 
but shaped to deceive, and sold as ee ‘One Vie e. 
o 


B Contains po Sugar. Is not stored in Sherry Casks. quhnenteats 


sD yO nant Ean | MPURETES cor sumnNET excTLateet.yare Famous oLD scoTcH.|HAVE YOU A BABY ? 


Exquisite mination Pouseesing Certainly seems to deserve its name.”~ Lancet. 
nious in eombination— 

| TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. If so, send for a free bottle, with testimonials and 
Medica) Opinions, of 


ihag dey bad te dar iy 48s. per Doz. | 
a own USED IN THE PALACE AND THE SHIELING. 
wim the very ahst Gere CARRIAGE PAID. THE BEST FOR CAMP, MOOR, OR LOCH. HORLIOK’S 


h - class stimulants. Clever 


Nie eas GEO. BACK & CO, |  ,nnwisivurwaaren | MALTED MILK. 


“| Devonshire Square, London. | DNIES & ORIEVE, EDINBURGH sad LONDOW. & TPR ill te J FESELY. 


Be Pon The ('s sed 0. ith ia ae | 
| ~ Mad ahs Xh | 15, Frag nares “faaings 
BPN TRY IT IN YOUR BATH. 
i BRACE. T SCRUBB’S (,, erty.) AMMONIA. 
R en Mota Patranation 


mates Turkish Bath. 
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‘8 NOTHING IN FRONT, SER! 
For Byening Dress this Brace is perfetion, 
the whole front of the Shirt untouched, and the self adjustin centre jo Vast aes eS Lg) 
with ev@y mjremént of the body. Never fails ts give a Military 


ing, &e 
Restores ¢ on the Colaut to Ca: pets. 


) Carriage 
—_—_—— ant 
10.4. 4 " Cleans othe and Jewelle: 
i JD E ts. bottle for six to ten baths, 
Z At all Grocers, Chemists, &. 
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greatly preven SORUBB & Co., 16 Red Cross St., S.E. 
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o- ge, CLARKE’S 


YY Ae wy ©, give an 
AE A Ne | RN eae Paeae | "wono-rawen 
Cool and Delicious samp Looe» coor Ans, Ph ers, and all Athletes it is pe. fee ct comfort. 
py. Mild, Aromatic 
i it, Aromatic, andl 3 RINSMEAD PIANOS. 
wh ip and a, por a i, . ~~ LOHSE Ss 'B JOUN BI ee, ew BLOOD 


t India Ho am), wed l4d, Chanel, E. b. Bae. 170. , Pianoforte Makers to It 1H the Princess of Wales 
7 iss igmore Street, W Lists Free. 
OLDEN BRONZE HAIR. Eee eres 
e ly paanee “Chitain Fonefe” can be 
“ t of any colo ur by using RINE. LIEBIG a 


t aly & y Ww - WinreR, 472, Oxford se, London. 
e a, is. For tinti ey or faded E R. FU M i ’ 
fair AERINE is inval iaable wv COMPANY 
\ 0 7 Fercma, Skin and uee arimn 
TOILET ‘SOAP fexema, Bkin and a 
s kinds, its effects are marve 


SULPHOLINE i 2 ete boa org aap ts 
- GUSTAV LOHSE, seriin ce priory Hide ce 1 Coup en ir ‘ 
=x LOTION G5 
ac CURE FOR J. EXSHAW & 60.8 x the ta zy or WiC KS 


on each of 


ERUPTIONS, BLOTCHES, ECZEMA, NEST OLD BRANDY. 
ACNE DISPIGUREMENTS, pest. in _Cases a8 leport Genuine Extract. } 
MAKES THE SKIN CLEAR, SMOOTH, T. Ww. paged oat yx & Co., 18, Kegent Btrve not, We d L ‘f fl 


SUPPLE, HEALTHY. 
ea Fac-simile of Stamp on Back of Srery TWO YABDS of all GENUINE MON 
‘Powder 


consens ||CHIPPING NORTON TWEEDS. 


18 Million, » 9» 1890. 
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“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” 

















Is warrented to cleanse the blood fre pen all tv npr 






































“ Cosmopolitan.” SPECIALITY FOR 
Butisu Mevicat Jovsnat. | | XU NTING and RIDING DREECHES, 
Tweed Suits, Boys’ Wear, and all HARDWEAR. 
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“Dinolia Soap. 


PUREST. SAFEST. BEST. NO SODA OR POTASH. 


Does not Dry or Shrivel the Skin, Hair, and Nails, 


‘‘ An ideal Soap, delightfully perfumed.”— Chemist and Druggist. 
‘Of unquestionable excellence, and much in favour with the profession.’’—British Medical Journal, 
‘‘ Excellent from its purity, lathers freely, and is very lasting.” — Queen. 


Floral, 6d.; Balsamic, 8d.; Otto Toilet, 10d.; and Vestal, 2s. 6d. per tablet. Shaving Sticks, 1s., 1s. 6d.; Flat Cakes, 2s. 
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FOR ITCHING, INSECT BITES, FACE SPOTS, ; - 
SUNBURN, &c. FOR TOILET, NURSERY, OILY SEIN, 


PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 


| 
“ For acne spots on the face, and particularly for eczema, it is undoubtedly TENDER FEET, &c. 
efficacious, frequently healing eruptions and removing pimples in a few days, “ Superseding the old toilet powders, which are apt to cause acne spol 
It relieves itching at once.”— Baby. the face by blocking up the pores of the skin.”"—Lady’'s Pictorial. 





ls. Od., 3s. Gd., and 6s. per Box. ls. Od., 3s. 6d., and 6s. per Box, in Pink, White, and 6 


“Minolia” Dentifric 


AROMATIC. ANTISEPTIC. 
PRESERVATIVE. REFRESHING. 


It contains no salicylic or mineral acids, or bleaching The British and Colonial Druggist says: “ Itc 
corrosive alkalies. Instead of Soap, which turns the of a very delicately perfumed powder, entirely’ 
teeth yellow, it is made with the harmless Saponia from the least trace of grittiness or alkalinity. I 
(South American Soap Bark), which lathers and cleanscs mouth, the sensation of smoothness and coolnes! 
beautifully. luced is most grateful.” 






American, ls. 6d. 
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PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 
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LONDON. 











CADBURY'S 


ABSOLUTELY PURE 


COCOA 


THEREFORE BEST. 


BONS3d BSSHYHL 301d 




















PUNC NC oH, 


THE CORNHILL MAGAZINE | 
for SEPTEMEER, price Sixt pener, containing | 
“The New Rector,” by the Author of the “ House 
@ the Welt,” Chaps 3 Advertising in | 
Chima” Detected Culprits” —“The Battle of 
A Danish Account of the Action” 
| 


o te 


Coesins German The White | 
‘ Micah 


“ Above Proof 
Company 
Oarke 


by A Author of 


haps. 25 to 


yan Doyle 


London Surrn, Picea, & &, Wetates Fines 


THE STANDARD | 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. | 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 


Accumulated Fund, 74 Millions Stg. 


PROTECTION 


R 
INIWNLSIANI P 


FO 


—— } 
EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) | 
LONDON, 83 King William Street, E.C 
3 Pall Mall East, 8.W. 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
Branches & Agencies in India & the Colonies. 


CLOTHED WITH AIR, 


ELLULAR CLOTH is composed of small cells, in 
whicn the air is enclosed and warmed by the heat of 
the body A perfect non-conducting layer is thus 
formed next the skin Owing t the Cru aa 
construction, this Cloth is mach lighter and better 
ventilated than ordinary fabrica, and is easier to 
wash CELLULAR CLAITH t woven in Cotton, 
Silk, SUk and Cotten, and Mer », and is made up 
imto all the varieties of Underwear for men and 
worwm. Illustrated Price List, with names of 10 
Country Agents, sent post free on application. A 

com plete assortment of Stock at 
ROBERT SOOTT, i4 & 14, Powtrar, Curarerps, B.C 
OLIVER BROS., 417, Oxronp &r., “Ww 


SAVE % PER CENT. by orde 
direct from IRELAND, the 
Manufacture 


TAAFFE & COLDWELL’S 


Celebrated “ PERFECTA” 


SHIRTS 6 & 33/- 


Delivered FREE to any Address in the Kingdom 


Gample Shirt, f" 
n* FB 


Low po 


your SHIRTS 
ome of Linen 





Equal to those usually sold at 7s. 6¢. Send size of 

collar and chest measure Perfect in Gt and 

arance. Made of the most durable Longcloth 

Pure Irish Linen, in all sizes, or to special 

meneure or pattern bv ening Dress Shirts, extra 
wide fronts, 6s var-fold Irish Linen Ool 
Pr 


Ovo Salers 
Cuffs, and Neckbands, 2s. 44. and 2s. $d., Post Free 


TAAFFE & COLDWELL. Shirt Tailors, 


61, GRAFTON &T., DUBLIN 


NUDA VERITAS HAIR RESTORER. 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH? 


Nuda Veritas—Naked Truth. 





For 25 years it has 
never failed to rapidly 
restore grey or faded 
hair, either in youth 
or age 

It arrests falling, 
causes luxariant 
growth, ts anent, 
and perfectly harm 
ieee 


Tm casen, We. 6d; of 
alli Hairdressers and 
‘ Chemists. Cireulars on 
application. 
R. HOVENDEN & SONS, 
; and 91-95, City Read, EC 


(OUR CHILDRe; 


RIDGES. 
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CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


AWAR 





DED PRIZE MEDALS 


AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 
Dany Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 











TURKISH PASTILS 


“ Through all my travels few things as 
tonished me more seeing the Heauties 
of the Harem smoking Narghiiés at stam 
boul. Aftersmoking a sweet aromatic Pasti| 


\ Ladies who admire a* Breath of Flowers” 
should \akea Pastil nightand morning / 


LADIES, WRITE AT ONCE TO 


HENRY PEASE & CO0.’S SUCCESSORS, 
THE MILLS, 


DARLINGTON, 


TOR PATTERNS OF THEIR NEW 


Dress Fasrics. 


SENT POST FREE ON APPROVAL 
TO ANY ADDRESS 


Any Length Cut at Mill Prices. | 


ALL THE LATEST AND MOST FASHIONABLE | 


DESIGNS 

Any article not approved exchanged within Seven 
Days. All Goods are warrant to be equal to 
Sample. Carriage Paid on all Orders to any Railway 
Station in Great Britain, and to Dublin, Belfast, 

Limerick, Cork, and Waterford 

London Sale Room — 
244, REGENT STREET. 
(Over JEFF'S, the Furriers. 


TENERIFE (SA5855) CIGARS. 


*“REPUBLICANOS FEDERALES 
A Cool and Delicious Summer Weed of a novel 
shape. Mild, Aromatic, and Delicate. Packed in 
bundles of 10 in two sizes, ls. 9d. and 2s. 34 
Sd. extra); 17s. and 2is ‘shena’ 
REWLAY & CO. (144.), @, > 
Hast India House, and 143, Choapelde, E.C. Est. 1780. 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLISH. 


THE OLDEST AND BEST 
“Tear Queer” 
“sitation in recommending it 
Suld by Grocers, Lronmongers, Oilmen, & 
Manufactory—8SH EFFIELD 





(the Lady's Newspaper) « feels no | 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
TABLE KNIVES. 





LEA & PERRINS’ 
SAUCE. 


The Original and Genuine ‘‘ Worcestershire Sauce.” 
For HOT and COLD 
MEATS, 
GRAVIES, 
SALADS, 
SOUPS, 
GAME, 
FISH, 
WELSH 
RAREBITS, \ 
&c., &c. Yjeo 


AarTe 


LA tt4vud 


ure ison every Bottle of the Genuine 
and Original 








Purety VecEeTaBte. Per- 
fectly Harm- 
less 


eon version 
into Pat -old 
byalicChey ~A 
tor par 


%, — 


BOTANIC WEDICINE Co..3 , NEW “OXFORD Sr. W.0 





STREETER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIES. 


D!AMONDS, white, and ‘modern cut, 


RUBIES of the pigeon’s ‘blood colour, 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 
PEARLS of the finest lustre, 

RARE and CURIOUS GEMS, and 


DIAMONDS of of all 


STREETER & COMP., Gem 


colours. 


Experts, Bond St., London 


‘OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL 


| 





ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMI: Al 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE Kix: 


Dow 


GEAFORD.—The ESPLANADi | 


HOTEL. atigining the Sussex Downs and toe 
ing the Sea ealthy, Bracing Air - 
Views, Sea and Land. Sani 
fect. Now ready to receive Vi 

REEVES SMITH, Proprie 


(GRAND, D, HOTEL) 
"LONDON, ENS, 


FINEST SITUATION, 
EVERY LUXURY xp 
COMFORT 
MOST RECHERCHE 
CUISINE. 
VERY MODERATE 
TARIFF. 


“WHITER ALL COURT” 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING THAW 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITEHALL Place 











8.w 

These excellent Suites are fitted with every moim 
convenience, ¢g., Hot and Cold Water, } 
Light and Hells, Visitors’ and Servants Lift 
operation night and day, and occupy the & 
position in London, affording extensive view: 4 
fhe River (with the Surrey Hills in the distas 
and the Embankment Gardens. They are also mat | 
rencny and centrally situate with respect » | 
the principal Clubs, Theatres, &c. The rooms m | 
all finished to suit the wishes of incon ing Tenase, | 
and the Rents include all Rates, Taxes, Wue 
Supply, lighting and heating of the Corridon ui 
Staircases, and the services of all the Porters. Te | 
Suites may be viewed at any time on application » | 
the Superintendent, J. ( MMERFiELO, at the | 
Office on the premises; or to Hamrrox & 


Estate Agents, 1, Lamy St. (late Waters 
Ho 5.W. 


Lance 


CALLARD & BOWSER'S 
BUTTER-SCOTCH. 


| 














HOT MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATE 





Daily yield etsanes 


Raths founded at Bath by the “Romans in the Fint 
Centu The waters are well known as being mat 
valuable in cases of Rheumatism, Gout, anc ‘ts 
Affections. The Corporation of Bath have recenty | 
enlarged and perfected the Baths at great expen 
In the words of one of the greatest Hype 
Physicians, Tue Barus ant THe most come 
Evrorr. Band | in the Pump-Room. [ets 
to the Manager will receive attenti on and evey | 
information 


ons, at a temperature d 
"to 





Beware of Parties offering imitations of 


MACNIVEN & CAMERON'S PENS 


“They are the best pens invented, and it | 
bare justice to the patentees to record the fact 
Sunewsserny News. 

w ae RLEYV PEN 
~ EC AMERON 


€ OI NBURGH 


6d. and Is. at all Stationers. 
Sample Box of all ine vkinas, Is. 1d. by Post 
Waverley Works, EDINBURG 


MADE WITH BOILING WATER 


EPPS’S 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTINC. 


COCOA 


MADE WITH BOILING MILE. 


HAIR 
CESARE AUREL 


PERFECTLY HARMLESS 
Sold by Perfumers and Chemists throughost 
the World 


HOVENDEN & SONS in nes. 








Agents: RK 


Borwichs 
Baking 
cas = Powder) 




































| bought Hie~rnson’s Blacking-cream. 
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STORICULES. 


I.—Tue Svicrpe-ADVERTISEMENT. 


f MITTIN T 1}, AS you stood before 
A HO the automatic 


“>>  ——————————_e_eV machine < the 
—. Luang mraosyn station tform, 
} BInD ry CLINSON maki ag 


peng an imbe- 
cile choice be- 
tween a packet of 
; gooseberry nou- 
| gat and a slab of 
the gum caramel, 
oe could not 
elp seeing on 
the level of your 
eye this notice :— 
JA “BLACKING- 
, CREAM. 
ASK FOR 
Hie Lrvson’s, 
| AND 
|| Take no Orner.” 
Similar an- 
nouncements met 
> you on every 
oarding, in 
almost every 
paper and maga- 
zine, on every 
omnibus. Neat 
| little packets of _Hietmyson’s Blacking-cream were dropped through 
| your letter-box, with a printed request that you would honour Mr. 
| Hictrnson by trying it. Leaflets were handed you in the street to tell 
| you what public analysts said about it, and in what great hotels it 
was the only blacking used. Importunity pays. Sooner or later you 
You then found out that it 


| was just about as good as any other, and went on buying it. 


| became very rich; in other ways it was not so 


| 





= 


In one way this was very good for Mr. Hicirnson, because he 
good for him. 
For a long time he had nothing to do with public life; the public 
never thought about his existence ; to the public he was not a man 
at all—he was only a 
boots. Jf he had introduced himself to a stranger, giving the name 
of Hicirxson, it is probable that the stranger would have remarked 
ae ‘No relation to the Blacking-cream, I presume?” H1o- 
Lrvson knew this, and it pained him deeply, for he was a sensitive 
man. 
Because he was sensitive and felt things so much, he wrote a| 
volume of very melancholy verses. He was unmarried and lonely, | 
and he wate: to lead a high life. He said as much in his verses. | 
But what comes well from Sir GatanaD comes ill from the pro-| 
prietor of a Blacking-cream ; and—from idiotic notions about pluck | 
and honesty—he had put his own name to his Unfortunately, 
those who feel much are not always those who can express much ; 
and Hieirnson could not express anything. So critics with a light | 
mind had a very fine time with these verses. ee quoted them, 
with the prefatory remark :—‘‘ The cream of the collection—perhaps 


| Was concern- ~ 
we might say the Blacking-cream of the collection—is the follow-|ed; but her Erp a mi a 
ing,” and they wound up their criticism with saying that the book | name was in ~~ a —— 
Mr. Hierr- | itaswell, and ~ SS 


must have been simply published as an advertisement. 
son could hardly Soto Leen 
from any other motive. 


Of course Hretmyson should have changed his name, and should | just how é ke« 
But the idiotic notions about pluck prevented him peeen, and then his pluck all vanished suddenly, as if it had been 


have married, 

from changing his name; and he would not marry a woman who || 

ory him only mercenary motives. He was so unattractive | in such a world any longer. ; 
that he did not think it possible a woman would marry him for any| The jury returned the usual verdict ; 


other reason. 


could publish no more verses. he devoted himself to philan- 
thropy in a quiet and unostentatious way. He attem the recla- 
mation of street-arabs. He worked among them. He spent vast 
sums on providing education, training, and decent pleasures for 
hem. A man who wrote for The Scalpel found him out at last. 
Next day there was a pretty little paragraph in The Scalpel, showing 
Mr. HicLryson up, and suggesting that this was a clever attempt to 
get the London shoe-blacks to use Hietrson’s Blacking-cream. 
fre Blacking-cream, by the way, had never been advertised in The 
Scalpel, 

HIGLiyson was furious. He spent a little money in finding out 
who had written the paragraph. ‘Then he walked up to the writer in 
a public street, with raised walking-stick. ‘‘ Now, Sir,” he said, 

you shall have the thrashing that you deserve.” 





part of the name of the stuff they used for their 









| 
| 
| 





| 


mad enough to have printed such stuff| he imagined 


r However, he could not always be superintending the | hesitate to hint that this suicide had sim 
manufacture of Blacking-cream ; and it was obvious to him that he advertisement, and that Hicirsow had 


But it happened that the writer was 
Hieiryson ; so it was the writer who did the thrashing, and 
Hiciison who took it. Next day, The Scalpel amused itself 
itt . poe to the extent of half a column. The notice was 
eadgced :-— 


‘*Mr. Hierryson Apvertises Himserr scary.” 


Other newspapers also amused themselves, and HicLinson“ became 
notorious. ‘The Blacking-cream sold better than ever, and brought 
him enormous profits. But if he attempted to spend those profits 
on any object, good or bad, it was always insisted that he was 
simply doing it for advertisement. The public became interested in 
HiGiinson ; and untrue stories about his private life appeared freely 
in personal columns. He was rich poten now to have relinquished 
his business, but those idiotic notions about pluck prevented him 
from doing this. He meant to go through with it, and to make the 
public believe in him just as much as they believed in the Blacking- 
cream. He found about this time someone who did believe in him; 
he began to change his views about marriage; he was to some 
extent consoled. 

He was passing over the bridge one night, and had just bought an 
evening paper. His own name caught his eye. It was the usual 


ysically superior to 





paragraph, 


not more 
hateful to 
him than 
others that 


had appear- 
ed, as far as 
he himself 


ww 

<0 yd soe =, 
A. we 
to himself , 
she would feel when she read it. He walked on a few 


lown away into space, and it did not seem to be worth while to stop 


but Zhe Scalpel did not 
ly been intended as an 
ways supposed that his 
rescue would be a certainty. 3 

He might have saved himself all this, of course, by a few full-page 
advertisements in The Scalpel. But then he had those idiotic 
notions about pluck, and he was reluctant to bribe his enemics. It 
is a very dangerous thing to have notions about anything. 





Wanted, a Word-Slayer. 


Fin de Siecle! Ah, that phrase, though taste spurn it, I 
Fear, threatens staying with us to eternity. 

Who will deliver | 

Our nerves, all a-quiver, ; . 
From that pest-term, and its fellow ‘* modernity” ? 
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AT THE DOOR; OR, PATERFAMILIAS AND THE YOUNG SPARK. 


Electric Light. “‘Wuat, wor’T You LET ME IN—A DEAR LITTLE CuAr LIKE MI 
Houscholder. ‘An! You'Re A LITTLE TOO DEAR FOR ME—AT PRESENT.” 
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AT THE DOOR; OR, PATERFAMILIAS AND THE YOUNC SPARK. 
(An Electrical Eclogue.) 


' The cost is still heavy, no doubt, and the electric light still stands in 
the category of luxuries which are almost beyond the reach of average 
middle-class incomes.” — Zhe “ Times” on the growth of Electric Lighting m 
Lond: | 

Electrie Sprite. 
Oxp Boy, let me in! Come, now, don’t you be stupid! 
Why stand at your door in that dubious way ? 
Like the classical girl who was called on by Cupid, 
You seem half A nies at the thought of my stay. 
With meanings of mischief my mind is not laden ; 
Be sure, my dear friend, that J shall not sell you, 
As the artful young archer-god did the poor maiden, 
Who let him in only his visit to rue. 
I hope you ’ve not listened to enemies’ strictures, 
‘They ’ve warned you, perhaps, against letting me pass. 
Tshan’t soil your ceiling, J shan’t spoil your pictures, 
Or make nasty smells like that dirty imp, Gas! 
You ’re prejudiced clearly, and that is a pity, 
Why, bless you, I’m spreading all over the place ! 
My spark is pervading the whole of the City ; 
The dingy old Gas-flame must soon hide its face. 
I’m brilliant, and clean, and delightfully larky ; 
Just look at my glow and examine my arc! 
Fwizz! How’s that for high, and for vivid and sparky ! 
I obviate dirt, and I dissipate dark. 
You just let me in; the result you’ll be charmed at. 
Objections, Old Boy, are all tiddle-de-dee. 
Come now! I’m sure you cannot be alarmed at 
A dear little chap like me! 


Paterfamilias. 


A dear little chap! Very true; but I’m thinking 
That you ’re just a little too ‘* dear’ for me—yet ! 
Ah, yes! it’s no use to stand smiling and winking ; 
I like the bright ways of you, youngster,—you bet! 
You ’re white as the moon, and as spry as a rocket ; 
No doubt all you say in self-praise is quite true, 
But you see, boy, I must keep an eye to my pocket! 
The Renters and Raters so put on the screw, 
That a ‘* middle-class income ” won’t stand much more squeezing, 
And Forty or Fifty Pounds more in the year. 
For your bright companionship, albeit pleasing, 
Would come pretty stiff, my boy. Tat is my fear. 
Just cheapen yourself, in supply and in fitting, 
To something that fits with my limited ‘* screw,’ 
And you will not find me shrink long from admitting 
A dear little chap like you! 


’ 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue Baron’s Assistant Reader reports as follows to his chief—If 
you want a really refreshing book, a book whose piquant savour and 
a. originality of style are good for jaded brains, buy and read 

n a Canadian Canoe by Barry Parn, the sixth volume of the 
Most of 
up this delightful 
volume have al- 
ready appeared 
in The Granta, a 
Cambridge 
magazine, which 

London papers 
are accustomed 
to speak of as 

“‘our sprightly 
contemporary.” 
They now seek 
and are sure to 
obtain a wider 
publicand amore 
extended fame. 
There is in these 
stories a curious 
mixture of hu- 
' mour, _ insight 
pothes, with here and there a dash of grimness and a 
sprinkling of that charming irrelevancy which is of the essence of 
true humour. Occasionally Mr. Barry Pary wings a shaft against 
the comfortably brutal doctrines of the average and orthodox 
householder, male or female. But on these occasions he uses the 
classical fables and the pagan deities as his bow, and the twang 





Whitefriars Library of Wit and Humour (Henry & Co.). 
hink, the best that go to make 


the stories and, I t 





and 








THE HEIGHT OF FASTIDIOUSNESS. 


Elder Brother. ‘‘HUvit0o, Frank! How you 'RE NOT IN 
MOURNING For poor AUNT Grace?” 
| Frank. “‘ AN—wkLL—FacT 18, I TRIED ON SixTeEN on Suven 


| TEEN HAT-BANDS, AND COULDN'T GET ONE TO sUIT ME!” 


Is IT 











of his shot cannot offend those who play the part of target and ar: 
pierced. Read the four stories from the *‘ Entertainmentsof Kapnides 14 
in the *‘ Canadian Canoe”’ series, or, ‘‘An Hour of Death,” ‘ The 
| Last Straw,” and ‘‘ Number One Hundred and Three” in ‘* The Nine 
| Muses Minus One,’ and you will see at once what I mean. Then 
for run-away, topsy-turvey wit I think I would back ‘* The Story of 
the Tin Heart” and ‘‘ The Camel who never got Started,” against 
most stories I know. Mr. Barry Patn’s stories sometimes a. me 
| feel as if I had got hold of the key-handle of things which have 
| hitherto been puzzles to me. 


| Barry Par slams the door in my face, and I think I can hear him 
laughing on the other side at the bruise on my forehead. That’s 
not kmd treatment,* but it promotes curiosity. As for ‘*‘ The 
| Celestial Grocery,” I can only say of it that it is in its way a master- 
| piece. Mr. Parn sometimes gives way to a touch or two of sentiment 
| but he abstains from sloppiness. is book is not only witty and 
humorous but fresh and orginal in style. It is admirably written. 
His prose is good,—which is moderate praise, striking a balance 
between the pros and cons of criticism. Prosit! To all holiday- 
makers who like quaintness and fun touched with pathos and refine- 
ment, I say again, buy and read In a Canadian Canoe. 
Baron pe Boox-Worms, 





“Pugs” and “ Mugs.” 
(A Quotation with a Comment.) 
“Tne faithful study of the fisticart __ 
From mawkish softness guards the British heart.” 
The study of the betting British curse 
From swift depletion guards the British purse! 











1 turn it, open the door ever so little | 
}to peep inside, and before I have taken a good square look, Mr. | 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No, IV. 


| Scune—The Wierts Museum at Brussels, a large and well-lighted 


gallery containing the works of the celebrated Belgian, which 
are reducing a limited number of spectators to the usual degree 
of stupefaction. Enter Curcnarp, who seats himself on a 
sontval ottoman. 


Culchard (to himself). If Poppvry won't come down to breakfast 
at a decent hour, he can’t complain if 1—— I wonder if he heard 
Miss Trorrer say she was thinking of coming here this morning. 
Somehow, I should like that girl to have a more correct comprehen- 
sion of my character. I don’t so much mind her thinking me fasti- 
dious and exclusive. I daresay I am—but I do object to being made 
out a hopeless melancholiac! (He looks round the walls.) So these 
are WIERT2’s masterpieces, eh? h’m. Strenuous, vigorous,—a trifle 
crude, perhaps. Didn’t he refuse all offers for his pictures durin 
his lifetime Hardly think he could have been overwhelmed with 
applications for the one opposite. (He regards an enormous canvas, 
representing a brawny and gigantic Achilles 
perforating a brown Trojan with a small 
mast.) Not a dining-room picture. Still, 
I like his indepenionee— work up rather 
well in a sonnet. Let me see. (He takes 
out note-book and scribbles.) ‘* He scorned 
to ply his sombre brush for hire.” Now if 
I read that to Poppury, he’d pretend to 
think I was treating of a Shoe-black on 
strike! Poppury is utterly deficient in 
reverence. 

[Close by is a party of three Tourists—a 
Father and Mother, and a Daughter ; 
who is reading to them aloud from the 
somewhat effusive Official Catalogue ; 
the Education of ali three appears to 
have been elementary. 

The Daughter (spelling out the words 
laboriously). “*I could not ’elp fancying 
this was the artist’s por-portrait ? portent ? 
no, protest against des-des (recklessly) 
despoticism, and tryanny, but I see it is 
only— Por-Porliffymus fasting upon the 
companions of Ulyces.’’ 

Her Male Parent. Do it tell yer what 
that there big arm and leg be a’ doin’ of in 
the middle of ’em ? 

Daughter (stolidly). Den’t you be in a 
nurry, Father (continuing) ‘in the midst 
of some colonial? That ain’t it—colossial 
animiles fanatically—fan-tasty- ‘s 
why, this catalogue is ’alf foreign! 

Female P. Never mind, say Peterborough 
at the ‘ard words—we shan’t be none the 
wiser ! 

Daughter. ‘' The sime-boalic ram the ’ero 
is to Peterborough and leave ’is Peter- 
borough grotter-——”’ 

Male P. That'll do—read what it says 
about the next one. 

Daughter (reading). “ The Forgeof Vulkin. 
Words are useless ere. Before sech a picture 
one can but look, and think, and enjoy it.” 

Both Parents (impressed). Lor! 

[They smack their lips reverently ; Miss Trorrer enters the Gallery. 

Culch. {(rising and going to meet her). Good morning, Miss 
Trotrer. We—ah—meet again. 

Miss T. That’s an undeniable fact. I’ve left Poppa outside. 
Poppa restricts himself to exteriors wherever he can—says he doesn’t 
seem to mix uphis im ions so much that way. But you’re alone, 
too. Where ’ve you hitched your friend up ? 

Culch. My friend did not rise sufficiently early to accompany me. 
And, by the way, Miss Trorrer, I should like to take this opportu- 
nity of disabusing your mind of the—er—totally false impression 

Miss T. Oh, that’s all right. I told him he needn’t try to give 
me away, for I could see you weren’t that kind of man! 

Culch. (gratefully). Your instinct was correct—perfectly correct. 
When you say “ that kind of man,” I presume you refer to the de- 
scription my—er—friend considered it Samanten to give of me as an 
unsociable hypochondriac ? 

Miss 7. Well, no; he didn’t say just that. 
as one of the fonniest persons ok 
tickled folks to death almost. 

Culch. (annoyed). Really, this is most unpardonable of Mr. Pov- 
BURY! To have such odious calumnies circulated aboutone behind one’s 
back is simply too—— I do not aspire to—ah—to tickle folks to death ! 








He represented you 
ve; said you told stories which 








“‘T presume, though, he slept bad, nights.” 





Miss T. (soothingly). Well, I guess there’s no harm done, | 
didn’t feel like being in any imminent danger of perishing that way | 
in your society. You’re real high-toned and ever so improving, and | 
that’s better than tickling, every time. And I want you to show me 
round this collection and give me a few notions. Seems to me there 
was considerable sand in WieRtz; sort of spread himself around q 
good deal, didn’t he? I presume, though, he slept bad, nights. 
(She makes the tour of the Gallery, accompanied by CULCHARD, who 
admires her, against his better judgment, more and more.) . . . | 
declare if that isn’t your friend Mr. Popscry just come in! | 
believe I’Ilhavetogive youuptohim. 

Culch. (eagerly). I beg you will not think it necessary. He—h 
has a guide already. He doo not require x services. And, to be 
plain, my poor friend—though an excellent fellow according to his 
—ah—lights—is a companion whose society occasionally amounts to 
a positive infliction. . . } 

Miss T. Well, I find him too chinny myself, times. Likely he 
won’t notice us if we don’t seem to be aware of him. 

[ They continue to inspect the canvases. 

A Belgian Guide (who has made an easy capture of Popsvry at 
the Hotel entrance). Hier now isa shdrainch 
beecture. ‘‘De toughts and veesions of a | 
saivered haid.”’ Fairsst meenut afder de- | 

apitation ; de zagonde; de tirt. Hier de | 
ald tink dey vant to poot him in a goffin. 
Dere are two haids—von goes op, de udder 
down. Haf you got de two? Nod yet? 
No? 

Podbury (shaking his head sagaciously), 
Oh, ah, yes. Capital! Rum subject, though. 

Guide. Yais, vary magnifique, vary 
grandt, and—and rom also! Dees von | 
rebresents Napoleon in hail. De modders 
show him de laigs and ahums of dair sons 
keeled in de vars, and invide him to drink 
a cop of bloodt. 

Podb. Ha, cheery picture that ! 
Guide. Cheery, oh, ead Now com and | 
beep troo dis ’ole. (Poppury obeys with 
doctlity.) You see? A Mad Voman cook- | 
ing her shildt in a gettle. Hier again, dey | 
haf puried a man viz de golera pefore he | 
is daid, he dries to purst de goffin, you see | 
only de handt shdicking oudt. | 

Podb. The old Johnny seems full of pretty | 
fancies. (He looks through another peep- | 
hole.) Girl looking at skeleton. Any other 
domestic subjects on view? (He suddenly 
sees Miss TRoTTER and CuLCHARD with their 
backs to him.) Hal—lo, this is luck! | | 
must go to the rescue, or that beggar Curl- | 
CHARD will bore her to death in no time. 
(To Guide.) Here, hold om a minute. 
( Crosses to CULCHARD, followed oes 
How d’ ye do, Miss Trotter ? ing the 
Wild Wiertz Show, I see. Ah, CutcHano, 
why didn’t you tell me you were going— | 
might have gone together. I say, I’ve got 
a guide here. ; 

Culch. (drily). So we perceive—a very 
sensible plan, no doubt, in some cases, my 
dear fellow. , 

Podb. (to Miss T.) Do come and listen to 
him, most intelligent chap—great fun. 
Mr. CuLcHARD is above that sort of thing, I dare say. 

Guide. Your vriendts laike to choin, yais? Same for tree as for 
von. I exblain all de beecture. : 

Miss T. You're vurry obliging, Mr. Popsvry, but your friend is 
explaining it all just splendidly. — 

Dodd. (piqued). Pelieee I had better dismiss my chap, and take 
on CULCHARD, too ? { 

Miss T. No, I'd just hate to have you do that. Keep on going 
round. You mustn’t mind us, indeed! 

Podb. Oh, if you’d rather! (Gloomily, to Guide.) They can do | 
without us. Just show me something more in the blood-and-thunder 
line—no, at the other end of the room. [They withdraw. 

Guide. Hier is yon dat is vary amusant. You know de schtory of 
de Tree Vishes, eh ? ’ 

Podb. Macbeth, ch? oh, I see— Wishes! No, what was that? 

Guide. I dell it you. (He tells it ; Poppury falls into gloomy ab- 
straction.) . . . And inschdantly she vind a grade pig soasage at de 
end of her nodise. So de ole voman—— : a 

Podb. (wearily). Oh, L’ve heard all that. What ’s this one about: | 

Guide. Dis is galled ‘‘ De lasht Gannon.” You see de vigure of 
Ceevilization flodderin op viz de vings, vile Brogress preaks asonder 
de lasht gon, and in a gorner a Genius purns de vrontier bost. 


———t 
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Podb. (captiously). What’s he doing that for ? 
Guide. 1 tont know. I sub 
dubiously) begause he is a Genius. 


begause dey are bosts, or | 


MR. CLIP’S APPEAL. 


The Hairdressers’ Early Closing Association of London (whose Central 






Culch. (touching Popsury’s arm as he goes out). Oh—er—Pop- 
pcey, 1’m off. Going to lunch somewhere with the—ah—Tnrorrers., 


Office is at 6, Swallow Street, Piccadilly, W., and whose President is Mr. 
W. J. Regn, and Hon. Sec., Mr. A. M. Surron), has for object “to secure 









see you at table d’ héte this evening, I su pose 7 Good-bye. and maintain one early-closing day per week, suitable to the neighbourhood, 
Podb. (savagely). Oh, ta-ta! (Zo himself.) And that’s the | and to generally assist in obtaining time for rest and recreation, and promote 
fellow who said he wanted to keep out of making friends! How the | better and healthier conditions for hairdressers.’’} 


dickens am I going to get through the time by myself’ (70 Guide.) 


Here, that’s enough for one day. 
you know. 7 z 
[He dismisses him, and stands forlornly in the Gallery, 


When I want you again, I’ll let 


while the 


Dear Bos,—There’s a stir in our noble Profession. 
lhe hope of the Hairdresser, silent so long, 

At last, like most others, is finding expression. 
We've started, dear Bon, and are now going strong. 













Imperfectly Educated Daughter goes on spelling out the 
logue for her Parents’ edification. 








A STORY—OUT OF SEASON. 


So she’s married to him! 
Far away, for the lack of aught better to do; 

Whilst my time and my money I recklessly squandered 
In a hunt for big game—she was doing it too! 

And I am not surprised he has fallen a yeey to 
The graces and wiles of a maiden so fair ; 

I must take a back seat as I humbly give way to 
The Earl and the Countess of Hanover Square. 


like little 


plum 


when we sat 
corner— 
though her 
looked glum. 





But a truce to such thoughts, she has married another, 
I must tidy away all the memories of yore. 
here ’s a smile on the face of her match-making mother, 
And her family rejoice as they ne’er have before. 

It has happened. Her mother, I know, always said it 
Would prove to be so with her beautiful girl, 

And the fair AMaryxuis has done herself credit 
Now she’s married the catch of the season—an Earl. 


What she did, after all, was perhaps for the best meant. 
She may even be fond of her Ear]—who can tell ? 

In the business of Life she has made her investment, 
Which I trust most sincerely she will find pay her well. 

And as for myself my ambition just ni/ is, 

_With x | pipe and my dog I shall stay on the shelf, 

Thou h allow me to tell you, my dear AMARYLLIS, 

I’d have made you an excellent husband myself. 








A Puzzier For EVEN Sir AnpR-w C1-kK, Barr. 


tient suffering m 


one of the most distin 
members of the Medi 

gress, possessing a great 
rience amon: 
and other 

brities, 
solution 


” 9 





were only 


Whilst I travelled and wandered 


What a stroke of good luck ! 
For, li 


Horner, 
She P a in her 
and pulled out a 


Yet there once was a time 


AMARYLLIS and J— 
raother 


If I do not forget, it 


M.D.— 
Case of dyspepsia. What ought | 
to be prescribed *for a pa-!| 


indigestion caused by having | 
eaten his own words? Perhaps 


Cabinet Ministers 
arliamentary cele- 
will oblige with 
And this is a per- | 
fectly serious questicn, although 
it certainly sounds as if it 
intended for 


Cata- 





jee if . | 
DAR ' 4 \ 

ul) <¥g <-> : , Oy, 
Harr anp Hexenrcise; on, Takina THE Harm on A 'Ove Ouray. 


Early Closing ’s our object, which means that on one day 
We want to shut up shops and scissors at five ! 
Perhaps Saturday ’s best, Bon, as coming next Sunday — 
Don’t seem asking much, if they ’d keep us alive. 
You cannot imagine how grinding our trade is— 
Long hours, and Jong waits, Bos, when custom is slack ! 
When the  peunaans hold one old gent and two ladies, 
’Tis hard for twelve chaps to be kept on the rack. 





Jack 





finger 





ma 





| 
feat place in Decem- To knock « at ag o o Stupley eases | 
F Jur week’s work a little. e evening in six 
Bab 5 consent better — Ain’t more than the Public can spare—if it pleases — 
And, for all that wl hap- | If only its hours ’twill conveniently fix. ie 4 
pened, I like to re-| When a swell wants a shave, a shampoo, or a clipping, 
member He likes to drop in at Ais pleasure, no doubt ; 
What we whispered and But surely he ’d not keep us scraping and snipping 
said by the light of the To save him from being a trifle put out ! 
moon. If he ’ll but get fixed before five on a Saturday, 


We poor Hairdressers may get just a chance 
Of an hour or two's pleasure or rest on the latter day ; 
Prospect to make many dreary eyes dance ! 


And yet some object to this small ‘‘ Early Closing,” 

I wish they could know what it is to chop, chop, 

When your feet are one ache and your eyes drawn to dozing 

And you’re sick of the sight the smell of the shop! 

When a whiff from the meadows appears to come stealing 

Above all our washes, and powders, and soaps ; pe 

And the whirr of the brush which revolves near the ceiling 
Seems pain to our ears and seems death to our hopes! 


True, most of the Masters will yield to our yearnings, 
A lesson I think to the few who stand out! | 
I wager the change won’t diminish their earnings, 
W. Reep and A. Surron know what they ’re about, — 
Our President, Bon, and our Hon. See. Address ’em 
At “fair Piccadilly,” 6, Swallow Street, W. 
Hairdressers’ Assistants unitedly bless ’em, 
If you, Bos, or others can help us, I'll trouble you! 


’Tis long, my dear Bon, since I sent you a letter, | 
And this you’ll admit is a practical one. 
We Hairdressers wish our condition to better, 
And get our fair share of rest, leisure, and fun. 
One Five o’ Clock Close every week is our plea, Bon, _ 
Not much for the slaves of scrape-scrape and snip-snip! 





severe 


i | . . 

— The fairness of 1t I’m convinced you will see, Bos, ; 

expe- | And so should the world, says Canactacus CLIP. 
unch, who knows how much his own personal comfort is dependent 





(Mr. Pe } a 
upon the adroit ministrations of the ‘ Sons of the Shears,” cordially seconds | 


** a | the appeal of his old Correspondent.) 








A Case or Frexcn Leave.—The Gallic Fleet have gone to Cher- 
a| bourg—as if they had not had enough “cheers” before leaving 
England ! 
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DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. 


Jones reading aloud), 
Door-MAT FOR THE 
pest Wives!” 


‘“*A TRUE, GOOD, 
MAN SHE Loves!’. 


MR. PUNCH’S ANTI-LABOUR CONCRESS. 


Mr. Punch (in a Marine Lotos-Land) sings his 
Sea-side Version of the Lawreate's lovely 
*" Chorte Song ; 


I, 


THERE is a slumber here that softlier falls 
Than forty-winks where dull, dull Bills they 
pass ; 
Oft have I drowsed within those dreary walls, 
Where brays the pertinacious party ass. 
Here sleep more gently on the spirit lies 
Than where the SreakeEr tells the Noes and 
A yes. 
The wave-wash brings sweet sleep down from 
the summer skies, 
Here laps the azure deep, 
And through the weed the small crabs creep, 
And safe from prigs who plague and ie 
who peep, 
er Punch reclines and woos benignant 
eep. 
II. 
Why are we weighed u 
And, utterly 


** sticks,”’ 


n with Politics, 
fatigu by “‘bores” and 


NOBLE WoMAN 
... An, Dotty, ross ark THE WomEN wuo MAKE THE| “ Oh, yes! Oh, yes!” Truly, Tonras 
Mrs. J. (who is not of this type). “‘ YE8, DEAR—AND THE Worst Huspanps!” 


18 EVER READY TO MAKE 


While all things else have rest from weari- 
ness ? 

All things have rest: why should we toil alone, 

We only toil, who are ** such clever things! ”’ 

And make perpetual moan, 

Still from one ** Question ’’ to another thrown ? 

Gulls, even, fold their wings, 

And cease their wanderings, 

Watching our brows which slumber’s holy 


m 
Bathes gently, whilst the inner spirit sings 
** There is no joy but calm!” 
Why should Punch only toil, the top and 
crown of things ? 


Itt. 


How sweet it were, dodging the urban stream, 

With half-shut eyes ever to seem 

Falling asleep in a half dream ! 

To dream and dream that yonder glittering 
light (height ; 

No more shall top the tall Clock Tower's 

To hear no more the party speech ; 

Eating the Lotos day by day, 

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach ; 

(No, no, not Hicks! Thank heaven, he’s far 
away !) 





HERSELF A 


To lend one’s mind and fancy wholl; 
Unto the influence of the calmly jolly 
| Forgetful, whilst the salt breez 
round one rustles ; 
Of all the clamorous Congresses of 
Brussels, 
Of all the spouting M.P.’s party 
tussles, , 
Of all the noisy votaries of Cart 
MARX ; 
Of all save slumber and Unmitigated 
Larks! 
Iv. 


Dear are the memories of our wedded 
lives, 
Dear also are the outfits of our wives, 
And their huge trunks: but this is 
a sweet change ! 
For surely now our household hearths 
are cold, 
Charwomen prowl thereby: our halls 
look strange, 
Our suites are swathed like ghosts. 
Here all is joy, 
And, by the stirless silence rendered 


old, 
The very gulls stand round with furléd 
wings. boy ? 


| What do you think of it, Tony, my 

| The Session’s Bills are half-forgotten 

things. 

| Is there diseussion in our little Isle ? 
Let Parties broken so remain. 
Factions are hard to reconcile : 

| Prate not of Law and Urder—by the 

main ! 

| There is a fussiness worse than death 
Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 
Lost labour, and sheer waste of breath, 
Sore task to hearts dead beat by many 

wars, 
| And ears grown dumb with listening 
to loud party jars. 


| But propt on sand and pebbles rolly- 
polly [us lowly 
How sweet (while briny breezes fan 
With half-dropt eyelids still, 
| Beneath a boat-side tarry, coally, 
To watch the long white breakers 
drawing slowly (spill 
Up to the curling turn and foamy 
To ae the wheezy Town-Crier 
calling, 


v. 
| 
| 


mine, 
— This solitude a deux is most divine ; 
A Congress we—of Two; where no outfalling 
Is possible. Our Anti-Labour line 
Is wordlessly prolonged, stretched out beside 
the brine. 

VI. 


Such Lotos-eating all at times must seek 
The Lotos blows by many an English creek. 
Punch is no “* =ill-enell elena oly ”’ coon, 
Born, like the Laureate’s islanders, to moon 
In lands in which ’tis always afternoon. 
No, Tosy, no! Yet stretch your tawny muzzle 
Upon thesetawny sands! We will not puzzle, | 
For a few happy hours, our weary pates 
With Burning Questions or with Dull 
Debates. [Motions, we, 
We have had enough of Measures, and of 
‘‘Ayes”’ to starboard, ‘‘ Noes” to larboard 
(in the language of the sea), 
Where the wallowing Seymour spouted lik« 
a whale, and Coss made free. 
Let us take our solemn davy, Toy, for a space 
Punch perceives complete approval in that | 
doggish face)— {mind ! 
Let us take our davy, Topy—for a time, now 
In this briny Lotos Land to liveand liereclined, | 
On the sands like chums together, careless of | 
mankind ! [ Sleeps. 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 


Cuapter II, 


On Tour —Restauration—Method—Rapid Act—Patriotism— Chorus 
— Dinner—Forwards—Entrée— Exit— Destination. 


Witn Davervet I soon acquire the careless habit of speaking 
any French that comes into my head, irrespective of grammar 
genders, or idioms. If he doesn’t understand it in French he will 
jo so in English, or vice versd, this mutual comprehension 
system we get along as easily as the express does, and as easily as 
the boat does too, to-day,—for we are in luck, the weather is deli- 
cious and the sea propitious,—and so we arrive hungry and ha 
at the excellent buffet at the Calais Station, the praises of which 1 
have sung more than once in my lifetime. 

Far be it from me to draw comparisons, but I if want to start well 
and wisely for the Continong, give me the short sea-passage vid 





} 


Dover and the excellent restauration at Calais, with a good twenty- | 
five minutes allowed for refreshment; though why this interval 
shouldn't be extended to three-quarters of an hour, and less time oc- 

| cupied on the journey to Paris, I have never yet been able to ascer- | 
tain. In the not very dim and distant future no doubt it will be so. | 

I record the above observation in italics, in order to attract the at- | 

tention of all whom it may and does and ought to concern. Perhaps 
they'll kindly see to it. 
| Our déjeuner at Calais is as good as it usually is at that haven of 
| Restauration. After the buffeting of the waves, how sweet is the | 
buffet of the shore. I sit down at once, as an old Continental- | 
travelling hand, tell the waiter immediately what I am going to 
take, and forthwith it is brought ; then, in advance, I command the 
| coffee, and have my French money all ready in an outside-pocket, 
| so that there shall be no unnecessary delay. All station-feeding is | 
a fearsome pastime. You are never quite sure of the trains, and you | 
never quite trust the waiter’s most solemn asseveration to the effect 
that you have still so many minutes left, decreasing rapidly from fifteen 
to five, when, time being up and the food down, you find yourself 
hurrying out on to the platform, plunging recklessly in between the 
ines, uncertain as to your carriage, and becoming more and more 
hot, nervous, and uncomfortable up to the very last moment, when 
the stout guard, with the heavy black moustache, and the familiar 
bronzed features set off iby a cap-band which once was red, bundles 
you into your proper place, bangs the door, and you are off,—for 
aris, or whereyer your destination may be. 

I )AUBLNET knows the proprietor of the restaurant, likewise the pro- 
prietor’s good lady and good children. He has a great deal to say to 
them, always by means of working the semaphore with his arms and 
hands, as if the persons with ‘Suen he excitedly converses were 
deaf ; and having lost all count of time, besides being in a state of 
considerable puzzle as to the existence of his a ite, he is suddenly 
informed by the head-waiter,—another of his acquaintances, for 
DAUBINET, it appears, is a constant traveller to and fro on this route, 





that if he wants anything he must take it at once, or he won't get it 
at all, unless he chooses to stop there and lose his train. So Davsi- 
ladles some soup into his mouth, and savagely worries a huge 
ump ot bread: then having gobbled up the soup in a quarter of a | 
second, and having put away all the bread in another quarter, he 
ope a glass of wine into a tumbler out of the bottle which I have 
ad opened for beth of us, adds water, then tosses it off, wipes his 
= with the napkin whieh he s down on the table, and, with his 

t and coat on, his small bag in his hand, and quite prepared to 
resume the journey, he eries, ‘‘ Allons! Petzikoff!” (or some such 
word, which I suppose to be either Russian or an ejaculation quite | 


ee 








new and original, but @ /a Russe, and entirely his own invention) 
with the cheery and enthusiastic addition of, “‘ Blass the Prince o 
Wares!” 

** By all means,” I cordially respond, for we are on a foreign soil, 
where loyalty to our Royal Family is no longer a duty only, but also 
a mark of poietnn, which should ever distinguish the true Briton, 
—though, by the way, now I think of it, Dauner is a lively Gaul. 
Subsequently, observing my friend Davuniyer, I find that he is 
especially English in France, and peculiarly French in England. 
On what is to me foreign, but to him his own native soil, he is 
always bursting out into snatches of our British National Anthem, 
or he sings the line above quoted. In France he will insist on 
talking about London, England, Ireland, Scotland, with imitations 
in slang or of brogue, as the case may be, on every possible or even 
impossible opportunity; and, when the subject of conversation 
does not afford him any chance for his interpolations, then, for a 
time, he will ‘‘lay low,” like Brer Fox, only to startle us with 
some sudden outbursts of song, generally selected from the popular 
English Melodies of a byegone period, such as “* My Pretty Jane,” 
” wy Love is like a red, red Rose,”’ or “* Seod-don, Sweetheart, 
good-bye,”’ and such-like musical reminiscences, invariably finishing 
with a quotation from the National Anthem, ** Rule Britannia,” or 
‘** Blass the Prince of Wartes!” He is a travelling chorus. 

We stop—I don’t know where, as I trust entirely to my guide and 
fellow-traveller—for a good twenty minutes’ stuff, nominally dinner, 
en route, about seven o'clock It is the usual rush; the usual inde- 
cision ; the usual indigestion. Dausryet does more execution among 
the eatables and drinkables in five minutes than I can manage in the 
full time allotted to refreshment; and not only this, but he finds 
plenty of time for talking nonsense to one of the nicest-looking 
waitresses. Of course, he positively refuses to speak a word of his 
own native language, but gives his orders in English, Spanish, and 
Russian, to the despair of all the attendants, with the exception of 
the pretty waiting-maid, to whom he ad himself in colloquial 
French. She quite enters into the joke; can give and take as plea- 
santly as nesallile can also fetch and carry; and when, finally, 
DavsBryet en bon prince rewards her intelligence with a two-franc 


at 
me / 


{Dr 


piece, her bright smile, and her courteous “ Merci beaucoup, Mon- 
sieur,”’ prove once more that she can take as well as give,—nay, even 
better, and yet leave the donor her debtor. ‘‘ Da Karascho! Yes, 
all right! Montez donc!” cries my mercurial friend, hurrying to 
the train; then, as he once more settles himself in the com vartment, 
he sings ‘‘ Rule Britannia! Blass the Prince of Wartes! 0 Maman!’ 
and before I have lit my after-dinner cigar, he has made himself 
quite comfortable, lying at full length, and is fast asleep. So am I 
soon. When I pate ing it isnight; pitch-dark, and very cold. We 
are stopping at some station. stout Frenchman enters our 
carriage; not that there is anything remarkable about his stout- 
ness, as it seems to me thatthe majority of middle-class and middle- 
aged Frenchmen, and Frenchwomen, too, are all, more or less, of 
considerable corpulence. ; 

The new arrival recognises Davernet, and salutes him. Davpinet 
warmly acknowledges the recognition, and in a few moments they 
are engaged in an animated conversation, one commencing his reply 
before the other has finished his question, neither permitting the 
other to complete a sentence, whether interrogatory or declaratory ; 
so that, during the greater part of their conversation,—which lasts 





till, thank goodness, the stranger has to get out, which he does at the | 
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ae 
““NEB’LAR (HIC) ’POTHESIS.” 
y Gentleman (overcome by gravitation). ‘‘’'Orricut, INsPECTRUM. 
Pres'pent Bri'saH-SosHiaAsHiemM. Supienpip Spress ! 


F (HI 
Sysarems ‘¥ Sons.’ 


Elde 
SPEESsSH 
POSISHN 
Goor oLp Hucerns!!” 


ABSOLUTE IMM'BILITY IN MIDSHT OF WHIRLING 'N DRIFTING Suns, 


“ NOTHING IN THE PAPERS!” 


, Voluntary Contributions Un-gratefully Received 


Or 


Scene—A Railway Compartment. 
Bsown and Suiru looking up from their Daily 
Papers. 


Brown. Now that Parliament stands prorogued 
I suppose there is nothing to read ? 

Smith. Nothing. Except this article upon 
Australia. Tells one all about Capital and Labour 
in that part of the world. Most interesting 
Wonder how they found room for it! Have yo 
seen it ? 

Brown. Well, no. Fact is I have been reading 
about Argentina. Very exhaustive article this, and 
on a matter of serious moment. I hold some shares 
asa trustee. Seems that they will all come right 
in the end. Would you like to see it ? 

Smith. When I have time to read it. But, t 
tell the truth, it takes me a good hour to get 
through the City Intelligence. And the racing 
too, that always interests me; but I don’t think it 
is so exciting as the Stock Exchange. 

Brown. No more do I. By the way, is there 
anything good in the correspondence line in your 

cr 

Smith. The usual sensational recess subjects 
Some of the letters are too good for the general 
public; they must have been} written in the 
office. 

Brown. I daresay. And perhaps these sketches 
of places away from Town are also written in 
London ? 

Smith, Not a bit of it! I happen to know that 
the papers spend thousands and thousands upon 
obtaining information in every quarter of the glote. 


Bogus articles are things y oe ; 
| n this expense for 


Brown. Only fanc 

nothing in the recess! When no one reads the 

papers ! a 
Smith. Yes, and when there ’s nothing in them 

[They resume perusal of their papers until inter- 


rupted by a tunnel. Curtain. 


BEEN READING 
I’m IN ‘UNIQUE 
'N 








next station, and disappears in the darkness,—I can only pick up a 
word or half a sentence here and there, and, in a general way, 
wonder why they become so earnest and emphatic about the most 
ordinary topics. For an English listener, however, it is an excellent 
lesson in colloquial French; only I cannot help wishing that they 
would take the *‘ tempo ”’ just alittle slower, and that their tone were 
not necessarily up to concert pitch, in order to keep itself well above | 
the running accompaniment of railway-wheels, which seems to fit all 
modes of counting from two to sixteen ina bar. At last the train 
stops, the dialogue becomes jerky, our companion salutes us politely, 
wishes us ‘‘ bon voyage,” and descends. 

After his departure, I ask Dausryver, ‘‘ Who is your friend ?”’ as I 
should like to know the reason of Davsryet not having introduced 
His reply at once resolves all my doubts and difficulties on the 


us. 
subject ; it is simply, ‘‘ Heaven knows! He is a nice fellow. I have 
He rushes to the window. 


met him quelque part. Ah! v'la!” 

‘‘Hi! hi! Guard! Conducteur!" The Conducteur appears, and 
informs us that we descend at the next station, and, after that, in 
another five minutes we shall be at Reims. 

And so we are. Reims at last! Net brilliant is Reims on this 
dark night. There are several omnibuses and other vehicles waiting 
to take the very few passengers who alight from the train, and who, | 
it appears, as a rule, prefer to walk. Having no baggage beyond a| 
few bags and a small portmanteau which travel with us in our com- | 
partment, and which the porter can wheel on a truck, or indeed | 
carry if he chooses, we are soon in the ’bus, and rattling over the 
stones to the Hotel. 





ODE TO A BAROMETER. 
(By a Troubled Tapster.) 

I Tar you early, tap you late, The end—whatever you may say | 
In vain! Is wet! 

Weget—whatever you may state— "Twas wet in June, and in July 
Much rain. [sing y : 

The Wo mY of which fools 
Ne’er tapped 

Half so persistently. Since Spring 


e ’ 
In August it is wetter. Why, 
Trust you ? 
Barometer, you false old chap, 


You bore! 
I’m no Woodpecker, and I'll tap | 
No more! 


I’ve rappe 
Your fair false dial day by day, 
And yet 


srepne all the paint off! 
n 


THE BRITISH ASSOCIATION. 


On, Sir, I read the papers every day, 
To amuse myself and pass the time away ; 
But they ’ve got so hard to follow that they simply beat me hollow 
With the learning and the culture they display ; 
And they wouldn’t be so hard if those 
good people down at Cardiff 
Would but & a shade more careful 
what they say. 


The President’s address, I think, will 


tax 
My intellectual organ till it cracks; 
The Association British isn’t wanted to 
be skittish, 
Wear the motley, nor to run a race in 
sacks ; 
But ’twas getting awkward rather when 
my youngest asked his father 
What the President implied by parallax. 


The money market often puzzles me ; 

I’ve no notion what the Funding Loan yo 

may be; =f 

In the sales of corn (Odessa), jute and sago, I confess a 
Sort of feeling that I’m very much at sea; 

But couldn’t the reporter keep this science rather shorter, 
Or at any rate provide us with a key ? 








QUEER QUERIES. 

Hovse Decoration.—What am I to do under the following “1 
cumstances? I took a house a year ago, and painted the outs 
scarlet, with gold ‘‘ facings,” to remind me—and my neighbours— 
of the fact that I am highly connected with the Army, my decease 
wife’s half-brother having once held some post in the Commissariat. 
I am leaving the house now, and my landlord actually insists on 2Y 

He says that if any bulls happen poe 
the house, they will be sure to run at it. Am I obliged to yield # 
this ridiculous caprice ?—-LovER OF THR PICTURESQUE. 
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ALL-ROUND POLITICIANS.—SIR RICHARD. 


Mr. Punch's Parliamentary Artist reads in the Papers that Sir Richard T—— does not intend te Stand for Parliament again ! 
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SEASIDE ASIDES. 


THE MANNERS OF OUR CHILDREN |! 


Fragment from a Tragic / 
Correspondence in a Daily 


Scene — The Sanctum of Paterfamilias. 
Enter to him Jacky, his eldest born. 


Pater. (cordially). How are you, old chap? 
Jacky. Very well, thank you, Father. And 
will you forgive me—is not ‘‘chap” a trifle 
slangy ? 
| Pater. (astonished). Fh! what? 

Jacky. You were good enough to write to 
my Form Master after the Easter Vacation, 
complaining of my style. Consequently that 
worthy pedagogue has given more than usual 
attention to that part of my education. 

Pater. Well, now you are home for the 
holidays! As for your Form Master—hang 
him and all his works ! 

Jacky. Are you quite sure that you are 
quoting correctly?’ To the best of my belief 
the line goes, ‘‘hang him with his pen and 
ink-horn.” 


7) a 
Si 
rhtful now at last to come | 
m town—its dirt, its degradation, 
nding whirl, its ceaseless hum. } 
halks better, though, than sheer 
rnation. | 


Pater. Eh! what? I don’t understand you. | 
Jacky. Why, my dear Father, I naturally 


For what could mortal man or maid want more 
Than breezy downs to stroll on, rocks to| 
climb up, 
Weird labyrinthine caverns to explore ? 
(The re’s nothing else to do to fill the time 
up > - 4 
Your honest face here earns an honest brown, | Concluded that you were quoting from the 
j| Immortal Bard. You will find the passage in 
The Second Part of King Henry the Sizth, 
Act IV., Scene 2. 
Pater. What are you talking about ? 
Jacky. Why your misquotation. And will 
you forgive me—but do you not think it would 
sound better if you were to ask me—‘‘ about 
what I was talking”? I might add that my 
Form Master and I—— 
Pater. Your ‘‘ Form Master and 
tot and bosh! I should say-—— 
- : . Jacky (with a twitch of pain). 
The eggs as fresh as paint, the Cornish cream | Father, more slang, more slang ! 
rhe boys from school all say is “‘simply| Pater. (getting very red). And what if there 
i ripping,’ is? What’sthatto you? Youdon’t pay for 
The butter, so the girls declare, “a dream.” | my education, do you ? 
The only bacey you can buy quite dripping.) | Jacky quickly). No. If I did, I could not 
| declare that I was satisfied with your progress ! 
Pater. (indignantly). You little prig, I 
Jacky (calmly interrupting). Pray do not 
excite yourself. I am only doing my duty. 
I am merely attempting to instruct those less 
polished than myself. Surely I may regard 
| ; A Ba ? . 
such an action with satisfaction ? 
Pater. (furious). You shall go back to 
instances | school at once ! 
have been quoted in the Spec-| Jacky. I am afraid that that is scarcely 
tator and other! practicable. If you will refer to the slip that 
papers. Our Toby | accompanied my school-bill, you will notice 
would like to be in-/| that the Vacation does not cease until the 
formed how one clever | 20th of September. 
dog would communi-| Pater. And a nice school-bill! Why they 
eate with another | charged everything as an extra! 
clever dog, if the| Jacky. Surely such a matter is scarcely | 
former were in a| within my province? According to statute, | 
great hurry? The/| my dear Father, you are bound to poatide for | 
reply from a great|me until (if my memory does not betray me 
authority in the K 9| I reach the ageof sixteen. As | am now five | 
Division, signing | years younger than that limit, it is clearly | 
himself ‘* Do«-| your duty to support me. 
BERRY,” is that “ the | Pater. Why, Sir, you are insupportable ! 
clever dog would| Jacky (smiling). I see—a joke—very good! 
either tailegraph or tailephone; but that, But, my dear Sir, do you think it quite dignified | 
anyhow, in the strictest confidence, he would | to make so small a jest in my presence’? It is | 
tell his own tail.”’ | ealeulated to lessen my respect for you. | 


You ramble on for miles ’mid gorse and 
heathe r, 
Sheep hold athletic sports upon the down 
Which makes the mutton taste as tough as 
leather). 


The place is guiltless, too, of horrid piers, 
And likewise is not Christy-Minstrel tooney ; 
No soul-distressing strains disturb your ears. 
A German band has just played “* Annie 
Rooney.’’) 


y u.” 


Oh, my dear 


A happiness of resting after strife, 
Where on forgets all worldly pain and 
| sorrow, 
| And one contentedly could pass one’s life. 
A telegram will take me kon to-morrow. ) 


re 


Cantne Sacacrry.—Numerous 


| of this 





in no case be returned, not even when accom 
there will be no exception. 


(> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
i panied by 2 Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


Pater. Well I never! 

Jacky. Never what? 
pleted the sentence. 

Pater. Sir, you are an insolent young puppy! 

Jacky. I am forced to contradict you—~ip 
— to yourself. You cannot be willing ty 
et me regard you as a dog? 

Pater. (after a pause). Well, the sooner you 
get back to the school the better. ; 

Jacky (promptly). 1 have no doubt youare 
right, my dear Father; and, as I take a sincere 
interest in your welfare, I would respectfully 
suggest that you should accompany me, [t 
must A, patent to us both that you are lacking 
in polish, 

Pater. (losing his patience). You young 
eub! I will give you the soundest thrashing 
you sae Jb mac» yom life ' On 

Mater familias (interposing). Oh, you crue | 
man! What has the Soar child dian? 

Jacky (with ready tact), Nothing, dearest | 
Mamma, except to take after his kind, clever | 


You have not com. | 


| and accomplished Mother ! 


[Scene closes in upon a family group not 
entirely free from domestic complications, 








THE SURREY A B C. 


A is for AnEt, who can certainly block well: 

B stands for Bowery, and Beaumont, and 
BROcKWELL ; 

C is the Captain, Jomnw Suurer his name; 


|D is the Devotion he gives to the game ; 
|E is the Ele- 


ven, deser- 

vedly great ; 

is the Funk 

which their 

bowlers cre- 

ate. 

stands for 

GEORGE- 

our only 

GEORGE 

LOHMANN; 

for young HENDERSON, 
foeman. 

is the Innings, beloved of the gapers; 

is the Jargon they put in the papers. 

is for Key, the accomplished Dark Blue; 

is for Lock woop, who bowls a bit too; 

is for Maurice, his other name Reap; 

poor old Nottingham, beaten indeed. 

is the Oval, the home of the crowd ; 

the Pavilion, the seat of the proud. 

is the Question, ‘“‘ Oh, Umpire, how’s that” 

is for Gentleman ReaD, who can bat. 

stands for SuHarpr, it will pay you to 
mind him ; 


Wy 
<p 


ii 


* 
* 


valiant young 


T_ isthe Trouble they were put to to find him; 


their United attempts—hard, to beat them; 
’ the Vain efforts oft made to defeat them. 
’ represents Woop at the wicket ; 
X is the Xcellent style of their cricket. 
Y ends the county, not played out ina hurry. 
Z stands for Zero, a stranger to Surrey! 





A Genvrye Reoret.—The French Admi- 
» Yal had one regret 
in leaving Albion’s 
hospitable __ shores, 
and that is that he 
didn’t go up to 
London and get 4 
taste of a real City 
Savory at a Munch- 
ing House banquet. 
He wouldn’t have 
found The Albion 
** nerfidious ” in the 
matter of ** turtle 
and fine living,’ 
which was Mrs. R.’s deseription of the Pha- | 
risee. Their French leave is up, and they Tt | 
on sail or return. 
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selling © under the title of 
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“ The best beverage.” 
TRUTH. 
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Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 
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Is partly compeced of Honey, and extracts 
from sweet herbs and plants 
Of all Chemists and Perfumers throughout the 
vers. 3 2s. 6d. Per bottie. 
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The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 
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“JOHANNIS” 


KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
CHARCED ENTIRELY WITH NATURAL GAS. 
Prevents Gout, Rheumatism, and 

Indigestion. 
Mixes equally well with Wines, 
Spirits, or Milk. 
Not medicinal, but an agreeable health promoting 
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Superiority of Manufacture, and True Flavour 


ARMOUR’S 


EXTRACT OF BEEF 


Retains the True Natural Taste 
and Stimulating Properties of 
Freshly-Cooked Beef. 


SULPHOLINE 


rans LOTION 


THE CURE FOR 
ERUPTIONS, BLOTCHES, ECZEMA, 
ACNE DISFIGUREMENTS. 
MAKES THE SKIN CLEAR, SMOOTH, 
SUPPLE, MEALTHY 








TAMAR 





SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND 


INDIEN 
GRILLON.|| 


BH. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


A LAMATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 


FOR 
CONSTIPATION, 
Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 
of Appetite, Gastric and 


Intestinal Troubles, 
Headache. 


DRLUGGISTS, 2a. Ga. A BOX. 














Waters 


Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 





BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 


AND BROWN LABELS 














COLT'S NEW 
UNITED STATES 
NAVY REVOLVER 


for House Protection, Travellers, and 
for Military aaa ah takes Kiey's 3 
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COLT'S Lc’ | MAGAZINE RIFLES, 

for yy mall +. shooting, and 
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Bri dame pest ist free 
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HAVE YOU A BABY 2 


If eo, send for a free bottle, with testimonials and 
Medical Opinions, of 


HORLICK’S 


MALTED MILK. 


A PERFECT FOOD IN ITSELF. 
39, SNOW WII. I, LONDON, B.C. 


HOWARD 


BEDFORD 
PORTABLE RAILWAY 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES. 


BEST 
FOOD 
INFANTS. 


In Tins, 1s., 2s., 58., and 10s. each. 
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The requirements of Youths and Boys have for very 
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= RESISTING ” FABRICS (Ree.)—The Firm 
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maternal The “ Wear- ” Fabric . 
“Jeon Tan” Reerre “ Iron.” 
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Catalogue (400 Engravings) and 
65 & 67, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C. 


seme <: e 
Patterns Free on Application, 
Work Shope :— Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hill ; 
and 46, Gray's Inn Road ~< “teniene® 5 ee 
ANTISEPTIC. Son PRESERVATIVE. 
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—- REFRESHING 

It contains no salicylic or mineral acids, or bleaching corrosive rt “A very delicately perfumed powder, entirely free fra : 

alkaiies, Instead of soap which turns the teeth yellow, it is made DROAD, 10; least grittiness or alkalinity. In the mouth, the senstia 5 | 
with the harmless Saponin (South American Soap Bark), which — smoothness and coolness is most grateful.”— British and (wl . 
@ 


lathers and cleanses beautifully. : : Druggist. English, 2s. 6d.; American, 1s, 6d, 
American Address—469, GREENWICH STREET, NEW YORK. 


CHILDREN 


are always in mischief, and constant washing is nec 

child’s clothes in anything like order. Relieve yourself of 
getting a tablet of SU GHT SOAP, and proving to y 
washing is no longer a task. A Lady writes: ‘‘ Being compelled & 
my own washing, and being in delicate health, it was simply ‘i 
me’ by the old method and with ordinary laundry soap. By usig 
SUNLIGHT SOAP in the following way, I get ee! clothes beautt 
white and clean, and without tiring myself in the least. First, t 
dip one of the garments in a tub of water, draw it out on the wash-! 
and rub the soap over it lightly, being particular to soap all thes 
places. I then roll it in a tight roll, just as a piece is rolled afters 
sprinkled for ironing, and lay it in the bottom of the tub under the 
and ge on until all the pieces have the soap rubbed on them and are 
up then go away—from thirty minutes to an hour—and per fo 
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to some light von about the house, letting the S 

do its work. er 

soaking this way, 
~» I wash them out 

| | == =~ lightly on the wash- 

—" - ard, and the dirt 

—— > appears to drop 
————- right out. I do not 
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>— v. —— - _._~—_— acaldor boil asingle 
C Wine => jece. If a streak 
L_———_ — is hard to wash, I 


rub some more soap 
on it, and throw back into the suds a few minutes. I rinse in lukewarm 
water, rubbing the garment - yn! over the wash-board through the 
rinse water to get the dirty suds out. I then blue—using very little—as 
this soap whitens the clothes, and hang out. Coloured goods, flannels, 
woollens, &c., I treat in the same way—but they need not soak so long, 
and I make the last rinse water a trifle soapy.” 
DON’T RUB HARD, or the dirt will be rubbed in. RUB LIGHTLY, 


and the DIRT WILL DROP OUT. 


ECONOMISE. 


One Tablet of the SUNLIGHT SOAP will do more washing than two < 
tablets of ordinary laundry soaps. - 
IT WILL MAKE YOUR CLOTHES WHITE. 
IT WILL NOT INJURE THE MOST DELICATE LACE. 
IT WILL NOT SHRINK FLANNELS AND WOOLLENS. 
IT WILL ENABLE YOU TO DO A LARGE WASH IN HALF A DAY. 


Frames Of Nabare Ouro, n the Biclact of Whltedinre, ta the Oty &f Lamson, and Published by his: st'No. 68, Plows 
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MACMILLAN’S MAGAZINE. 


No. 3. SEPTEMBER. 180) 


Comtex te 





1 First Pamily of Tasajara; by Pret Harte 
Chaps. IV.—¥ 

&. Henri Pestaloesi ; by © J. Hamilton 

& Prait-growing im Florida ; by Arthur Montefiore 

4 Balome 

5. The Humours of Baccarat 

6 The Ladies’ Wreath 

7. A Sermon in Rouen; by WF. Stockley 

& The Story of an Oak Tree; by Alan Adair 

%. The Great Work 

MACMILLAN @ ¢ LONDON 

NOTICE. — The price of the Evoussn 
Inuwereaten Macazixeg is now Six- 
pence Net. The terms on which tt is 
supplied to booksellers are not such as will 
enable them to ecll the Magazine at less than 


the published price. 


THE ENGLISH 
ILLUSTRATED — 


Por SEPTEMBER 


Btudiouws Momenta bngray 
from a Drawing by Max | 


1401, contains 
iby T W — ep8 
udby. Fr 
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2 A Gong of the Year. Lewis Morris 

3. The Rasso-Jewish Immigrant. Ll. The Rev. 8 
finger llustrated 

4 The ‘s Private Gardens at Osborne. L. ER 
Wheeler. lLilustrated 

5. Two Jealousies, Alan Adair 

6 Emanuel Boapttal, Westminster. Robert Hunter 
Ilustratec 

7. Turkiah Girlhood. By Fatima. Illustrated from 
Photographs 

& Chiswick, Past and Present. © A, Hamilton 
Lliustrated by Mrs. Jopling Reo 

6%. The Witch of C} ape xxvI. XXVIII 
Concluded.) F. Mariot awtord th ustrated 
by W. J. Hennessy 
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CONDY’S FLUID 
s 
USED IN ALL HOSPITALS. 
CONDY'’S REMEDIAL FLUID 
COND Y’S.—A Household Word. 
CONDY’S.—In Sore Throats 
ever Fails. 
COND Y’S.— The Sqvereian Cure 
for Relaxed Throat. 


‘I Gnd the Ce -- 4 “a cold water 
oun excellent, many cases being cured 
immediately Dr. T. W. Hana 


LONDON 


‘It is of great service as a disinfect 
ing and stimulating gargle.”—Dr. Waa, 
Seaman s Hospital 
SORE THROATS.—Slight Cases 
Cured at Once. 
“Every case showed an immediate 
improvement Dr. Reppearoarn 
COND Y’S.—Severe Sore Throat 
uickly Relieved. 


“I have employed it with invariable 
sucoess.”—Dr. Cuas. Beit 
CONDY’S. — “Cleanses Wounds 
most rapidly."'—Dr. Pore 
CONDY’S. —“‘ For Irritating Dis- 
charges eiapseas Zone 
CONDY’ 8. ~The *Lancet” says: 
ogether it is not wonderful that 
this. Pied has been a favourite with 
scientific and unscientific mea.’ 
COND Y’S.—Everyone should read 
the reports by eminent medical autho 


rities, affording useful information on 


numerous ailments, issued with every 
bottle, or sent free by post om applica- 
thon to 


CONDY’'S FLUID WORKS, 


6&4, TURNMILL STREET, E.@. 


SULPHOLINE 
rurvs LOTION 


THE CURE FOR 





ERUPTIONS, BLOTCHES, BCZEMA, 
ACNE DISFIGUREMENTS 
MAKES THE SKIN CLEAR, SMOOTH, 
SUPPLE, HEALTHY 
Cubes, Stramonium, and 


Cannab. Ind. Always relicy 
and frequently cure Asthn 
Threet Cough. 

Influenza. One Cigarette 
insures a good night's rost 


SAVAR'S 
CURES Sraers 
CIGARETTES. sorsones son wo 


Capsules, 4s. 64. per 
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SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


SCHOOL 
ouTF! ITS. 


Messrs UEL 
BROTH ens aA ready 
for immediate 


| “HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” 





aSK FOR 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE'S PLATE. 


(Reep.) 


assortmen 
BOYS’ and YOUTHS’ 
CLOTHING 

will also be pleased to 
send, upon application, 


Parreaxs of on 


their “HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 








Hor. “UNEQUALLED FOR HARD WEAR.” 





BLISS'8 ipping 
ton Riding and ting 
weeds, Cheviots, 
Berges, &c. 
Avery assortment 
of the uctions of 
this eminent firm is) 


always kept in stock. | 








“Brox” Scrr 


SAMUEL 
Mcp Bei tatoes “rig i 
“tadgate Hill; ané 4, Gray's Inn Road 


TENERIFE (iitkios) CIGARS. 


“REPUBLICANOS FEDERALES.” 
A Cool and Delicious Summer Weed of a novel 
shape. Mild, Aromatic, and Delicate. Packed in 
bundles of 10 in two sizes, ls. 9d. and 2s. 3d. (Postage 
extra); 17s. and 2ls 10, Post Free. 
REWLAY & CO (1d) 49, Strand, W.C. ; 74, Strand 
(East India House), and 143, Cheapside, B.C. Est. 1780 

















DIAMONDS, white, and modern cut, 


RUBIES of the pigeon’ sb blood colour, 


SAPPHIRES o of the true » blue colour, 


PEARLS of the finest st lustre, 


RRARE and CURIOUS GEMS, and 
D!AMONDS of all colours. 











STREETER & COMP., Gem Experts, Bond nd $t., London. 


| STREETER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIES, 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOTR 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONO, al 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE Kiye oy 





BRIGHTON 


Horel Metron 
jow % 
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“WHITEHALL COUR? 

' 
RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING THA 
EMBANKMENT AND nals PLAC 


8.W 

These excellent — are fitted with every modey 
convenience, ¢9 and Cold Water, Faeree 
Light and eike ils; Visitors’ and Servants Lit» 
a. a ht and day, and occupy the tee 
osition ondon, affording extensive a 

he River (with the Surrey Hills in the ¢ 
and the Embankment Gardens. They ave chou 
ce yo and centrally situate with repet 

the princi Clubs, Theatres, &c, Ther 
all finished to suit the wishes of incoming 7 — 
and the Rents include all Rates, Taxes, Wax 
Supply, lighting and heating of the Corridon af 
taircases, services of all the Porter. Ty 
Suites may 17 viewed at rg time on applicatica» j 
the Superintendent, J Scummerarinco, at & 
Office on the premises ; > to Haxrrox & tm J 
Estate Agents, 1, Coc kspur St. (late Wate f 
House), 8.W. j 














BUTTER-SCOTC 
Congestrneny’ 


Lancet. 








T0 SAVE THE TEETH, USE DAILY 


THOMPSON and CAPPER’S 


DENTIFRIGE 
WATER 


Penatifies ete Pogues the Trrrx 


ce to the Barats 
Is = Backing am rit 54 hemes in to the Movtx 
id takes away smell of Tor, c« 


NB. the success of this the first liquid Dentifree 


made in land has led to many mice 
Thc t is necessary for purchasers t to we 
T. & C.'s signature band on each Hott! 











i COLT'S NEW 
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NAVY REVOLVER 


o House Protection, — ~ = 
for Military Purposes, takes =)" 
cal. Express and all other = © 

Pistol Cartridges. 


COLT’S LICHTNINC MACAZINE 
zee Lange and Small Game, Le oo 
et Practi are unsw for & oo 
- aneque alled for roars of fire 
OLT’S REVOLVERS : 
hii t Prizes at Bisley, 
Dublin in |ae0. “ List free 
iL hg FIREARMS , * 
26, Glasshouse St, Piccadilly Givens, London, T 
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— cation of ‘‘the dead of night”? being taken out in a hearse to the} Warres!”’ and he has disappeared into his bedroom. I never knew 


$ when he tries to rouse himself by exclaiming ‘‘ Caramba!” He hasn’t far to go, or else Morpheus must have caught him up, en 
twice does he make the attempt, and route, and hypnotised him. I hear him singing and humming for two 
then, meeting with no response from | minutes ; I hear him calling out to me, “All right? Are you all 
me, he collapses. Nor does it relieve right?” and, once again invoking the spirit of Mark Tapley, | throw | 
| 


— gruesome 
" announce our arri- 
“ val. Thisdispiriting 


. affect nobody in the 


“a= ——— a> Se 
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candlestick, ‘to show the gentleman his room.” And, at length 
SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. when a hostess, amiable but shivering, does appear, there is still an 
Cuurren III. absence of all geniality ; no questions are asked as to what we might 







; He A A ‘ like to take in the way of refreshme »j ire cw o 
Reims —Night—Streets—Arrival—Lion d’ Or—Depression—Land-| no warm drinks are ptt res y - ho eg en 
ady— Boots—Cathedral—Loneliness— Bed. food or liquor, even if we wanted it, which, thank Heaven, we 

Ir is just ten o’clock. Reims seems to be in bed and fast asleep, | don’t, not havieg recovered from the last hurriedly-swallowed meal 
except for the presence in the streets of a very few persons, official | at the railway buffet en route. Yes, at the * Lion d’Or” at Reims 
and unofficial, of whom the former are evidently on the alert as to | on this oceasion, hic et nunc, is a combination of melancholy cir- 
the movements, slouching and uncertain, of the latter. | cumstances which would have delighted Mark Tapley, and, as far 

We drive under ancient Roman Arch; Davatver tells me its| as 1 know, Mark Tapley only. iti : 
history in a vague kind of way, breaking off suddenly to say that I} ‘‘ On an occasion like this,” I murmur to myself, having no one 
shall see it to-morrow, when, so he evidently wishes me to infer, the | else to whom I can murmur it confidentially,—for Davsrvet, having 
Roman Arch will speak for itself. Then we drive past a desolate-|a knowledge of the house, has disappeared down some mysterious 
looking Museum. I believe it is a Museum, thongh Davsrvet’s| passage in order to examine and choose our rooms,—"' there is 
information is a trifle uncertain on this point. indeed, some merit in being jolly.” ; : 

We re a theatre, brilliantly illuminated. I see _ on the} Davsrver returns. He has found the rooms. The somnolent 
wall advertising the ormance. A gendarme, in full uniform, as| boots will carry our things upstairs. Which of the two rooms will I 
if he had come out after playing Sergeant Lupy in Robert Macaire, |have? They are en suite. I make no choice. It is, I protest, a | 
is pensively airing himself under the facade, but there is no one else | matter of perfect indifference to me; but one room being infinitely 
within sight,—no one ; not a cocher with whom Sergeant Lupy can | superior to the other, I select it, apologetically. Dacnrnrr, being 
chat, nor even a gamin to be ordered off; and though, from one|more of a Mark Tapley than I am, is quite satisfied with the 
point of view, this exterior desolation may argue well for the business | arrangement, and has almost entirely recovered his wonted high 
the theatre is doing, yet, as there is no logical certainty that the | spirits. 

-ople, who do not appear outside a show, should therefore necessarily | “* Very good. Tirés bien! Da! Petzikoff! Pedadjoi! I shall sleep 

» inside it, the temple of the Drama may, after all, be as empty as | like a top. Bon soir! Buono notte! Karascho! Blass the Prince of 
was Mr. Crummles’ Theatre, when somebody, looking through a hole 
in the curtain, announced, in a state of great excitement, the advent 
of another boy to the pit. 

And now we rattle over the stones joltingly, along a fairly well- 
lighted street. All the shops fast asleep, with their eyelids closed, 
that is, their shutters up, all except one establishment, garishl 
lighted and of defiantly rakish appearance, with the wo Café 
Chantant written up in jets of gas; and within this Café, as we jolt 
along, I espy a dame du comptotr, a weary waiter, and two or three 
second-class, flashy-looking customers, drinking, smoking, perhaps 
arguing, at all events, icwating, which, with the low-class 
Frenchmen, comes to much the same thing in the end, the end pro- 
bably being their expulsion from the drinking-saloon. Where is 
the chantant portion of the café? I cannot egy in some 
inner recess. With this flash of brillian ne all sign of life in Reims 
disappears. We drive on, jolted and rattled over the cobble stones 
—it not cobble, what are they? Wobble?)—and so up to the 
Lion d’ Or. 

I am depressed. I can’t help it. It is depressing to be the only 
prisoners in a black van; I should have said “‘ passengers,’ but the 

sombre character of the omnibus gests ‘‘ Black Maria;” it is 
Gucecding Hi repeat to myself), to be the only two passengers driving 
ugh a dead town at night-time, as if we were the very personifi- 
















































































nearest cemetery. Even Davsrvet feels it, for he is silent, — a man so quick in “=. getting into bed, and going to sleep. 
y i 


all the joviality I can into my reply as I say, through the wall 
**Quite, thanks. Jolly! Good-night!” But my seaty is waster 
on him ; he has turned a deaf ear to me, the other being on the pillow, | 
and gives no sign. If he is asl the suddenness of the collapse is 
almost wv Ye again I him. No answer. | continne 
my unpacking. All my portmanteau arrangements seem to have 
become unaccountably complicated. ] pause and look round. Cheer- 
less. The room is bare and lofty, the bed is small, the window is 
large, and the one solitary ie sheds a gloom around which makes 
unpacking a difficulty. I pull up the blind. A lovely moonlight 
night. In front of me, as if it had had the politeness to put itself 
out of the way to walk up here, and pay me a visit, stands the 
| Cathedral, that is——some of it; but what I can see of it, au clair | 
| de la lune, fascinates me. It is ommpeny it is friendly. But it is 
chilly all the same, and the sooner I close the window and retire the | 
better. Usual difficulty, of course, in closing French window. After 
| 
| 
| 









——— ° fe yer in a solemn 

courtyard, lighte a soli gas- 

lamp. This in itse wed te Gam 

suficient to make a weary traveller 

| penn witiess the tolling of a 
to 


sound seems to 


house, except a 
lengthy young man 
in a desperate state 
of unwakefulness, 
who sleepily resents 
our arrival in the 
midst of his first 
slumber (he must 
have gone to bed at 
nine), and drowsily 
expresses a wish to 
be informed (for he 
will not take the 
trouble to examine 
into the matter for 


a violent struggle, it is done. e bed looks chilly, and I feel sure 
that that stuffed, pillow-like thing, which is to do duty for blanket | 
and coverlet, can’t be warm dome 4 

Hark! a gentle snore. A very gentle one. It is the first time 
I ever knew a snore exercise a soothing effect on the listener. This 
| is decidedly soporific. It is an invitation to sleep. I accept. The 
Cathedral clock sounds a carillon. It plays half a tune, too, es if 
this was all it had learnt up to the present, or perhaps to intimate 
that there is more where that comes from, only I must wait for 







himself) whether to-morrow, and be contented with this instalment. I am. Half 
we have any] : and this sense of depression becomes aggra-|a tune is better than no tune at all, or vice versd: it doesn’t 
vated and intensi when no genial Boniface (as the landlord matter. When the tune breaks off I murmur to myself, ‘‘To be 





used invariabl to be styled in romances of half a cent 0) comes! continued in our next;” and so—as | believe, for I remember 
forth to greet us with a hearty welcome, and > base ett nothing after this—I doze off to sleep on this my first night in the 


hostess is there to order the trim waiting-maid, with poli ancient town of Reims. 




















L 











—————— 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL [Serremper 5, 189), 











BUMBLE BROUGHT TO BOOK. 


Mr. Rrronte. . . has taken the unusual step of preparing a memorandum explanatory of . . . the Public Health (London) Act, which comes into operation 

n the Ist of January ... The Vestries and District Councils . . . have come out with increased powers, but also with increased responsibilities. hey are 

n future known as ‘the sanitary authorities’; they must make bye-laws, and enforce not only their own, but those made by the County Council ; and, if 

they fail in their duty—as, for example, in the matter of removing house-refuse, or keeping the streets clean—they are liable to a fine. It is pleasant 
think that, in future, any ratepayer may bring Mr. Bumsxz to book.” — The Times.] 
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President of the Local Government Board. ‘‘Turre’s Mr. Bumeie’s Work, MADAM, AND IT'LL BE YOUR OWN FAULT IF YoU DON'T 
KEEP HIM UP TO IT!’ 


| 
| Bumble. Wot, more dooties piled upon me ? | But this ’ere Memyrandum’s a startler. J Me see that the dust-pails is emptied. and 
It’s a beastly black shame and a bore, want to know what's to be done. underground bedrooms made sweet ? 
| Which Rirente beats Oliver Twist ina canter Me keep the streets clean, me go poking my Me nail the Court Notices hup upon Butchers 
at ‘* asking for more.” dalicot nose into ’oles as deals in bad meat ? 
Didn't grasp his dashed Haet, not at fust, As ain’t fit for ’ogs, but is kep’ for them Great Scissors, it’s somethink houtrageous. | 
though of course I opposed it like fun ; Sweaters’ pale wictims—pore soles ? I knew Rircure’s Act meant ’ard lines, 
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And it’s wus than I could ’ave emagined. | 
But wot I funk most is them Fixes!!! | ——-—-~—-—-—-- 

Fine Me—if I make a mistake, as, perhaps,| ~~—- : — 
even BUMBLE may do! i - 

That is turning the tables a twister! More | 
powers ? Ah, well, that might do, | 

But increase my great ‘* Responsibilities,” | 
give them Ratepayers a chance 

Of a calling me hover the coals! Won't this | 
make my hold henemies dance ? 

I never did like that Hye@xra, a pompous and 
nose-poking minx— 

A sort of a female Poll Pry, with a heye like 
an ’ork or a lynx; , 

But the making me “‘Sanit’ry,” too—oh, I 
know wot that means to a T. } 

She’s cock—or say, hen—of the walk, and | 
her sanit’ry slave ’ll be Me! 

Oh, I fancy I see myself sweeping the snow 
from the streets with a broom, | 

Or explorin’—with fingers to nose — some 
effluvious hunderground room ! 

Or a-trotting around with the dust-pails 
when scavengers chance to run short ! 

Oh, just won't the street-boys chyike me and 
‘ousemaids of BuMBLE make sport ? 

Disgustin’! But there Rrrcwre stands with 
his dashed Memyrandum. A look 

In his heye seems to tell me that he too enjoys 
bringing BuMBLE to book, 

As the Times—I ’m serprised at that paper !— 
most pleasantly puts it to-day. 

My friend Bones the Butcher too! Moses! | 
wot would my old parlour-chum say 





If he saw me a nailing a Notice—but no, 
that’s too horrid a 4 

I must be a ’aving a Nightmare, and things 
cannot be wot they seem. | 

I could do with mere Laws—bye or hother- | 
wise—Hacts, jest like Honours, is easy, 

But this Memyrandum of Ritcure’s queers 
Buse, and makes him feel queasy, 

Can't pertend as I don’t hunderstand it, it’s | 
plain as my nose, clear as mud. 

I’m responsible See Soe eeaing | It | 

! 








stirs up a Beadle’s blood ! 
And —— they can Fine me for negligence, A MODEST REQUEST. 
jest like some rate-paying scrub— * oh a ee . , . , : 
Oh!’ Porochial dignity’s bast! I must seck a I HEAR YOU 'RE SO CLEVER ABOUT Zenava Worx. WILL you snow ME THE 
pick-up at my Pub! [ Does so. Stitcu ? 














= ; - | partment already packed with passengers for Barminster, who retreat 
“ FIRST-CLASS ” TRAVELLING awe-ciriches ot, your approach, ‘ 1 aoa 

y . . ” ail , 4. Immediately on taking possession of your carriage, reciine the 

Made Easy, by Paying a ‘‘ Third-class” Fare and a small additional Tip. | whole length of the five wef, faced by at three sympathetic and 

(By Ong wo Has Dong Ir.) anxious-miened female companions. Be careful to give each of the 

oe . | assistant porters certainly not less than sixpence apiece in ostentatious 

1. Arrive at station in four-wheeler, accompanied by lots of super- | fashion. Do not, however, as yet administer the shilling, or perhaps, 
fluous rugs, wraps, air-cushions, and pillows, &c., and if your do- | 9j hteenpence you purpose giving to the original guard of the train 
mestic arrangements + ean of it, two young ladies and one middle- “a is to hand you over to the official who will have charge of you 
aged one, who should assume an anxious and sympathetic mien. | after. Bolchester. 

2. On your cab drawing up, stay with a gentle forbearance the; 5. You will possibly have a mauvrais quart d'heure before 
rush of the ordinary attentive porter, and — him, as if you had | departure, forthough your guard, in hopes of the remunerative fee, will 
something important to communicate, to send you “‘ the guard of the | have carefully locked you in, he will not be able to prevent the cal- 
train ”’ by which you at aroey to travel. On the appearance of this | culating and more or less unfeeling British public, who, composed of a 
official, who will not fail to turn u you will now appeal to one © | party of nine, are looking for as many places as they can find 
your three female assistants, the snid.ilo-aged onefor choice. Placing | together, from discovering that you have six vacant places in your 
your case, as it were, in her hands, she will, ina a ‘carriage, and directing the attention of other railway officials, not 
half-c ommanding tone, address the official somewhat as follows :—| initiated into your secret agreement, to this circumstance. You 

This gentleman, who is travelling to Barminster, and is going /must therefore be prepared for some such curt brutality as, ‘*‘ Why, 
third-class (she makes a point of this), is, as you see, a great invalid, | 1” 





. look ’ere, Emma, there’s room for’arf-a-dozen of us’ere!” or, ‘I’m 
and he will require (this with a certain sense of being understood to| sure ’e needn’t be a sprawlin’ like that, takin’ ’arf the carriage to 
mean a handsome tip) a carriage to himself.” If said with a certain | ’jsself,” a rebuke which your feminine supporters resent in their 
self-assurance, involving a species of lofty wink, this will probably | severest manner. You are, however, at length saved by the inter- 
be understood in the right sense by the official in question, and will | position of your guardian angel, who sweeps away the party of nine 
be probably met some such assurance as—‘‘ The train is very full, | unseated ones with a voice of commanding contro as much as to say, 
Madam, but I will do my best for the gentleman, and can ensure | ‘‘ This isn’t your end of the train; besides, can't you see the poor 
him, I think, a compartment to himself, at least, as far as Bolchester, | gentleman’s pretty well dying?” And he does hurry them off, and 
where I leave the train. But I will explain the matter to my suc- | pack them in somewhere or other, but whether to their satisfaction 
cessor, and I have no doubt that he will be able (this also with a) or not, it is easier to hazard a guess than faithfully to record. 
significant wink) to ensure the gentleman’s seclusion. Youare,I| 6. Bolchester is reached, and you are formally introduced to your 
think, four? If you will follow me, and take my arm, Sir, I think | final guarding and protecting angel, who rapidly takes in the situa- 
we shall be able to manage it for you.” | tion, and by an assurance that he will see to your comfort, this, 

3. Enlist the assistance of several attendant porters, regardless of accompanied by aety pea wink, leaves you in happy 
apparent outlay, who have been fairly let into your secret, and are | expectation, w ch the t justifies, of reaching your destination 
prepared to, and in fact absolutely do, empty a third-class com- | uninvaded. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. V. 
per deck of the Rhine Steamer, Kénig Wilhelm, some- 
etween Bonn and Bingen. The little tables on deck are 
l by English, American, and German tourists, drinking 
iquids, from hock to Pilsener beer, and eatin~ real- 
Mr. Cyrus K. Trorrer is on the lower deck, discussing 
parative merits of the New York hotels with a Sellow 
Miss Mavp 8. Trorrer is seated on the after- 
n close conversation with CULCHARD. PopBuRY és perched 
camp-stool in the forward part. Near him a British 
Vatron, with a’ved-haired son, in a green and black blazer, and 
a blue flannel mghtcap, and a bery of rabbit-faced daughters, 
e patronising atame German Student in spectacles, who speaks 
ttle English. 


ip 


The 
ity, you know. Very grand—large 

With pride, as being in some way res 
1 Rabhit-faced Daughter (with a simper). Quite & little world ! 


She looks down her nose, as if in fear of having said something a little 


too orignal. 
The Germ. Stud, No, | haf not yet at London peen. 
Englisch learn, I go. 
The Blazer. You read our English books, I suppose ? 


know, and Homer, eh? About 
Trojan War—that’s his dest 
work ! — 8 
The Stud. Ollendor ffically ° I 46 
haf not read Dieerns; but I haf hee ” 4. 
read ze bapers by Bigrig. Zey are $ - - 


vary indereshtin, and gurious. 

1 Patriote Young Scot (to an 
admiring Elderly Lady in a black 
hat). Eh, but we just 
made a pairrty and went up Auld 
Drachentels, and when we got to 
th’ tope, we danced a richt gude 
reel, and sang, ‘‘ We’re a’ 
7 ther an’ naebody by.”’ conclud- 
to show, ye ll 


mushroom 


Neogyt 


/ 


lerstan’, that we were 

\ il wi’ te God 
Save th’ Queen.” The 
peasants didna seem just 
to know what to mak’ of 

I prawmise ye! 

The Black Mushroom. 
How I wish I'd been one 
of you! 

The Young Scot (can- 
did I doot your legs 
would ha’ stood such 
wark., 

Pr pBURY becomes rest- 

(eas, and picks his way 
among the camp-stools to CuL- 

cHARD and Miss TRoTrer. 

Podbury (to himself). Time I 
had a look in, I think. (Aloud.) 

Well, Miss Trorrer, what do you 
think of the Khine, as far as 
you ve got’ 

Miss 7. Well, I guess it’s navi- 
gable, as far as J’re got. 

Podb. No, but I mean to say— 
loes it come up to the mark in the scenery line, you know ? 

Miss T. 1 cannt answer that till I know whereabouts it is they 
mark the scenery-line. I expect Mr. Cutcuarp knows. He knows 
pretty well everything. Would you like to have him explain the 
7 enery to yougoing along? Hisexplanationsare vurry improving, 

assure you 

Podb. | daresay ; but the scenery just here is so flat that even 


my friend’s remarks won’t improve it. 
Culch. 


producing his note-book ostentatiously). I do not propose 

to attempt No doubt you will be more successful in entertaining 
Miss Trorrer than I can pretend to be. I retire in your favour. 

He scribbles. 

_ Podb. 1s that our expenses you're corking down there, CuLcHarp, 
_ Culch. (with dignity). If you want to know, I am “ corki 

lown,”’ to adopt your elegant expression, a sonnet that smauiel 


itself to me. 
Podb. Much better cork that up, old cha 


' hadn’t he, Miss 
TROTTER ? [He glances at 


Sor appreciation. 


British Matron. Oh, you ought to see London; it’s our ca 
four million inhabitants ! 
nsible for this. 


Ven I vill pedder 


Dick ENS, you 


Mr. Cyrus K. Trotter discussing New York Hotels. 


Miss T. That’s so. I don’t believe the poetic spirit has much 
‘chance of slopping over so long as Mr.}Popsury is around, You 
have considerable merit as a stopper, Mr. Popsury. 
Podb. I see; I'd better clear out till the poetry has all gurgled 
out of him, eh? Is that the idea? 
Miss T. If it is, it’s your own, so I guess it’s a pretty good one, 
Popsury shoulders of. 
Culch. I wish I more of your divine 
vatience ! 
find him a thorn in my flesh oceasionally, I’m afraid. 
Miss T. Well, I don’t know as a thorn in the fles 
pleasanter for having a good point. : 
Culch. Profoundly true, indeed. I often think I could like him 
better if there were i in him to like. I assure you he tries me s& 
at times that I could almost.wish I was back at work in my depart- 
ment at Somerset House ! . 
Miss T. I daresay you have pretty good times there, too. Isn't 
pital 


with his pathetic stop on). 


stores 7 















a Government ce, and I am in 
the Pigeonhole and Docket Depart- 


ch 


counter ? 

Miss T. agg, > 
wasn’t just sure. It 
bright man to do that where 
from. 

An Old Lady (who is sitting 
next to PopBuRY, and reading a 
home-letter to another Old Lady), 
‘** Dear Marra and dear MADELINE 
are close by, they have taken very 
comfortable ings in Marine 


come 


Crescent. 
is expected 
Second Old Lady. MADELIN®’s 


the poor girl’s spine 

First Old Lady. 
of it. Oh, I see, it’s fiancé, my 
dear, CAROLINE does write so ille- 
gibly. (Continuing.) ‘‘ Um—unm, 
-—suppose you know she will be 
maimed——” (perhaps it 1 her 
spine after all—oh, married, to be 
sure), ‘‘very slowly” (is it slowly 
or shortly, wonder ?), um—um, 


‘very quiet wedding, nobody but 
dear Mr. Witkryson and his 
hatter.” 


Second O. L. The idea of choos- 
ing one’s hatter for one’s best man! 
I’m surprised Marra should allow 
i , 


First O. L. Manta always was 
peculiar—still, now I come to look, 
it’s more like ‘‘ brother,” which is 
certainly much more suitable. 
( Continuing.) b 
no—no biry’>-marks ae (Now, 
what does that—should you think 
that meant ‘‘crows-feet”? Oh, 
no, how stupid of me—bridesmaids, 
of course !)—‘‘ and will go to the 


” 
. 


otter a plain guy ’—({Oh, CaRoLINE really is too.... )—‘‘to the | 


altar in plaingrey / She has been given such quantities of pea-nuts” 

(very odd things to give a girl! Oh, presents’ um, um)—"‘ Not 
settled yet where to go for their ha : t 4 
man, I suppose—very flippant way of putting it, I must say! 
meant for honeymoon, though, I see, to be sure /) &c., &e. 

Culch. I should like to be at Nuremberg with you. It would be 
an unspeakable delight to watch the expansion of a fresh young soul 
in that rich medieval atmosphere! ‘ 

Miss T. I guess you'll have opportunities of watching Mr. Pop- 
puRyY’s fresh young soul under those conditions, any way. 

Culch. It would not be at all the same thing—even if he—but 
you de think you’re coming to Nuremberg, don’t you ? . 

Miss T. Well, it’s this way. Poppa don’t want to get fooling 
around any more one-horse towns than he can help, and he’s got to 
be fixed up with the idea that Nuremberg is a prominent Europea 
sight before he drops everything to get there. 

Culch. I will undertake to interest him in Nuremberg. Fortu- 
nately, we are all getting off at Bingen, and going, curio’ y enough, 


It’s 





odgi 
Dear MaDELINe’s frame | 
down next Saturday.” | 


“She will have | 


ae (the officiating clergy- | 





[Sepremper 5, 189], | 





| 
| 


Poor fellow, he is not without his good points; but I do 


, | 
h is any the | 


that one of your leading dry goods | 
Culch. (pained). It™is not; it is | 
ment, with important duties to dis- | 
e. I hope you didn’t imagine | 
I sold ribbons and calico over a | 
| 

). Well, I} 


es a pretty | 





frame! Is pe my wrong with | 


| 
I never heard | 

















one, 


ivine 
I do | 


r the | 
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! to the same hotel. (Zo himself.) Confound that fellow Popsury, 
here he is again ! 

Podb. (to himself, as he advances). If she’s carrying on with that 
fellow, CULCHARD, to provoke me, 1’ll soon show her how little I— 
Aloud.) I say, old man, hope I’m not interrupting you, but I just 
want to speak to you for a minute, if Miss Trorrer will excuse us. 
Is there any particular point in going as far as Bingen to-night, eh ? 

Culch. (resignedly). As much as there is in not going farther than 
somewhere else, J should have thought. 

Podb. Well, but look here—why not stop at Bacharach, and see 
what sort of a place it is? } 

Culeh. You forget that our time is limited if we ’re going to stick 
to our original route, 

Podb. Yes, of course; mustn’t waste any on the Rhine. Suppose 
we push on to Maintz to-night, and get the Rhine off our hands 
then? (With a — at Miss Trorrer.) The sooner I’ve done 
with this steamer business the better! 

Miss T. Well, Mr. Popsvry, that’s not a vurry complimentary re- 
mark to make before me! 

Podb. We've seen so little of one another lately that it can hardly 
make much difference—to either of us—can it ? 

Miss T. Now I call that real kind, are *re consoling me in adyance! 

The Steward (coming up). De dickets dat I haf nod yed seen! 
examining CULCHARD’S coupons). For Bingen—so ? 

Culeh. i am. This gen gets off—is it Bacharach or Maintz, 
*ODBURY ¢ 

Podb. (sulkily). Neither, as it happens. I’m for Bingen, too, as 
you won’t go anywhere else. Ghonll you did say when we started, 
that the advantage of travelling like this was that we could go on or 
stop just as the f took us! 

‘ulch. (calmly). I did, my dear Popsvry. But it never occurred 
to me that the fancy would you to get tired of a place before 

| you got there ! 

Podb. (as he walks forwards). Hang that fellow! 1 know I shall 
punch his head some day, And She didn't seem to care whether I 

| stayed or not. (Hopefully.) But you never can tell with women! 

(He returns to his camp-stool and the letter-reading Old Ladies. 





A SONG IN SEASON. 


’Twas the autumn time, dear love, 
The English autumn weather ; 

And, oh, it was sweet, it was hard to beat 
As we sailed that day together ! 
It was cold when we started out, 
As we noted with sad surprise ; 

And the tip of your nose was as blue, I suppose, 

As the blue of your dear, dear eyes, 


We sailed to Hampton Court, 
And the sun had burnt us black ; 

Then we dodged a shower for the half of an hour, 
And then we skated back ; 
Till the weather grew depressed 
At the shifting state of its luck, 

And the glass, set fair, ey it up in despair, 
And much of the lightning struck. 


We sat on the bank in the storm, 
In the steady fall of the snow, 

In the stinging hail and the howling gale, 

And the scorching sun, you know; 

We sat in it all—yes ! 

We cared for no kind of weather— 
What made us so mad was the fact that we had 

The whole of the kinds together. 








ROBERT'S FUTURE, 


| My kind Amerryecain aquaintance—I musn’t call him frend tho’ 
| he is so werry free and social with me, for I hopes I knos my 
propper place—has giwen me a long acount of his week at Brighton. 
| 4t seems as he was in grate luck, for it was Brighton Race Week, 
ind he is good enuff to say that, whatever diffrent opinyons the men 
| of other countries may find in regard to the warious customs and 

manners of our grate but rayther rum nashun, they all agrees 
with one acord, that a English race-course is the prettyest and 

nicest thing of the sort that the hole world can show. I rayther 
thinks as he i his money there, but it couldn’t have bin werry 
| much, for it didn’t have the least effeck on his good temper. It 
| Seems as he got interdooced to some sillybrated pusson who rites in 
| pa we and seemed to kno everythink, but wot he wanted to kno was 
| if 1 eoud tell him what caused his werry bad indijeshun, to which I | 
at once replied, without a moment’s hesitashun, that it was prob- | 


| cos I reklek how My Lord Raneputy Cuvncni11, slected that par- 


'me have a few weeks there, and then I shan’t want to do any more 


a 


berbly owing to his being, wich he told me he was, a sort of relashun 
of a real Common Councilman of the Grand old Citty of London! at 
which he larfed quite hartily,’and said, ‘* Bravo, Mr. Rowrnt, that’s 
one to you!” 

He arterwards arsked me for the werry best place to go to, where 
he coud have jest about a few hours quiet refleckshun all to hisself 
without not nothink to disturb him; so I sent him to Marlow, 
gentlemanly Marlow, if you please, with a letter to my old friend 
Bri the Fisherman, and there, he told me arterwards, he had sich 
a luvly day of it as he never rememberd having afore. He sat 








| for fours ours in a luvly Punt, in a bewtifool drizzlin rain, with lots | 
of fish a biting away, but he was much too much engaged to pay the | 


| least atenshun to em, and there wasn’t not noboddy to bother him ; 
| so he sat there, and thort out about the most himportentest ewent of 
his life; and when I waited upon him at the ‘* Grand Hotel” arter- 
| wards, I don’t think as I ewer seed a reel Gent, as he suttenly is, in 
|such jolly good sperrits. So, seeing how werry successfool I had 
| been, | wentured to say to him,—‘* And now, Sir, if you wants to 
| see gentlemanly Marlow in quite another aspic, and one that 
estonishes and Aclites all as sees it, just take the 9°45 train from 
Posing next Sunday, and, drectly you gets there, go at wunce 
| to the Lock, and there, for ours and ours you will see sitch a sight 
of most ravishing bewty, combined with ttn and hart, as praps 
|no other spot in all the hole world can show! Why, Sir,” I said, 
| ‘every time as the full Lock — its yawning gates, at the com- 
|mand of one of the principel hofficers of the Tems Conserwancy, 
| you will think of the Gates of Parrydice a hopening for a excurshun 
| of hundreds of the most bewtifoollest Angels as ginerally lives 
|there!”” ‘“*‘ Why, Mr. Ropert,” says the Amerrycain, “* your hen- 
}thusiasm xcites my curosity, and Ill suttenly go, and,” he 
added, with almost a blushing smile, ‘I rayther thinks as I'll take 
a companion with me,” 
And off he went on the follering Sunday, and didn’t git back 
| till seven o'clock to dinner, and his fust words to me was, 
‘Mr. Ropert, you didn’t in the least xagerate the bewty of the 
scene as you sent me for to see—it was as strange and as lovely as a 
| Faery Tail! I wasn’t at all surprised to see what Swells there was 
'among ’em, and what werry particklar attentions they paid to ’em, 


ticklar spot, on henny particklar fine Sunday, to seek that werry 
welcome and much wanted change from his sewere Parlementary 
dooties, as he used wen he were ere among us to rekquire, for I 
guess as there ain’t sitch a sight to be seen not nowheres else so 
well calklated to brighten a pore feller up who’s jest about done 
up with reel hard work.” I didn’t quite understand what made 
my Amerrycain smile quite so slily as he finished his rayther long 
speech, but he most certenly did, and then set to work at his dinner. 

He arterwards told me as how as he means to pay a wisit, when 
the season begins, to our new Hotel at Monty Carlo, sumwheres in 
France, and try his new system at the Tables, and if he suckseeds, 
as he knows he shall, he will, praps, sum day tell me his secret, 
and then I shall have to ask my entlemanly anager here to let 








| 
| 


| 





waiting! What a prospeck! OBERT. 
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COUNTRY-HOUSE PETS. 


The Morning-Room at Glen-Dimity Castle, after Lunch, Mr, Belamy Tabby is singing ‘‘ Hi tiddley hi ti, hi, ti, hi!” , 


hess. *“‘How CLEVER AND AMUSIN’ YouR Frienp, Mr. WHATSHISNAME I8S!—T7ABBY, ISN'T IT? 


LEMANLIKE TOO! 
s Is we Marriep?” 
Noble Hostess. ‘‘Oun YES; 


BUT WHAT ’s 8O NICE ABOUT HIM, HE DOESN’T MIND BEIN’ ASKED WITHOUT HIS WIFE. 


So GOOD-LOOKIN’ AND 


Quire A Gopsenp on A Rarny Day LIKE THIS, WHEN ALL THE MEN ARE OUT SHOOTIN’ OR FISHIN’, OR SOME- 


THOSE SORT OF 


) OFTEN EXPECT THEIR WIVES TO BE ASKED TOO, AND THAT'S sUcH A Bork, You KNow!” 


Her Grace, ** YES ; 


How SENSIBLE OF HIM! 


I MUST GET HIM TO COME TO US AT BRASENOSE Towers!” 








THE CANADIAN “ SEARCH-LICHT.” 
, § ) or Stxycene SYMPATHY. 


Ain The Slave in the Dismal Swamp.” 
In dark fens of the Dismal Swam 
Che Search-Light sends its ray! 
What is that hideous oozy tramp ? 
What creatures crawling ’midst jungle damp 
Scuttle from light away ? 


Revealing radiance shine, oh shine, 
Through black bayou and brake, 

Where knotted parasites intertwine, 

And through the tangles of poisonous vine 
Glideth the spotted snake. 


Where hardly a human foot would pass, 
Or an honest heart would dare 

The quaking mud of the foul morass, [grass 

With rank weed choked, and with clot 
Fit for a reptile’s lair. 


| 
| 


| 


ted Scourged from the wholesome earth. 
It 


hey dread the light, do those dismal things, 


Its gleam they dare not face. 


; ) ; , 
heir snaky writhings, their bat-like wings, 


heir quaking menace of fangs and stings 
Make horror of the place. 


All things should be so bright and fair 
In a land so glad and free ; 
But — Search-Light layeth dark secrets 
are, 
And shows how loathsomeness builds a lair 
In a land of Liberty. 


Pe Pere reat ete Light, =| ‘LINES BY A LEWISHAM WITLER. 
Where crawls the spawn of Corruption’s night! | Tuk Penn is mightier than the sword— 
Deal out, stout searcher, to left and right, | _ Of any Red-Rad whipster. 

The cleansing strokes of doom. | I said he’d win—doubted my word; 


pee ‘ But I’m the O. K. tipster. 
That fair lithe form in that fleet frail bark | Rads roughed on me and called me ‘‘ Bung; 
Is a comely Nemesis, 


, I’ve bunged them up—a corker— 

Before whose menace ’tis good to mark | At the result their heads they hung. 

The reptile dwellers in dens so dark They whip the Witler? Talker! 
Driven with growl and hiss. We're the Penn-holders. For their man 
That One-Six-Nine-Three nicked him, 

Witlers warmed up *‘ Old Warmingpan ; 
Penn gave him odds, and licked him. 

‘** Villadom ”’ did its duty—game ; 

olow > jeered 2 : ie: Hy 7. 

¥# | Lewisham ? No, we’ll change the name, 
Or fly with felon speed. | And call it—Punn-Sylvante | 


The saurian huge and the lizard slow, 

Foul shapes of ruthless gteed, 
And the stealthy snake of the sudden blow, 
All owl-like shrink from the Search-Light’s 


” 





Corruption’s spawn must be chased and slain, 





Trp ny a Tory.—The Star, talking of 
‘““Hoper’s Political Salvation,” says that | 
Mr. Giapstone has given the Liberal country 
programme in a sentence. J will give it ina | 


word. It is all ‘* Hodge-podge! ” 


clingeth else like the curse of Car. 
Smite, smite like flail u 


m garnered grain, 
These things of besti 


birth ! 





Oid Doggerel Re-dressed. : ’ 
; UnaTrRractTive ComMBrInation.—If a young 
(After reading certain Criticisms on certain Novel-| woman is ‘‘ fast,” and uncommonly ugly, | 
tts, certain Comments on thoes Criticiems, and | wouldn’t she make a great mistake were she 
certain Rejoinders to those Comments.) to combine the two qualities, and be ‘ fast- 
LrrTLx novelists have little critics, | "idious” ? 
Like little gnats, to bite ’em ; 
Those little critics have lesser critics, 
And so ad infinitum ! 











Nawe ror a Centary Section oF THE 
[LtusTRaTED Press.—The Nude Journalism. 
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THE COQUETTE:0F THE PERIOD. 


You vowed you loved me, but your eyes 
Said just the same to dozens, 

The music of yest low replies, 
Was heard by several cousins. 

Forgive me if | could not cupe, 
With charms so comprehensive ; 

And scarce believed a love whose scope, 
Was really,too extensive. 











The fashion of the age you,ll say, 
_ But I’ve a predilection 
For girls who in the olden way 
_ Retain one man’s affection. 
You favoured me with witching smiles, 
You gave me frequent dances ; 
But other men that I wished miles 
Away, enjoyed your glances. 
Man loves as men loved in old times, 
And as in legends hoary, 
We celebrate a maid in rhymes, 
Is that too old a story ? 
But still man loves one girl alone, 
And flies when he discovers— 
That she he thought was all his own, 
Has half a dozen lovers. 
You sighed and said that you felt hurt, 
And pay you pouted, 
When -_— y called you flirt, 
A fact I never doubted. 
And yet such wheedling ways you had, 
: ee fielded willy-nilly ; 
And half your swains were nearly mad, 
And all of us were silly. “ 


Youth’s first illusions fi apace, 
And now one man poe 
He searcely can reeal your face, 

Or colour of your dresses. 

And whether you were false or true, 
Or whet fate ane after, 
emembrance only keeps of you 
The echo of youd = ha 








a eTEENAL PRAYER FOR A PavPER- 
i¢ BUMBLE.—Giy i 
| Dor Ritchies ! ne ten a 
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A CREDITABLE INCIDENT IN | 
THE NEXT WAR. | 


(An Advance Sheet from Mr. Punch's Prophetic | 
History of Europe.) 

(“Italy is bound to maintain abroad the appear- | 
ance of a great and rich country, while at — 
she ought to conduct herself as if in straitened | 
circumstances.””— Daily Paper.| 

_Tue Italian Army had been completely 
victorious. There was but one drawback to 
the entire satisfaction of the Commander-in- 
Chief—one of his favourite Generals was 
under arrest, and was being tried by court- 
martial. The accused had refused the assist- 
ance of Counsel, and had insisted upon 
pleading ‘‘ Guilty.” 

** But,” wu the Commander-in-Chief, 
“‘you surely have some excuse. To sack a 
private house belonging to your own country - 
man was unpardonable. It was an aimless 
piece of Vandalism! For your own reputa- 
tion—for the sake of your ancestors— on 
behalf of your descendants—some explana- 
tion should be afforded.” 

ss ~ ry is no time for levity,” mur- 
mured a Warrior-Journalist, who was sus- 
pected of combining with the duties of a hero 
the labours of a Special Correspondent for a | 
Roman journal. 

“Do I look like a jester?” asked the 
Prisoner; and then he added, ‘‘ My brave 
companions, it is for the honour of our) 
country—to conceal her poverty from the) 
sneers of foreigners—that I carry with me 
the secret of my action to the family vault. 
Press me no further—see, I am ready for the | 


ng-party ! 

There was nothing further to be said, and | 
the little procession made its way to the 

k Square. The Prisoner shook hands 
warmly with his Judges, and with the 
weeping soldiery who were to act as his 
executioners. ‘I will give the words of 
a myself. Ready—present——” 

7) top ! ” 

Anaged man had approached the group. | 
He was out of breath with running. The| 
firing-party paused, and lowered their rifles. 

oa not listen to him!” shouted the 
Accused. ‘‘ And if he will not desist, shoot | 
him too—shoot us both.” 

‘* You exceed your duties, Sirrah,” said the 
Commander-in-Chief, with some severity— 
for discipline was strict in the Italian Army. 
‘* It is for me to command, not you!” The 
Prisoner lowered his head at the just reproof, 
and then his superior officer continued, ‘* Why | 
do you ask us to desist?” 

‘“Because the Prisoner is innocent. He | 
acted from the best of motives. I was the| 
proprietor of the shop he sacked, and I (for, 
after all, I am a patriot) demand his pardon!” 

“You!” oxainal the Commander-in- 
Chief. ‘Surely you ought to be the last to 
urge such a plea. We do not know what 
your shop contained, but presume that the 
contents was your pi Ned a 

‘You are right in the presumption,” 
acquiesced the aged man; ‘‘ but these docu- 
ments will show that he was right, from a 
military point of view, to sack my shop.”’ 

The Commander-in-Chief hastily glanced 
at the papers, and with a thrill of pleasure, 
ord his favourite General to be released. 

“This mystery must never be revealed,” 
he murmured. And it never would, had not 
the hero-journalist printed the story. Thus 
it was that the tale became international 
property. Now it is known all the world | 
over that the General sacked a shop to obtain 
the arms and accoutrements of the Italian | 
Army. But it is still (com petivey) a 
secret that the proprietor of the establish- 
ment carried on on the premises the business 
of a pawnbroker ! 














COMPULSORY GREEK; 


Or, Byron vr To Dare. 


|(A British Boy's View on a Burning Question. ) 


Compvtsory Greek! Compulsory Greek ! 
Though “ burning Sarruo loved and sung,” 
Why in Greek shackles should they seek 
To bind the British schoolboy’s tongue ? 
Eternal bores, that Attic set, [yet 
But, heaven be thanked, we ’ll ‘‘ chuck ’’ them 


‘** The Scian and the Teian Muse”’ 
Ruled us as tyrants absolute ; 
Now even pedagogues refuse 
To stodge us with such stale old fruit. 
Why should the StanLey-dowered West 
Make the Anabasis a test ? 





They teach us about Marathon, 

But what is Marathon to me ? 

Tell me of fights still going on, 

Men “‘rightly struggling to be free ;" 
Nay, J find interest much more brave in 
The mill ’twixt Thingummy and Siavin. 
Oh, feed me not on mythic lore 

But Science and the modern Fact, 

Teach me Electric Fires to store, 

The difference ’twixt ‘* Bill” and ‘‘ Act.”’ 
Why should a Cockney care a *‘ cuss’”’ 

For Homer or for Aiscuyivs ? 





| For who are they? But what art thou, 


oy fey ? On thy fertile shore 
The heroic lyre is tuneless now ; 

To scheme for dividends, dig for ore, 
These are the things we hold sine, 
Not Homen’s long-resounding line. 


If you would make a splendid name 
Kmnidst a lucre-loving race, 

You must be in god Mammon’s game, 
And hustle for a foremost place. 

What do we want with poets here ? 

For Greece a snub, for k a sneer! 


Must we still pore’o’er classic text 
Because our simple fathers said 

It made ‘‘a gentleman”? What next? 
Let the dead languages stay dead ! 

Hooray for Fact and Rule of Three! 

Compulsory Greek is fiddle-de-dee. 


Place me on Stock Exchange s steep 
With nought to do but sell and buy 
To Bull and Bear we need not keep 
Our classics up; that’s all my eye. 
Ho! for the Factory, Mart, and Mine 
The toils of Greek our souls decline. 
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SOLOMON PELL IN ALL HIS GLORY. 
A Dickensian Dream at Plymouth. 


“Bor!” cried Mr. Sotomoy P. in the tones of a severe Stentor. 
The small Boy with the Big Blue responded promptly with a 
deferential ‘* ussir.”’ p +o 

“ Listen!” pursued Mr. Pew, with dignity. And he read with 
emphatic elocution from some closely-printed columns in the Times, 
interjecting exclamatory comments from time to time. 

“ “When we remember the im ce of the work daily intrusted 
to Solicitors (Important, indeed /), and the amount of industry ( Quite 
w !), judgment (Exactly !), learning (I believe you !), and integrity 

Why, cert’n'ly /), it involves, and the responsibility which is neces- 
arily incurred by them in advising, not only in public and political 
matters, but in all the de of private transactions, the dealings 
with property, and matters affecting not only the purses, but the 
honour and reputation (AA! ! /) 

Well, and pointedly put, Boy K, and when we remember, in addi- 
tion, what a powerful and (on 
the whole) respected body they 
are I shou d think 80 !)-a 
body, too, consisting not 
merely of a ‘‘ fortuitous con- 
course of atoms” (I should 
say not, indeed! Fancy me 
being a mere ** atom,” or for- 
tuitous!) (‘*Please, Sir, I 
can't;” interjected the Boy 
with the Bag)—each going his 
own way, and seeking his own 
interest, but bound together, 
as the great bulk of its mem- 
bers are, and organised by 
means of this great Society, 
and of the kindred societies 
seattered over the country, 
and acting in harmony with 
it—it seems most surprising 
Surprising ? Astounding, 
Sir !) that so little in the way 
of dignity and reward can 
looked forward to by the 
Solicitor, however honestly, 
ably, and conscientiously he 
may perform the arduous and 
responsible duties of his pro- 


‘ ” 
Tession. 
used, and 


Mr. Pett here 
panted, like one who comes to 
the surface after a deep-sea 
dive. Then he pursued :— 
“There, Boy! That is 
from the opening speech of the 
President of the Incorporated 
Law Society at Plymouth! 
And excellent it is,—though 
perhaps a little long-winded. 
As a mere sentence, a sinu- 
ms sequence of words, a 
‘breather’ in syllables, an 
exercise in adjectives, it cuts 
the record and takes the cake. 
But look, Boy, at the sound common-sense of it! Since the famous, 
if flattering, remar cerning Me!—of my late friend, the 
ex-Lord-Chancellor, who said — nay, swore, that ‘the country 
ought to be proud of me,’ I have met with no observations 
ne, one Profession which so eommend themselyes to my 

ment. 


Oh, please Sir, yussir, right you are, Sir!” jerked out the Boy 


| with the Bag, 
| 4 : Right Mr. Metmora Waters is,” corrested Mr. PELL, severely. 
| 1 knew it would come, Boy, and it has. Though it has taken 


thet Beet taken time. Listen yet further, and don’t fidget with 
1 contend (He contends !) that it is the duty of the State to 
provide due recognition of merit in the of a Profession which 
has been set apart (Dedicated, as it were, like a—like a—sort of a 
‘p pegout ahem! no, not that, exactly, either, but—a—you know, 
i: on know !), and regulated (Just a leetle too much, perhaps) by 
| ae so much is expected, and to which so much is 
; Splendid! My sentiments toa touch! Sir, that Blue Bag is a 
he ot Sacred Secrets, and should be a shrine of Open 
| gilt make a note of that for my next speech at the Forum!) ‘Sir 
| oLoMoN Pett’ would not sound badly, eh, Boy ?” 


of the members of the community | 


just ?_Isit judicious ? What says once again the 








Honour. | is good news! 


| 


nt please Sir, yussir—I mean, no, Sir, fur from it, Sir—fur 


“And yet the Bar gets all the honours, and most of the emolu- 
ments, whilst the Blue Bag, too often, is sent empty away. Is it 
st | ? Whi Plymouth oracle ? 

I ask whether it is wise or prudent on the part of the State to 
leave unnoticed and di ed the higher aspirations and ambitions 
of a large and useful and powerful class of the community t’ 

No, Sir—a thousand times no! Let our ‘higher aspirations’ be 


conside Some of us have souls above six-and tpence, and 
yearnings beyond bills of costs. Let ’em be gratified, Boy!” 
Oh, please Sir, yussir; let °em! Immediately—if not sooner, 


** By the State—with’a capital 8! If a soldier may carry a Field 
Marshal’s béton in his knapsack, why, why should not a Solicitor 
carry a Baronetcy in his Blue Bag fd 

** And Ekker answers, ‘ Why?’ Sir.” 

“I beg your 
answers. The 


pepeen, Boy, it is the Zimes, not the Echo, which so 


imes says :— 


*** They (Solicitors) are the 
of our dearest (yes, 
our dearest) interests, the 
confidants of family secrets, 
the arbiters in family con- 
troversies, not infre- 
quently the custodians of the 
onour and the good name of 
their clients.’ 

“Quite so. Why, Boy 
did we let out the Secrets of 
the Blue Bag, the contents 
of Old Nick’s Sack, which 
that ‘stupid old  snuff- 
colour’d son of a gun,’ Saint 
Medard ‘cut into slits on the 
Red Sea shore’ would be 
nothing to’em!” 

**Nothink at all, Sir; no- 
think, wotsomedever ! ”’ 

“No matter—a time will 
come, Boy! In Mr. WILLIAM 
Metmorn WaLtrns’s speech I 
see the dawn of it. 

“*The Profession, it is 
true, does not receive in any 

t measure those official 
ignities and rewards which 
the President claims on its 
behalf, nor are we quite 
confident that, if it did, the 
fact would increase the con- 
fidence or the respect of its 
clients.’ 

“Well, the Times 
not be ‘quite confident.’ 


may 
I 














am! And so would the 
clients be, 1’m sure. Remove 
that Blue Bag, Boy! Won- 
der what Mr. Pickwick's 
opinion of Mr. WaALtrns’s 
ch would have been, and 
that of the Wellers, father 
and son ! [ Sings. 
ae ig piece it in the hand of my Solicitors ; 
I'll have this thing put right. 
We may make money, 
But—isn’t it funny!— _ 
Few ‘ dignities’ Solicitors delight!” ; 
[Left considering it. 
FROM DARKEST AFRICA. 
Mrs. Suetpon is back from her travels abroad. 
Were she only a man, we should hail her as manly ! 
As it is, there are some who, in wishing to laud, 
Are accustomed to call her the feminine StayLey. 
But now this adventurous, much-daring she 
Through such perils has gone, and so gallantly held on, 
In time that’s to come Mr. StanLey may be 
Merely known to us all as the male Mrs. Sux.pon ! 
No noose 


Morro ror THe Orronets or CariTaL Ponisnment.— 
(But what will grim Lord Guimtuonrre say *) 





Tue Cheapest Insurance Office must be the Fee-niz. 











| was in quite a small way of business, and no one would have expected 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


| agreed to photograph him at once.” 
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| tainly dishonest, but as a man"he was absolutely reliable, and 
know tha 





STORICULES. 
Il.—Tue Back- View. | 


Tue boy had gone out to get change. 


I was waiting in the studio, listenin He | 


to the photographer. 
him to have any change for anything. I was sitting on a rustic stile, 
with a Greek temple and some wilted Spirwas in the background. | 
He was in the dark 
room, busy, splash- | 
ing liquids about, 
and reminiscent. I 
still believe that he | 
thought the time of 
waiting would seem 
shorter to me if he 
talked. The whole 
place seemed to sug- | 
gest financial diffi- 
culties, and smelt of 
chemicals. 

‘“*You remember 
the Punyer case ?”’ 
he asked. His voice 
sounded thin and 
far-off through the 
el door of the} 
dark room. 

I did. Punrer) 
had been a cashier, | 
and had absconded | 
with rather more! 
than the usual 

| 


amount. 

“Well, I had 
some dealings with | 
Punyrer. As a| 
cashier he was cer- | 
nothing would induce him to break his word. I t to be a 
fact from my personal experience of the man; indeed, it was through 
mé teat be was identified—or, rather, through one of my photographs.” 

** Really ?” 

“Yes. On the day that he absconded, a four-wheeler drove up to 
this house. The driver got off, and sent a message up to the studio 
that a gentleman in a cab outside wished to speak to me. So, of 
course, I went out. Inside the cab I found a man wearing a thick 
green veil. He explained to me that his face had been injured in a 
railway accident, and that he could not allow it to be seen by any 
one. He wanted me to photograph the back of his head. He knew 
that the request was unusual. ‘But,’ he said, pathetically, ‘my few 
friends have got to know the back of my head, just as they know the 
faces of others who are—who are less unfortunate than myself. The 
doctors tell me that I have not long to live, and my friends are eager 
to have some slight memento of me.’ I was much moved, he | I 


UNYER ?” 
otograph of the back of his head turned out | 


” 


“The man was 
“Of course. The 
admirably—clear and full of character. 

** But why did he get photographed at all ?” 

“You shall hear; it all came out afterwards. I have already 
told you that Peyrer, in his private capacity, was a man of his 
word. It appears that he was enga toa Miss Mrranpa Bene. 
Indeed, it was to her that I was to send the phot phs when they 
were finished. He had promised her that he would have his photo- 
graph taken for her on his birthday; and the day on which he | 
absconded happened to be his birthday. He could not break his 
promise. What washetodo? At first he disguised himself as far | 
as he could ; he shaved off his luxurious beard and moustache ; he | 
had his long fair hair closely cropped and stained black. But there | 
was on his face one certain mark of identification which he could not | 
alter nor remove. It was a slight sear, extending diagonally across | 
his forehead ; when he was a child he once fell into the fender, and | 
the mark had remained ever since. At last the bright idea occurred 
to him that he might have the back of his head phed instead 
of his face, and so keep his promise to Mrmanwpa. It was really a 
brilliant idea. For there was absolutely nothing in the view of the 
back of his head by which he coudd be identified.” 

Pes But you told me just now that he actually was identified by your | 
notograph.”’ 
So he was ;—I was just going toexplain. I was sitting in my 

studio one day, touching up the photographs of the back-view of 

Puwrer, when in came a detective from Scotland Yard. From his 

appearance, a detective was the last thing on earth that you would 

have taken him to be.” 





|convinced of it, but at present I cannot prove it. 


is — ——————} 

‘They generally say that in the deteetive stories,” | ssid | 
meditatively. 

“If you think I’m making this up——” 

** No, no,—not at all. Go on.” 

** Well, he told me his business, and I at once showed him one of 
the photographs, telling him under what cireumstances they wer 
taken. He examined it carefully. ‘Ah!’ he said, ‘if I only could 


| prove that this was Punyrr, I should be able to complete 


MY case 
and my advancement would be certain. In my own mind | am 
Punyer had 4 
sear on his face. It was like his devilish cunning to have only the 
back of his head photographed!’ He was just leaving, when sud- 
denly a new idea seemed to flash across him. He seized the photo- 
graph, and rushed across to the mirror. You know that if anything 
is written backwards, you can read it by holding it up to a looking. 
glass. So, of course, the detective, by holding up the photograph of 
the back-view, saw the full-face reflected. The scar showed just 
above the green veil, and consequently ——” 

At this point the boy returned with my change. The photographer 
had locked himself into the dark room, and I could not get at him: 
the law gives a man no redress under such circumstances, and 40 | 
came away. 

I might have got over the story, 
afterwards, was sixpence short, an 


re but my change, I found | 
that is not so easy to forgive. 








“ ENTERTAINMENT.” | 


[“ People of this high class (Royal Highnesses, &c.) are said to ‘ entertain’ | 
Visitors, but that is an inversion of the actual fact ; their object is to be| 
entertained. And quite right too. Nothing can surely be more delightful | 
than to have one’s house full of friends at will, and then be able to turn them | 
out at a moment’s notice (as a life-boat gets rid of superfluous water) by that 
simple mechanism of a Chamberlain. When the Social System attains its | 


acmé, all of us will have a Chamberlain and be entertained.”’—James Pars.] 


Host (concerning Guest) :— 


Tue twenty-first day, and no signs of a budge !— 
And it isn’t for want of “‘ suggestion.” 
I begin to suspect Hospitality ’s fudge, 
Meaning—mutually ruined digestion ! 
He is such a bore, and his wife is so fat, 
And as fond of her bed as a dormouse. 
My girls say—in confidence—she is a cat ; 
"m sure he’s a prig and a poor-mouse. 
I fancied he ’d “ influence,” which he might use 
For Dick, our third son, who’s a duffer. 
It doesn’t come off, and I really refuse 
In Dicx’s interests longer to suffer. 
Paywn’s right, and a Chamberlain would be a boon. 
Ah! I know so precisely what Payn meant. 
What! Be entertained—by one’s guests? I’d as soon 
From a locust-swarm cok —Rutectalemnaat ! 


Guest (concerning Host) :— 


Hah! He wants to get rid of us, currish old cub! 
But, although it’s by no means amusing, 

My only alternative now is the Club. 
Confound Mrs. Jones for owe | 

McMvcwneo’s “ invite” into Scotland. She thought 
This crib was as swell, and more eosy. 

She hoped, too, to meet that young Maenwvs McNavent, 
Who once seemed so sweet on our Roste. 

We’re bored to extinction, and Broees is a “ foots” ; 
If we ’re late down te breakfast, he snorts at us. 

He worries our lives out with pie-nies and shoots, 
And will flourish his Clarets and Ports at us. 

My wife likes her ease and her breakfast in bed ; 

hate cellar-swagger and scurry. 

Entertainment indeed! We’re as lumpish as lead 
When we ’re not on the whirl or the worry. 

But turn out to-morrow, my Broeas? No, not me, 
Though I know what your “ little hints ”’ signify. 

Your *‘ dear Dick” forsooth! Such a noodle as he 
The title of ‘‘ duffer”’ would digni 

You ’ve given up hope about him, and so now 
You would have us “‘make room.” Not isely ' 

Till the Tenth, when we ’re due at Dunclacket, somehow 
‘“* The Doldrums” will do pretty nicely. 

Parn’s right. With “‘ high rank and nomanners,” a man 
His guests may “‘ evict” at his pleasure ; 

But Bioees—till he hits on some ‘* Chamberlain ”’ plan— 
Must leave ’em to flit at their leisure. 

I made up my mind when I came to this place ; 
For a month, at the least, to remain meant. 

Though now my amusemént at Biroees’s wry face 


Is nearly my sole ** Entertainment.” 
——— as 
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and all Spiers & Ponds’ Restaurants, 
a Sram Ste att Me ERE 
. s Lai i PROPESSION as ec 
ORRISON'S ISLAND, CORK. NATURAL “MINERAL WATER KNOWN. 
6s. for 50 Pints; 21s. for 560 Quarts. 
A RI TO N ohbondeuan co., ‘ss, CHEAPSIDE, E.C. 
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CAUTION. 
“THE THREE CASTLES” 
TOBACCO. 


Im the Chancery Division of the ms h Court of 
Suttion te an action of W. D a 0. Wits 


wend a nereim and Evizs 4 neve, of 
vi Y nee a Mr. Justice No orth, 
oeal day of arch, 1681, granted a perpetu: 


ing the Defendants from offering 
al aie or or oollien tobacco not of the manufacture or 
merehandise of W. D. & H. O. Wicts as and for 
Three Castles" Tobacco. The Defendants 
“= pon ordered to pay the costs of the action 
pense ¥; Cf went stations of Mesa 
ae “THREE CASTLE s ‘ 
ToRAcco, that frm we this public notice, that 


ebaces under the title of 
tak Tie ASTLES” except that manu 
W. D. & H. O. WILLS, will be 


MCKENNA & CO., 
&, Rasinghall Street, Lo ndon, E.c. 
Solicitors for p Aa W. D. & H.'0. WILIS 
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Exquisite Model. Porfoct Fit. Guaranteed Wear. 


bVeN 


PATENT DIAGONAL 
SEAM CORSET. 


Will not split in the Reams 
nor tear im the Pabric. ‘The 
most comfortable corset 
ever made” Lasr's Picr 
Made in White, Black, and 


all the fashionable Colours 
and Shades, or Italian Cloth, 
Satin, and Coutil, also in 


the new Sanitary Woo ilen 
Cloth, 41, 6/11, 641, 7/1 

er pair, and upwards Bold 
ber the Princy Drapers | 
and Ladies’ Outfitters in Mihe 
Tanre Goro Mepars. united kingdom & colonies 








TRY IT IN YOUR BATH. 


MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
Refreshing as a Turkish Bath. 
Invaluable for Toilet purposes. 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation 


for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots 
rom Clothing, &c 
Rest sres the Colour to Carpets. 
Cleans Plate and Jewellery 
1s. be ttle for six to ten baths. 
Of all Grocers, Chemists, &c. 


} ,ecruss & Co., 15 Red Cross 8t., 8. ll 





FOR 
CONSTIPATION, 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 
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Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF OTH RED 
AND BROWN LABELS. 














FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH. 
Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 


Bendis the tok PRAMLY. Wiire. 
Te ierg ar ok ae 
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ls partly Pion (= 94 of nl planta: and extracts 
Of all Conan pu Perfumers Bp Shroughout the 
world. 2. 6d. pet bottle 


FLORILINE TOOTH POWDER caly, 
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Prepared only by 
The Anglo-American Urug Company, Limited, 
33, Farringdon Road, London, E.C. 
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PURE ICE 





SY THe eR OF THR 


" CHAMPION ” HAND 


ICE-MAKING MACHINE. 
GREAT IMPROVEMENTS 


just added, by which the output is nearly doubled 
18 ARSOLUTELY RELIABLE 
Will Cool Wines and Water, make ice Cream, 
and Block lee, &c 
Send for List F7 From Sole Licensees, 
The PULSOMETER ENGINEERING Coy., L4., 


NINE ELMS TRON WORKS, LONDON, 6.W 





MADE IN THREE MINUTES] | 





Machines shown in operation at 63, Queen 
¥ t 








BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 
SMEAD 


* JOHN BRINSMEAD & BONS, 
P aa ~~. ure Makers to H_R.H. the a pane ¢ of Wales, 
wie run anes md a Free 
istablishes < ver halfa onda 


CLOTHED WITH AIR. 


CELLULAR y mye ie ox 
which the air is ast end was 





the heat of 





win e One 
] is much i hahter and better 
ventilated than erdinary fabrics, and is easier to 
cl TH ls woven in Cotten, 
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Silk and Cott rine, and is made u 

the vartetics ar for men A | 

7 Illustrated F ith names of jé 

ountry Agents, sent post application. A 
com pléte assortment of Stock at 


RORERT SOOTT, 4 & 16, Powurar, Onzareme, B.C 
OLIVER BROS., 417, Our 
Most effective in resto- 
ri ing the —— = of the 
FER BRAYAIS S's 
on to resist 
elimatio ~* sences, 
Inv able im all cases 
FER BRAVAIS of — ia, inflvenra 
and % eral debility, 
High recommended 
FER BRAVAIS ‘« a —A k and debili- 
ed children, 
LANCET “A ened ful and interesting 
preparation.” 
BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL. — 
“*1t has all (he good effects of iron without 
producing constipation or distu rbing the 


digester and it does nol blacken the teeth” 
SOLD BT AL. CHEMISTS W(TH DROP MEASURE. 
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“couple the Moon and I, 
} polish, the Earth, she brightens the sky: 

And ve we both (declare, ashalf the world knows, 

Fhough acapital couple , we “WONT WASH CLOTHES! 
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The World’s most Marvellous Cleanser and Polisher. 
Silver, Copper like Gold, Paint like New, Brass Ware like Mirrors, 
Spotless Earthenware, Crockery like Marble, Marble White. 


SOLD BY GROCERS, 


4d. 


Makes Tin like 


mings ) Ff pee 


IRONMONGERS, AND CHEMIST 
a Large Bar. 
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Dr, _Gordon’s | DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 


For ACIDITY or rus STOMACH, HEARTBURN, 


_ Bold t throughout ti the World. 


MEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
| 
| 
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IMITATIONS OF “VINOLIA” SOAP ARE 
EVERY ONE OF THEM ALKALINE, STATEMENTS 
TO THE CONTRARY NOTWITHSTANDING. 














CHOCOLA 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAS! 
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AWARDED PRIZE MEDAL 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Day Consumprion, 50 Tot 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHE® 
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‘A pleasanter or wittier companion it would be hard indeed to find.” find,” 
“To turn over the pages is to look into a social taledoscopa.” 
‘Charming volume full of quaint conceits."-pany THLEORAPE. 


‘Refined humour never had a more sumptuous setting.” ~GAAPRay 
The beau ideal of a drawing-room book."—parLy CHRONICLE. 
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EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) 


LONDON, 83 King William Street, B.C. 
” } Pall Mall Kast, 6.W 

DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 

Pranches & A india & the ¢ nied 


CAUTION. 
“THE THREE CASTLES” 
_t OBACEO. 


In the Chee ery 


lustice, in nerw. D &H. Oo. W 


against M. . .- n ~ and Pires Bonerein, of 
Aldershot, ® 7, T nistea, Mr. Justice North, 
m the lath , Ma granted a porpotnss 
injunct r ' fendants from offering 
for «a roe t of the manufacture or 
merchandire “ £u.o. W s as and for 
The Three % ‘ Tobacco. The _~ 1 
were also ordered t ay e te ws ue a a) 

In consequence of frequer mes of Messrs 

“Ww D a ft oO. WILIA  THRER CASTLES 
BAC, that firm give this public notice, that 
person selling I eo under the title of 
ful THREE AST a” ex t that manu 
fa iby Mes \ :H.o. W I will be 

agai 
MCKENNA & 
va I Street n, F.C. 
s f & 1 \ Ls 
I gS, WRIT AT NCE TO 

- orac > a 

HENRY PEASE & C0.’S SUCCESSORS, | 
THE MILLS. 
4 sh, 


DARLINGTON, 


FOR PATTERNS OF TEZIZ NEW 


Dress Fasrics. 


BENT N APPROVAL 


RESS 


Any Le ngth Cut at Mill Prices. 


ALL THE LATEST AND MOST PASHIONABLE 


DESIONS 
Any article not approved exchanged within Seven 
Goods © warranted to be equal to 
pie ar ge m all Orders to any Railway 
t in Great tain ont ae Dublin, Belfast, 
Limerick, Cork, and Waterford 


244, aionuT srazer. 


TENERIFE . ) CIGARS. | 


CANARY 
IBLANDB 


2 eee ANOS FEDERALES 
Cool and De «= Summer Weed of a novel 
pe Mild, Ar and Delicate Packed ia 
ndles of 10 in owe » sizes, le. Od and 4. Sd. (Postage 
/. extra), 7s. and 2is. per 100, Post Free 
EWLAY & OO. (Ltd), 40, Strand, WC. ; 74, Strand 
t India House), and |43, Cheapside, 


B.C. Eat. 1780. 





ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLISH. 


THE OLDEST AND BEST. 
Tur Ques the Lady's Newspaper) “ feels no 
site ending it 
Suld by Grocers, Lronmongers, Oilmen, &c 
Manulactory—SHEFYIELD 
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> BROWN & POLSON’S CORN FLOUR. 


NOTE. 
BROWN & POLSON in 1856; 


First produced and designated CORN FLOUR by 


not till some time afterwards 


_ was any other Corn Flour anywhere neues of, and none has 
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SWEET SCENTS 
\LOXOTIS OPOPONAX 
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. 4 May be me A 
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FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH. 
Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 
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kh nde rs the Te th PEARLY WI ITE, 

Is perfectly h armlen, an 

Delic ous to the Taste 

Is 5 Pp vart ly composed of Honey, and extracts 


from sweet herbs and plants. 
Chemists and Perfumers throughout the 
world. 2s. 6d. per bottie. 


Of all 


PLORILINE TOOTH POWDER czy, 


Put up in glass jars. Price ls. 


} Prepared only by 





The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 
33, Farringdon Road, London, EC 
| le PP? S \ S|: 
CRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


COCOA <= 


BOILING WATER OR MILK. 
BREAKFAST OR SUPPER. 


now an a equal claim to the publ 


CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 
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AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Daity Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 








MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


SPOONS & FORKS 





By Spec ial Wa womens ts of Appoi atment 
To HM. the Que 1.1. Majesty the i 
Frederick, and iH ‘k if the Princess of Wales. 


EGERTON BURNETT'S 


ROYAL SERGES. 


and Fashionable Materials for Refined Dress in 

entirely New and Artistic Designs and High-Class 

Weavings in Pure Wool. Unsurpassed for ity, 

Novelty, and Sterling Value.—Admirable Wearing 

Qualities. Perfect Finish. Navy Biues are 

specially dyed, and will not turn a colour 
with Sun, Rain, or Salt Water. 


NEW PATTERNS 
POST FREE to any address. 
ang 3 length Sold. Carriage Paid on Orders of 20s. 

es to any P ~ e “ - Rg ty 7m. 


EGERTON BURNETT, 
Wellington, _ Somerset, England. 
ering imitations of 


MACHIVEN & & CAMERON'S S PENS 


avented, and 
tees to record the fact — 
Saaswes aY % 






WAVERLEY PEN 
} MACN VENEC AMER ON 
EDINBURGH 


A. ane | pA Don, at all Casoneen, 
ls. 14. Pc 


Waverl > “Works, ‘EDINBURGH. 











STREETER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIES. 


DIAMONDS, white, 
RUBIES of the pigeon’s blood colour, 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 
PEARLS of the finest lustre, 

RARE and CURIOUS GEMS, and 
DIAMONDS of all colours. 


and modern cut, 


'STREBTER & COMP., Gem Experts, Bond St., London 








OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMry: 


FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KiNGny 














LONDON, Eng” 


FINEST SITUATION 
EVERY LUXURY inp 
COMFORT 
MOST ad 
CUISINE. 


CHERCHE 


VERY MoODERsTE 
TARIFF, 


“WHITERALL, OUR: 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING 1) 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITENAI 











awn 


8.W 

These excellent Suites are fitted with every mot 
convenience, ¢ Hot and Cold Wa bee 
Light and heils’ Visitors’ and Servants Life 
operation night and day, and occupy the tou 

osition in a affordin, extemive tiers ¢ 
he River (with the Surrey Guin in the distance 
and the Embankment Gardens. They are also mag 
conveniently and centrally situate with resp 





the prince “(> Clubs, Theatres, &c The rooms omy 
all finished to suit the wishes of incoming Team, 
and the Rents include all Rates, Taxes, Wax 
Supply, lighting and heating of the Corridon af 


Staircases, and the services of all the Porters Ty 
Suites may be viewed at any time on application» 


the Superintendent, J. C. Scmmerarieco, te 

Office on the premises; or to Hamrrow & tom 

Estate Agents, 1, Cockspar Bt. (late Wateie 
House), 8.W 















CALLARD & BOWSER'S 
BUTTERSCOTCH. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS 


SCHOOL 
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*Eron ” Serr. 
“SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
Merchant Tailors, Outfitters, &c., 65 & © 


t. LON .. EC igia B. 
3% ‘Ladgate Hil re and 46, Gray's ian Rood. 
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Pianoforte Makers to H.R.H. the Prin : ~ 


Pm 





NOTTINGH 
‘ » Paper 
ae eae 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 
Cuapter LY, 
Reims —Solemnity—Relief—En voiture—P oliteness— Calling —Calves 
— Caves—Starting— Cocher— Duet. 

Spex the Cathedral. Grand. As I am not making notes for a 
Guide-book, shall say nothing about it. ‘‘ Don’t mention it.” I 
M shan't. Much struck by the calm air of repose about Reims. So 
silent isit, that Davsrnet’sirrepressible singing in the solemn court- 


™ yard of the Hotel comes quite as a relief. It is an evidence of life. 
, This Hotel’s exceptional quietude suggests the idea of its being con- | 
. ducted like a prison on the silent system, with, of course, dumb- | 
waiters to assist in the peculiarly clean and tidy salle d manger. 
rt ‘*Petzikoff! Blass the Prince of Wartes!” sings out Dausrver, 


whose Mark- Tapley-like spirits would probably be only exhilarated 
= by a lonely night in the Catacombs. ‘Then he shakes hands with me 

violently. In France’ he insists upon shaking hands on every 
possible occasion with anybody, in order to convey to his own 





" 

I” countrymen the idea of what a thorough Briton he is. 

— * Vous avez eu votre café? Eh bien alors—allons! pour passer 
Lace chez mon ami VESQUIER,”’ says DavBryet, at the same time signal- 
aad ling a meandering fly-driver who, having pulled up near the 
aire Cathedral, is sitting lazily on his box perusing a newspaper. He 
“hat looks up, catches sight of Davsrvet, nods, folds up the paper, sits 
mq on it, gives the reins one shake to wake up the horse, and another, with 
Ra a crack of his whip, to set the sleepy animal in motion, and, the animal 
al being partially roused, he drives across the street tous. DAavBINEeT 
a directs him, and on we go, lumbering and rattling through the town, 
m1 ad meeting only one other voiture, whose driver appears infinitely amused 
A... at his friend having obtained a fare. Some chaff passes between 
.e them, which to me is unintelligible, and which Davusryer professes 
tain not to cateh, but I fancy, whatever it is, it is not highly compli- 


mentary to our cocher’s fares. In one quarter through which we 

drive, they are setting up the booths and roundabouts for a Fair. 
‘They can’t do much business here,” I observe to my companion. 

| “Immense!” he replies.—‘‘ But there’s no one about.” 

id | “There will be,” he returns. ‘‘ Manufacturing town—everybody 

engaged in business. 

Bell rings—Caramba ! 





a —out they come, like 
+ | the cigarette - makers 

in Carmen.” Here he 
hums a short musical 
§, extract from Burzet’s 
Eh | Opera, then resumes— 
reall ‘*Town’s all alive — 
, then, after dinner, 
Hod back to business — 
“Lh evening time out to 
ar lay, to cafés, to the wi 
-~ ‘air! God save the A 
aa Queen!” 4 
a But there’s no- tae? 
‘a | thing doing at night, as we saw when Mg P 
= | we arrived yesterday,” I observe. | 
a 6 No, ' says Davpinet ; ‘itisan early Wy] 
= place.” Then he sings, “* If you ’re wa- : 
one king” —he pronounces it “‘ whacking ”’— ; 
1 call me early, mothair dear ! ” finishing 
¥ up with a gay laugh, and a guttural ((/ Bye ee 
a ejaculation in Russian ; at least, I fancy 


itis Russian. ‘‘ Ah! voild!” We have pulled up before a very 

- ] : r * 

i. clean-looking and handsome fagade. The carriage-gates are closed, 
but a side-door is immediately opened, and a neat elderly woman 
answers DAUBINET’S inquiries to his perfect satisfaction. ‘* VEsquIER 

| est chez lui. Entrez c!” We enter, profoundly saluting the 
porteress. When abroad, an Englishman should never omit the 
| smallest chance of taking off his hat and bowing profoundly, no 
matter to whom it may be. Every Englishman abroad represents 
‘ All England ’—not the eleven, but the English character generally, 

Ty and therefore, when among people noted for their politeness, he 

AD should be absolutely remarkable for his courteous manners. As a 

} rule, to which there can be no exception taken, never lose any 

Tpottunity of lifting your hat, and making your most polished bow. 
| This, in default of linguistic facility, is universally understood and 
appreciated in all civilised countries. In uncivilised countries, to 
remove your hat, or to bow, may be taken as a gross outrage on 

P good manners, or as si ifying some horrible immorality, in which 

“ * | case the offender woul ait have the chance of repeating his well- 

“ | Intentioned mistake. But within the limits of Western enlighten- 
ment to bow is mere civility, and may be taken as a preface to con- 
Yersation ; to omit it is to show lack of breeding and to court hostility. 

: | Therefore, N.B. Rule in travelling—Bow to everybody. And this, 

by the way, is, after all, only Sir Pertinax Macsycophant’s receipt 
for getting on in the world by ‘ boo’ing and boo’ ing. 
| We pass through a courtyard, reminding me of the kind of court- 





yard still to be seen in some of our old London City houses-of- 
yusiness. This, however, is modérnised with whitewash. Here 
| also, it being a Continental court-yard, are the inevitable orange- 
trees in huge green tubs placed at the four corners. A few pigeons 
| feeding, a blinking cat curled up on a mat, pretending to take no | 
sort of interest in the birds, ool a little child playing with a cart. 
Such is this picture. Externally, not much like a house of business 
but it is, and of big business too. We enter a cool and tastefully 
furnished apartment. Here M. Vesqurer receives us cordially. He 
has a military bearing, suggesting the idea of a Colonel en retraite. 
I am preparing compliments and interrogatories in French, when 
he says, in good plain English, with scarcely an accent 
| ‘* Now Davprner has brought you here, we must show you the 
| calves, and then back to breakfast. Will that suit you?” —~ 
| ** Perfectly.” I think to myself—why “calves”? It sounded 
| like *‘ calves,” only without the ‘“*S.” Must ask presently 
. Vesqurer begs to be excused for a minute; he will return 
| directly. I look to Davsiyer for an explanation. ‘ We are, then, 
going to see a farm, I presume?” I saytohim. ‘ Farm!” exclaims 
DavBrnet, surprised. ‘‘ Que voulez-vous dire, mon cher ?’—‘' Well, 
| didn’t Mister—Mister——” ‘* Vesquren,” suggests Davprnet. 
| ** Yes, Mister Vesquren—didn’t he say we were to go and “ see the 
calves ?—C’ est a dire,” I translate, in despair at Daubinet’s utterly 
| puzzled look, “ que nous trons avec lui d la ferme pour voir les veauz 
| —the calves.”—*‘ Ha! ha! ha!” Off goes Davbrver into a roar. 
| Evidently 1’ve made some extraordinary mistake, It flashes across 
|}me suddenly. Owing to M. Vesqvrer’s speaking such excellent 
English, it never occurred to me that he had suddenly interpolated 
the French word ‘‘ cares” as an anglicised French word into his 
speech tome. This accounts for his suppression of the final consonant. 

** Ah!” I exclaim, suddenly enlightened ; ‘*‘ I see—the cellars.” 

** Pou ni my ?” cries Davupryet, still in ecstasies, and speaking 
Russian or modern Greek. ‘* Da !—of course—c’est ¢a—nous allons 
voir les caves—the cellars—where all thechampagne is. Karrascho!” 

At this moment M. Vesqurer returns. He will just take us 
through the offices to his private rooms. Clerks at work everywhere. 
Uncommonly like an English place of business: not much outward 
difference between French clerks in a large house like this and 
English ones in one of our great City houses; only this isn’t the 
City, but is, so to speak, more Manchesterian or Liverpoolian, with 
the immense advantage of being remarkably clean, curiously quiet, 

















and in a pure and fresh atmosphere. I don’t clearly understan: 
what M. Vesevrer’s business is, but as he seems to take for granted 
that I know all about it, I trust to getting Davprver alone and 
obtaining definite information from him. Are they Vesquien’s caves 
we are going to see’ ‘No,’ Davprver tells me presently, quite 
surprised at my ignorance; “‘ we are going to see les caves de Pop- 
perie—Porr & Co., only Co.’s out of it, and it’s all Porr now.” 

‘* Now then, Gentlemen,” says the gérant of Porr & Co, “ here's a 
voiture. Wehave twenty minutes’ drive.” The Popp-Manager points 
out to me all the interesting features of the country. Davninrt 
amuses himself by sitting on the box and talking to the coachman. 

| ‘*Itexcites me,” he explains, when requested to take a back seat 
inside—though, by the way, it is in no sense Davuprnet’s métier to 
“take a back seat,’’—‘it excites me—it amuses me to talk to a 
cocher. On ne peut pas causer avec un vrai cocher tous les jours.” 


P 





eee " ’ 


And presently we see them gesticulating to each other and talking 
| both at once, Davervet, of course, is speaking English and various 
other languages, but as little French as possible, to the evident bewil - 
derment of the driver. DAUBINET is penny happy. ** Petzikoff! 
Blass the Prince of Wartes!” I hear him bursting out occasionally. 
Whereat the coachman smiles knowingly, and flicks the horses. 
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THE TWO WINDS. 


Imitated 


f 1891. 


Tue Mother of the Winds (acting as locum tenens for her Clerk of 


the Weather, who, sick of his own unseasconable work, was off to 
spend his annual holiday with Mr. Ropert Louis Stevenson in the 
Pacitic Isles), received the desperately damp, dishevelled, blown-about, 
and almost heart-broken Princess AGRIcULTURA at the door of the Cave. 

“Oh, here you are again!” she cried, *‘ once more in the Cavern 
of the Winds! And this time you have brought two of my sons 
with you, I see,” she added, pointing to the South Wind and the 
West Wind, who were blowing away at the Princess like bellowsy 
| blends of Blizzards, Cloud-bursts, Tornadoes and Tritons. 


at a distanc 


from Hans A of ‘* The Four Winds,”) 


’ eried AGRICULTURA, 


“Oh, do for pity’s sake, stop them!’ 
struggling hard to keep herself and her garments together. “It 
seems as though the heavens have become one vast sluice, that keeps 

jouring down water, as my predecessor, the Prince, put it. | 
—— not a dry thread about me. Please put them in their Bags 
do—whilst I have a little talk with you about them, and the 
mischief they have been doing.” 

Two prolonged chuckles, a deep stentorian one and a sharp 
staccato one, came from the two Bags already hanging to the wal! 
of the Cavern, from whence subsequently protruded the round ruddy 
form of the North and the sinthed figure of the East Wind. 
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“Ho! ho! ho!” chortled the North Wind, chokingly. | . 


“Who says J do all the damage ?” 


“He! he! he!” miqnwed the East Wind, raspingly. | 


spoil-sport now, I should like to 


‘Who is the pickle an 
know p= a 
‘Shut up!” said the Mother of the Winds, sharply. 
“And as to you two,” she added, tapaing to the South 
and West Winds, “it you don’t stand still and give an 


account of yourselves, I’ll pop you into your respective | 


Bags in the twinkling of a hundred-ton gun !” 
“Why, who is she, that she should call us over the 


clouds?” eried the two Winds, stopping their blowing 


a bit, and pointing to the Princess. 


She is my guest,” said the old woman ; “‘ and if that 
does not satisfy you, you need only get into the Bags. Do 


you understand me now f 
” Well, this did the business at once; and the two Winds, 
in a breath, began to relate whence they came, and what 
they had been doing for nearly three months past. 

“We have been spoiling the English Summer,” they 


said. 


Winds. 

‘* Isn't it, though—in the way we’re done it?” cried 
the two, triumphantly. ‘‘ Why, those two Boys over 
yonder, uniting their flatulent forces, could not have done 
better—or worse. Ho! ho! ho! They made last winter 
a frozen Sahara. We've made the present summer a 
squashy Swamp! The winter was as dry as the dust of 


Kameses. The summer has been as wet as old St. | 


Swithin’s gingham. We soaked June, we drenched 
July, and we drowned August. We squelehed the 


strawberry season, reducing tons of promising fruit to | 


flavourless pulp, and the growers to damp despair. 
Whooosh!! What a wetting we gave’em!!! As soon 


as the Cricket Season started, so did we! Didn’t we just * | 


We simply sopped all the wickets, and spoilt the 


matches, either keeping the cricketers waiting in the | 


pavilion or slipping about on sloppy slithery . Con- 
sequently, the Cricketing Season o been a sickening 
sel. We ‘watered down’ the ‘averages’ of all the 

‘cracks.’ 8S. W. was too many for W. G. (Grace, of 

Gloucester), and W. W. gave the other W. W. (Reap, of 

Surrey) a fair doing! e followed ‘ The Leviathan’ 

in particular about persistently, till he must be real glad 

to‘take his hook’ to Australia. Wherever he was iy 
ing, from Kennington to Clifton, we plo og our 
forces, swooped down on him, and simply washed him 
| out!” 
“Wanton wags!” said the Mother of the Winds, re- 

rtfta-thor!”” yelled h fi h 
| “*Ra-ther!” ye er promising offspring in chorus. 

“ But that’s not all, ts it, 8. W.’—is it, W. W.? We 
| mucked up Lawn Tennis, soaked Henley Regatta, nearly 
spoilt the German Emprror’s visit, ruined all the al fresco 
functions of the Season—slap!—flooded Society out of 
London, only to deluge them in their flitting till they 
wished they were back again, intensified the Influenza 
Epidemic, and——” 

“Oh! stop, stop!’ moaned the Old Woman. ‘‘ Those 
Boys yonder will burst— with jealousy. But what 
ear, you been doing to the Princess AGRICULTURA 
here 7” 

The two broke into a spasmodic duo of delight and dis- 
dain. ‘*Why look at her?” they cried. ‘‘ Doesn’t she 
speak for herself ?” 

“I do,” replied Acricuttura. ‘And I charge this 
pair of Pernicious Pickles with planning—and to a € 
extent effecting—my Destruction! Hay, Hops, Cereals, 
Root-Crops, Fruits and Flowers—all leak: by these 
are rascals. They ’ve done more incurable mis- 
chief in three sup -to-be Summer Months than those 
much-maligned ys over yonder did all the Winter. 
They’ve had it all their own way the Season through, 
ay, as much as though they’d nailed the weathercock to 
8.W., and knocked out the bottom of Aquarius’s water- 
pot. AndI call upon you, O Mother of the Winds, to 
a them at once into their ive Bags, sit upon them 
till they are choked silent and still, and then hang them 
up to dry—if dry such watery imps can—for at least six 
months to come!” 

Now whether the Mother of the Winds gave ear to the 
prayer of the r Princess AGRICULTURA, and im 
upon the Two Winds the punishment they richly deserved, 
the sequel must show. 

bd . . 





* That’s nothing new,” muttered the Mother of the 





| SIGNS OF BREEDING. 
(Vide Correspondence in the ‘‘ Daily Telegraph."’) 


Little Binks agrees with Lord Byron that Breeding shows itself in the Hands, 

and complacently surveys his own, 

**Bosn !” says Broker. ‘‘ BREEDING 8HOWS ITSELF IN THE Ear, AND 
NOWHERE ELSE!” 


| 
| 








MORE MESSAGES FROM THE MAHATMA. 


1. I am Koor Hoomrnooe. There are more things in my philosophy than wer 
ever dreamed of in heaven or earth. You are Poonsn. You are a Thrupni 
but you are not a Mahatma. Be a Mahatma, 
and save your postage expenses. But you must 
be discreet; and you must be exceeding vague. 
A Mahatma is nothing if he is not vague. You 
must also be elusive. Can youelude? It is no 
~“ light matter to prove one’s — capacity by 
materialising a cigarette inside a pees pene. 


| 







| 
| 
| 


| 
| t 
| ‘ 


x 2. Your reply to my letter is soulless and sceptical. 
‘ Ww How can you ask me, O Poonsn, what I am trying 
S\ to getat? I ask nothing from you. It would be 
M to your advantage rather than mine if you printed 

Y my poem on the Re-incarnation of Ginan Bittas, 
entitled The Soul's Gooseberry Bush. And if you 
will only be a Mahatma, or a ¢ isciple, I will gladly 

* let you have the serial rights in that great work. 
, What do you mean by saying you do not want 

to find cigarettes in your neighbour's yoene? 
‘ Think it over again, and you will see the beauty 
of it. You are a Thrupni, but surely you 
have some spiritual needs, ‘ 

3. You say that you do not want my poem, and you ask me if I have no 
further attractions to offer. I am Koor Hoomrpooe, and | have kept the 
greatest attraction for the last. If you will only join us, you may find a few 
newspapers who will discuss you. You may see the question whether you are a 
fool or a knave debated in the correspondence columns. Think of the glory of it! 


4. What? you won't? Well, I am surprised! 


; 3 














Tue (Evroreay) Wortp anv its_ Wire. — Europe —says an oracle — is 
‘* Wedded to Peace.” Possibly. And Europe, doubtless, does not exactly desire 


|a divorce. But Europe has to pay pretty eavily—in armies and fleets, &c.— 
? ? * | for Peace’s ‘‘ maintenance.” 
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| TROTTERS are going. 


Thank you! 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. VI. 


len of the Hotel Victoria at Bingen, commanding a 
riew of the Rhine and the rine-terraced hills, which are bathed 


SCEN I fy 


in warm afternoon sunlight. Under the mopheaded acacias, 
CoicnarD and Poppury are sitting smoking. At a little dis- 
tance from them, are a Young Married Couple, whose honeymoon 
1s apparently in tts last quarter. 


The Bridegroom (lazily, to Bride, as she draws another chair to- 
wards her for a foot-rest). How many more chairs do you want ? 

Bride (without looking at him). 1 should think you could spare me 
one—yon can hardly sit on three at once ! 

[After this interchange of amenities, they consider themselves 
absolved from any further conversational efforts. 

Podb. (to CULCH., resuming a discussion). | know as well as you 
do that we are hooked for Nuremberg ; but what I say is— that’s no 
earthly reason why we should go there ! 

Culch. No reason why you should go, unless you wish it, cer- 
tainly. J intend to go. 

Podb. Well, it’s beastly selfish, 
that’s all! I know why you’re so 
keen about it, too. Because the 


Culch. (colouring). That ’s an 
entire mistake on your part. Miss 
Trotrer has nothing to do with it. 
I don’t even know whether she ’s 
going or not—for certain. 

Podb. No, but you’ve a pretty 
good idea that she is, though. And 
I know how it will be. You’ll be 
going about with her all the time, 


and I shall be shunted on to the 
old man! I don’t see it, you know! 
CuLcn. remains silent. A pause. 


Popsury suddenly begins to search 
his pockets.) 1 say—here’s a pretty 
fix ' Look here, old fellow, oosid 
annoying thing, but I can’t find my 
purse—must have lost it somewhere ! 

Culch. (stoically). I can’t say I’m 
surprised to hear it. It’s awkward, 
certainly. I suppose I shall have to 
lend you enough to go home with— 
it’s all I can do; but I’ll do that 
with—er—pleasure. 

Podb. Go home? Why, 
I can wire to the governor for more, 
easily enough. We shall have to 
stay here till it comes, that’s all. 

Culch. And give up Nuremberg ? 


staring). 


Podb. 1 rather like this place, you 
know—sort of rest. And we could 
always nip over to Ems, or Homburg, 
wite t too al w, eh? 

Culch. If I nip over anywhere, I 
shall nip to Nuremberg. We may 


| just as well understand one another, Popsury. If I’m to pro- 


vide money for both of us, it’s only reasonable that you should 

be content to go where J choose. I cannot, and will not, stand these 

perpetual interferences with our original plan; it’s sheer restless- 
ness. Come with me to Nuremberg, and I shall be very happy to be 
your banker. Otherwise, you must stay here alone. 

| He compresses his lips and crosses his legs. 

Podb. Oh, that’s it, is it? But look here, why not tit up whether 
we go on or stay?’ 

Culch. Why should I “‘ tit up,” as you call it, when I’ve already 
— up my mind to go. When I once decide on anything, it’s 
final. 

The Bride (to Bridegroom, without enthusiasm). Would you like 
me to roll you a cigarette ? ‘ 

Bridegroom (with the frankness of an open nature). 
it. 1 ean do it better myself, 

Bride coldly ® I see, 

[Another silence, at the end of which she rises and walks slowly 
away, pausing at the gate to see whether he intends to follow. As 
he does not appear to have remarked her absence, she walks on. 

Podbury (to Culch., in an undertone). 1 say, those two don't seem 
to hit it off exactly, eh? Seem sorry they came! You'll be glad to 
hear, old fellow, that we needn’t separate after all. Just found my 


Not if I know 


| purse in my trouser-pocket ! 


Culch. Better luck than you deserve. Didn’t I tell you you 
should have a special pocket for your money and coupons ? Like 





“Good Heavens, 


this—see. (He opens his coat.) With a buttoned flap, it stands t 
reason they must be safe! 

Podb. So long as you keep it buttoned, old chap,—which you don't 
seem to do! 

Culch. (annoyed 
por ket. and turns pale ‘ 
Podb. The button ? 

Culch. (patting himself all over with shaking hands). Everything 
money, coupons, circular notes! They—they must have fallen 
out going up that infernal Niederwald. (Angrily.) You would insist 


, 


Pshaw! The button is a trifle too 
Good Heavens, it—it’s gone ! 





(feels 





on going 
Podb. Phew! 
get them ag 
Shouldn’t have 
grins. 
Culch. 


The whole bag of tricks gone! You ’re lucky if you 
Any number of tramps and beggars all the way up 
taken off your coat—very careless of you! (He 


It was so hot. 
Anyway, we—we must push on to Nuremberg, 
You can let me 


I must go and inform the Police here—| 
may recover it yet. 
and I’ll telegraph home for money to be sent there. 
have enouch to get on with ? 

Podb. With all the pleasure in life, dear boy—on your own con- 
ditions, you know. I mean, if I pay the piper, I call the tune. 
; Now, I don’t cotton to Nuremberg 
somehow; I’d rather go straight 
on to Constance; we could get some 
rowing there. 

Culch. (pettishly). Rowing be— 
(recollecting his helplessness). No 
but just consider, my dear Popsvry. 


I assure you you'll find Nuremberg 
a most delightful old place. You 


must see how bent I am on going 
there ! 

Podb. Oh, yes, I see that. But 
then I’m not, don’t you know—so 
there we are! 

Culch. (desperately). Well, I’ll— 
I’ll meet you half-way. I’ve no 
objection to—er—titting up with you 

Nuremberg or Constance. Come? 

Podb. You weren’t so anxious to 
tit up just now—but never mind. 
(Producing a mark.) Now then, 
Emperor — Constance. Eagle—Nu- 
remberg. Is it sudden death, or 
best out of three ? [ He tosses. 

Culch. Sud—— (The coin falls 
with the Emperor uppermost.) Best 
out of three. 

[He takes coin from PopsvryY 
and tosses. 

Podb. Eagle! we’re even so far. 
(He receives coin.) This settles it. 

(He tosses. 

Culch. Eagle again! Now mind, 
Popsury, no going back after this. 
It must be Nuremberg now. 

Podb. All right! And now allow 
me to have the pleasure of restoring 
your pocket-book and note - case. 

did fall out on the Niederwald, 


it—it ’s gone!” 


- 


iad 
rhey 
and it was a good job for you I was behind and saw them drop. You | 


must really be more careful, dear boy. Ain’t you going to say 
**ta”’ for them ? 

Culch. (relieved). 1’m—er—tremendously obliged. 
say how.—(Recollecting himself.) But you need not have taken 
advantage of it to try to do me out of going to Nuremberg—it was 
a shabby trick ! 

Podb, Oh, it was only to get a rise out of you. I never meant to 
keep you to it, of course. And I say, weren’t you sold, though’ 
Didn’t I lead up to it beautifully ? (He ayes’ Score to me, eh! 

Culch. (with amiable sententiousness). Ah, well, I don’t grudge 
you your little joke if it amuses you. Those laugh best who laugh 
ast. And it’s settled now that we’re going to Nuremberg. ; 

(Miss Trorrer and her father have come out from the Spevse- 
saal doors, and overhear the last speech. 


I really can’t 


Mr. Trotter (to Culchard). Your friend been gettin’ off a joke on 


you, Sir 7’ 
" Culeh. Only in his own estimation, Mr. Trorrer. I have nailed 
him down to going to Nuremberg, which, for many reasons, | was 
extremely anxious to visit. (Carelessly.) Are we likely to be there 
when you are ? ? 
Miss T. 1 guess not. We’ve just got our mail, and my cousin, 
Carter Van Boope ten, writ oh ’s having a real lovely time in the 
Engadine—says it’s the most elegant locality he’s struck yet, an 
just as full of Amurrcans as it can hold; so we’re going to start out 
there right away. I don’t believe we shall have time for Nuremberg 








one 
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Father, if we’re going to see about checking the baggage 


this trip. 
} eat we'd better go down to the dépét right now. [They pass on, 

Culch. (with a very blank face and a feeble whistle). Few-fitty- 
fitty-fitty-fa-di-fee-fee-foo; few—— After all, Popsvry, I don’t 
know that I eare so much about Nuremberg. They—they say it’s a 
good deal changed from what it was. 

Podb. So are you, old chap, if it comes to that. Tiddledy-iddlety- 
ido-lumpty-doodle-oo! Is it to be Constance after all, then ? 

Culch. (reddening). Er—I rather thought of the Engadine—more 
bracing, eh ?—few-feedle-eedle-oodle— 

Pod. You artful old whistling oyster, I see what you're up to! 
But it’s no go; she don’t want either of us Engadining about after 
her. It’s CoarteyY VAN STICKINTHEMUD’s turn now! We've got 
togoto Nuremberg. You can’t get out of it, after gassing so much 
about the place. When you’ve once decided, you know, it’s final ! 

Culch. (with dignity). I am not aware that } wanted to get out of 
it. I merely proposed in your—— (Popnpury suddenly explodes.) 
What are you cackling at now ? 


Podb. (wiping his eyes). It’s the last laugh, old man,—and it’s| by an efficient orchestra while you are speaking to them.” 
AKNER; and then he let 
e enemy were waiting for them | 


the best ! 


(CurcHaRD walks away rapidly, leaving Popsury in solitary | them have it. He told them that t 
| —that they had left Brest for the pu 


enjoyment of the joke. PopBury’s mirth immediately sub- 


sides into gravity, and he kicks several unoffending chairs | 


with quite uncalled-for brutality. 








A “KNOT” ICAL STORY OF DRURY LANE. 
(Told by our aged Salt, with a taste for the Dibdin Drama.) 


Wuat, not remember it! Not the scene on Wapping Old Stairs 
|and Mr. CuHantes GLENNEY in the Merchant Service, and Miss 
Mittwarp the Ward of Count Gurngy Detaunay! Not remem- 
ber all that! Not recollect the pretty set with the River, the boat- 
house, and the figure-heads! Ak, tell it to the Marines! Not that 
they would believe you! I remember it, and a good deal more. 
| Now it came about in this way. Yoa see Miss Mriiwarp thought 
that Lieutenant CHartes Warner, R.N.—‘‘her sweetheart as a 
boy ’—was dead, and, like a sensible young lady, made arrange- 
ments to marry his foster-brother, meaning GLENNEY. This she 
would haye done most comfortably, had not the Count and a Boat- 
builder, one Juntan Cross 
PeNNYCAD, objected. But after 
all, their opposition wouldn’t 
have come to much hadn’t 


R.N., taken it into his head to 
turn up from the Centre of 
Africa, or the Cannibal Islands, 
or somewhere. On 
thoughts I don’t think it could 
have been the Cannibal 
Islands, 
would have 
him—he looked so plump, and 
in such excellent condition. 
Well, Lieutenant Warner, 
R.N., finding that Miss Mri1- 
WARD was on the eve of marry- 
ing Mr. GLENNEY, most nobly 
* made room for his foster- 

brother, and hurried back to 
* sea. But as luck (and Mr. 
Henry Pettit) would have it, 
just as the lady and gentleman 
were on their way to Stepney 
Old Church to be spliced, who 
should turn up in a uniform 
that showed him to be a fine 
fi 





* A Sailor Knot ”— not a Sailor. 


Wanrvyer, R.N., himself—with the Press Gang. It turned out that 
Lieutenant WARNER’s ship was very under-manned, and that he 
had been ordered by his Captain to get all the sailors he could on 
| board H.M.S, Dauntless—a vessel 

| Proved to be the very image of the Victory. And here came a 
| complication. Through the treachery of JULIAN Cross PENNYCAD, 
| 


| 
| 
| 


Lieutenant WARNER seized Mr. GLENNEY just as he and Miss Mri1- 
| WARD were entering Stepney Old Church. Says Mr. Gienney 
| to Lieutenant Warner, *‘ What, taking me, because you are 
jealous of me, on my wedding-day! You ought to be ashamed 
| ot yourself!’’ or words to that effect. Says Lieutenant Warvyer, 





second | 





Lieutenant CHARLES WARNER, | 


because there they | 
certainly eaten | 





ot aman but Lieutenant 
say that Mr. 





WARNER. 
WituiaM Luee Veryon, “and I order that man to be carried on 
board! ’’ and there was not a dry eye amongst those present, except, 
perhaps, amongst the heartless “ Press Gang,” who, 
notices for the daily and weekly papers, were naturally eager to see 
what ‘‘In the Fo’castle” and ‘The Deck of the Dauntless” were 
like. And these they did see in the next Act of this really capital 
Drama. 
the honour of the British Navy and the National and Royal Theatre, 
Drury Lane. There came a mutiny, with the misguided Guennry 
at the head of it. Said Captain Wittsam Loeo Vernon, after it 
was quelled, ‘‘We can’t spare a man, and so I shall have Mr. 
GLENNEY flogged.” ‘* Don’t do that,” cried Lieutenant Wanner ; 
‘“*he is my brother and my friend, although he has given me a 
oner, owing to a misunderstanding. Captain, may I appeal to these 
men, and ask them in stirring language, to fight the foe.” ‘* You 


125 | 


havi 
aving to write | 





‘But I don’t,” put in his superior officer, Captain | 


And here came in a scene that will long be remembered to | 


shall,” replied his superior officer; ‘‘and, by arrangement with Mr. | 
Henry Perrit, I will see that ‘ Rule Britannia’ is played. softly | 


“ 


thousand thanks!” cried the eloquent 


se of engaging in a first-class 


naval engagement. He pointed out that the other ships of the Fleet 


were on their way to the scrimmage. Would the gallant Dauntless | 


be the only laggard?” 

naval-discipline GLENNry, and with the rest of the malcontents, he 

asked to be led to glory. It was indeed stirring to see the red-coats 

waving their hats on the tops of their bayonets, and the Blue 

Jackets brandishing their swords. In the enthusiasm 
|= 


Al 


ne 





Lie 
Losing their heads on board the Dauntless, 

moment, the entire ship’s company seemed to have lost their heads, 
and cheers came from the deck, and the auditorium equally. It was 
a moment of triumph for everyone concerned! Everyone! And 
need I say anything more? Need I tell you how it came right in 
the end? How Miss Mrttwanrp (who was always on the eve of being 
married to someone) did actually go through a civil ceremony (the 
French were polite even in the days before Waterloo) with the Count, 
which, however, failed to count (as an old wag, with a taste for 


of the | 


‘*No!” shouted the now-amenable-to- | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


ancient jests, observed to a brother droll), because the Gallic noble- | 


man got killed immediately after the ceremony?’ Need I hint that 
Mr. Guenney was falsely accused of murder, to be rescued at the 
right moment by the ever-useful and forgiving Wanner’ Need I 
Henry Perritr was cheered to the echo for his 


| piece, and Sir Aveustvs Druniotanvs for his stage management ? 


y the way, that afterwards | 


No, for other chronicles have given the news already ; and it is also | 


superfluous to describe the fun of those excellent comedians, Mr. | 


| Harry Nicnorts and Miss Fanwy Broven. All I can say is, if you 
| 
| 


want to see a good piece, well mounted, and capitally acted all 
round, why go to Old Drury, and you will agree with me (and the 
old wag with a taste for ancient jests) that Sir Aveust-vs might add 
September, October, November, and December to his signature, as 
A Sailor's Knot seems likely to remain tied to the Knightly 
Boards until it is time to mors Bn the Christmas Pantomime. So 


R.N., to Mr. Guienney, “ Nothing of the sort. For the man who heave away, my hearties, and good luck to you! 


| Would betray another, save in the way of kindness, on his bridal morn, 
| 18 unworthy of the name of a British 


| mmmediate release, 


sailor,” or words to that effect. | 
| Then Miss Mr~zwarp chimed in, and thus touched the heart of | » Con. T 
| Lieutenant Waxwer, R.N., so deeply that he ordered Mr. GLenwey’s | —‘* Al round Mahatmas, He's a i, 
“I forget my duty,” explained the generous | Brothers, how! 





Sonos FOR THE Pro. and Con. THEOSOPHICAL CONTROVERSIALISTS. 
good Chela! ** Kow, 


’ and ** Why did my’ Masters’ sell me?” 
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Fair Patter (etal, 18). *‘ Now, JUST LOOK 


HERE, ALGY JoNES—NONE OF YouR PATRONAG 


Lert HAND AGAIN, AND I’Lt Box your Ears!” 


gE! You parE To BOWL TO ME WITH YouR 
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“NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH.” 
A Scene very freely adapted from ‘“‘ The Critic.” 


Enter Mr. Puncu, First Commissioner of 
Police, Inspector, and Constables. 


Oh! very valiant Con- 
one is the Inspector himself, the 
others are ordinary P. C.’s. And now I hope 
you shall hear some better language. I was 
obliged to be plain and intelligible in my 
manifesto, because there was so much matter- 
of-fact ground for remonstrance, and even 
chiding ; but still, ’i faith, I am proud of my 
men, who, in point of fact, are fine fellows. 

Mr. P. Unquestionably! But let us 
listen—unobserved, if so it may be. 

Inapector. How's this, my lads! What cools 

your usual zeal, 

And makes your helmed valour down i’ the mouth ? 


Commissioner. 


| Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame 


Whose reddening blaze, by civie spirit fed, 

Should be the beacon of a a y Town ? 

Can the smart patter of a Bobby’s tongue 

Thus stagnate in a cold and prosy converse, 

Or freeze in oathless inarticulateness ? 

No! Let not the full fountain of your valour 

Be choked by mere official wiggings, or 

Your prompt consensus of prodigious swearing 

Be checked by the philanthropists’ foaming wrath, 
Or high officialdom’s hostility ! 


Mr. P. There it is, Mr. Commissioner ; they 
admit your by no means soft impeachment. 

Commissioner. Nay, listen yet awhile! 

let P. C. No more! 


the freshening breeze of 
your rebuke 


| Hath filled the flapping canvas of our souls! 


And thus, though magistrates expostulate, 

[Au take hands and raise their truncheons. 
And hint that ANantas dressed in blue, 
We'll grapple with the thing called Evidence, 
And if we fall, by Heaven! we'll fall together ! 


Inspector. There spoke Policedom’s genius! 
Then, are we all resolved ? 
All. We are—all resolved. 
Inspector. To pull—and swear 
All, To pull—and swear— 
Inspector. All? 
All. All! 
Mr. P. Nem.con. Egad! 
Commissioner. Oh, yes! When they do 
agree in the Force, their unanimity is won- 
derful ! 


Inspector, Then let’s embrace this resolution, 
and “ Keep it with a constant mind 


together ? 
together. 


and now 
[ Kneels. 

Mr. P. What the plague, is he going to 
pray ? 

Commusswner, Yes—hush! In _ great 
emergencies—on the Stage or in the Force 
there ’s nothing like a prayer in chorus. 

Inspector. “‘O Munpez Prxto!” 

Mr. P. But why should he pray to Menpez 
Pinto? 

Commissioner. Oh, “the Knight, Prvro- 
Menpez Ferprnanvo,” as Por calls him, is the 
tutelary genius of Bards —and Bobbies! 
Hush! 

Inspector. If in thy homage bred 
Each point of discipline I ’ve still observed ; 
Swearing in squads, affirming in platoons ; 
Nor but by due promotion, and the right 
Of service to the rank P. C. Inspector, 
Have risen ; assist thy votary now! 

lst P. C. Yet do not rise--hear me! 

2nd P. C. And me! 
3rd P C. And me! 
Inspector. Now swear 
All, We swear!!! 

Behold thy votaries submissive beg 

That thou wilt deign to grant them all they ask, 

Assist them to accomplish all their ends, ~ 

And sanctify whatever means they use 

To gain them! 


[ Kneels. 
| Kneels. 
f Kneels 


and pray—all together ! 


Mr. P. A very orthodox and harmonious 
chorus, Their ‘* tutti’’ is perfection. 

Commissioner. Vastly well, is’t not? Is 
that well managed or not? Is the ‘thin 
Blue line’ well disciplined or not? Have 
you such absolute perfection of ‘‘ alltogether- 
ishness” on your lyric stage as the Force 
voluntarily maintains—in its own interests, 
and obedient to its own peculiar esprit de 
corps ? 


Mr. P. (with significance). Not exactly! 








MANY HAPPY RETURNS! 
(Punch to Madame La République.) 


[The ——_ attains its majority to-morrow 
Sept. 4). It is the first Government since the 
tevolution which has had a twenty-first birth- 
day.’’— The Times.] 
Drar Madam, “ Perfidious Albion” proffers 
The ant birthday wishes good feeling can 
8. ape : 
A snap of the fingers for cynical scoffers ! 
A fig for the framers of venomous jape. 
May Peace and Goodwill be your lasting pos- 
session, 
Your proud *‘ Valour” tempered by “‘ years 
of discretion ! ”’ 





Hyorta Orr THE Scent.—It is stated that 
even the charms of a champagne luncheon 
failed to attract more than one out of twenty- 
four members of the Hygienic Congress in- 
vited to test the merits of sewage-farms by | 
ocular—or should we say nasal ?—demonstra- | 
tion. Perhaps the missing three-and-twenty | 
thought that in this case, at least, Mrs. MaL4- 
Prop would be both correct and pertinent 0 


saying that ‘‘ Comparisons are odorous !”’ 
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“NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH.” 


TOGETHER!” Constanies. ** WE SWEAR!! 


Insrecron. ‘‘ NOW SWEAR! ALL 
EIR UNANIMITY IS WONDERFE 


11 Sik EDWARD WHEN THEY DO AGREE, TI ‘““ The Critic,” freely adapted. 
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ROBERT’S ROMANCE. 


I wave been so bothered for ys of my 

? Romanse, as I read at the Cook’s Swarry some 

time back, that I have detummined to publish 

it, and here it is. In coarse, all rites is reserved. 
RoBERT. 





THE MYSTERY OF MAY FARE. 
(By One Bruinp THE SEZENs.) 
Cuapter I,—Despare ! 

It was Midnite! The bewtifool Countess of Betoravier sat at the 


hopen winder of her Boodwar gazing on the full moon witch was jest | 


arising up above the hopposite chimbleys. Why was that evenly 
face, that princes had loved and Poets sillybra bathed in tears ? 
How offen had she, wile setting at that hopen winder, washed it with 
Oder Colone, to remove the stanes of them tell tail tears? But all 
in wane, they wood keep running down that bewtifool face as if 
enamelled with its buty; and quite heedless of how they was a 
spiling of her new ivory cullered sattin dress that Maddam Evisr’s 
yung ladies had been a workin on up to five a clock that werry 
arternoon. 

She had bin to the at ball of the Season, to be washupped as 
usual by the world of Fashun, but wot had driven her home at the 
hunerthly hour of harf-parst Eleven? Ah, that cruel blo, that 
deadly pang, that despairin shok, must be kep for the nex chapter. 


Cuarter I].—The Helopemeant ! 


Seated in the Housekeeper’s own Room at the Dook of Surrey’s 
lovely Manshun, playfoolly patting his fatted calves, and surrounded 
| by his admiring cirkle, sat CHaRLEs, the ero of my Tale. CHaR.es 
| was the idle of that large establishment. They simply adored him. 
| It was not only his manly bewty, tho that mite have made many an 
Apoller envy him. It was not only his nolledge of the world, tho in 
that he was sooperior to menny a Mimber of Parlyment from the Sister 
Oil, but it was his stile, his grace, his orty demeaner. The House- 
_ keeper paid him marked attenshuns. The Ladies Maid supplyed him 
with Sent for his ankerchers. The other Footmen looked up to him 
| as their moddel, and ewen the sollem Butler treated him with respec, 
| and sumtimes with sumthink else as he liked even better. The 
leading Gentlemen from other Doocal establishments charfed him 
upon his success with the Fare, ewen among the werry hiest of 
the Nobillerty, and Cares bore it all with a good-natured larf that 
| showed off his ivory teeth to perfecshun. Of course it was all in 
| fun, as they said, and agg v= A thort, till on this fatal ewening, the 
noose spread like thunder, through the estonished world of Fashun, 
| that Cartes had heloped with the welthy, the middle-aged, but 
| still bewtifool, Marchioness of St. BeNDIGo. 


Cuarrer III.—The Dewell. 


| The pursoot was rapid and sucksessful, and the MaRxrss’s challenge 
reyther disterbed the gilty pair at their ellegant breakfast. But 
| CHARLES was as brave as he was fare, and, having hired his fust 
Second for twenty-five francs, and made a few other erangements, he 
met his hantigginest on the dedly field on the follering day at the 
hunerthly hour of six hayhem, Cancers, with dedly haim, fired in 
the hair! but the Marxiss being bald, he missed him. The Mar- 
| Kiss’s haim was even more dedly, for he, aperiently, shot his rival 
| in his hart, for he fell down quite flat on the new-mown hay, and 
disheullered it with his blud! 
x. ¢ Markiss rushed up, and gave him one look of orror, and, 
| “arowing down a £1000 pound note, sed, “that for any one who 


brings him two,” and, hurrying away to his Carridge, took the next 
train for Lundon. CHarves recovered hisself emediately, and, 
ocketing the note, winked his eye at the second second, and, giving 
im a hundred-frane note for hisself, wiped away the stains of the 
rouge and water, and returned to breakfast with his gilty parrer-mour. 


Cuaptrer 1V.—The End. 


The poor Mark1ss was so horryfied at his brillyant sucksess, that 
CHARLES’s sanguinery corpse aunted his bed-side, and he died within 
a munth, a leetle munth, as Amilet says, of the dredful ewent, and 
CHARLES married his Widder. But, orful to relate, within a werry 
short time CHARLES was a sorrowin Widderer, with a nincum of 
sum £10,000 a year; and having purchased a Itallien titel for a 
hundred and fifty pound, it is said as he intends shortly to return to 
hold Hingland; and as the lovely Countess of Betaravienr is fort- 
ay A becum a Widder, and a yung one, it is thought quite posserbel, 
by them as is behind the seens, like myself, for instance, that before 
many more munce is past and gone, there will be one lovely Widder 
and one andsum Widderer less than there is now; and we isall on us 


— a | looking forred to the day wen the gallant Count der | 


WeEnnis shall lead his lovely Bride to the halter of St. George's, 
Hannower Squeer, thus proving the truth of the Poet's fabel,— 
“ The rank is but the guinny’s stamp, 
The Footman’s the man for a’ that.” 








WHERE ARE OUR DAIRYMAIDS? 
A Sone or VANISHED SUMMER. 
(* What has become of our Dairymaids ?""—Newspaper Question.) 
Arr—‘‘ The Dutchman's Little Dog.” 


O were and O where is our Dairymaid gone ? 
O where, O where can she be ? 

With her skirts cut short and her hair cut long, 
O where, and O where is she ? 


Well, Summer is gone, and so is the Sun, 
And farming is nought but a bilk. 

When our Butter is Dutch, and our Cheese is Yank, 
Why, why should they leave us our Milk ? 


Our brave Queen Bess, as the Laureate says,* 
Might wish that a milkmaid were she ; 

Whilst Mavpirw in Wa.rTon’s bucolical days 
Could troll forth her ballad with glee. 


But, alas! for the days of the stool and the churn, 
And the milking-pails brass-bound and bright ! 
There is much to fo and but little to earn 
In the Dairy, once Izaax’s delight. 


Now Companies deal with the lacteal yield, 
And churns clank o’ night at Vauxhall, 

Who dreams with delight of the buttercup’d field, 
Or Dun Suke in her sweet-smelling stall ? 


Milking the Cow, and churning the milk 
Made work for the maids long ago, 
But possible Dairymaids now dress in silk, 
That’s where our Dairymaids go. 
Ah! Dotiy becomes a mechanical drudge, 
And SaLtty—a something much worse. 
Through cowslip- pied meadows to merrily trudge 
Won't fill a maid’s heart, or her purse. 


The meadow at eve and the dairy at morn, 
And a song—from Krr Mantow—between, — 

Would fire a fine-dressed modern MavpLIN with scorn, 
And move modish MoLty to spleen. 


The Dairymaid’s true ‘‘ golden age ” is long fled 
With Summer, and pippins and cream ; 

Like little Bo-Peep and Boy- Blue, it is dead, 
Save as parts of a pastoral dream. 


O where and O where is our Deirymaid gone ? 
O where, and O where can she be ? 
Well, they make cockney shop-girls of PurLits and Joan, 
And I guess that they make such with she / 
bd “I would I were a milkmaid 
To sing, love, marry, churn, brew, bake and die.” 
Tennyson's Queen Mary. 





A Marrer or Corser.—At Sydenham, Ontario (it is stated), the 
Corset has been declared to’ be * incompatible with Christianity !”’ 
If some of our fashionable dames uttered their innermost feelings, 
they would doubtless reply, ** So much the worse for—Christianity.’ 
It is so obvious that many modish Mammas care much more for their 





daughters’ bodices than their souls. 
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f animal food and alcoholic drinks for the best interests of man. The abuse or misuse of either is 


1793, stopped at Dunstasie’s for some boot- 
THE GUZZLING CURE. laces, and, patting the grandfather of the 


(Sir Dyce Duck worTH, ina letter written to a Vegetarian Correspondent, says, “I believe in the | present proprietor on the head, said, ‘‘ What! 


what! none in stock! Then I think we 


r matter.’’) must have some of these pretty curls instead.” 


O prump Head-waiter, I have 


re pend that is given as the reason for the 


read [writes ! | style and title of ‘*‘ Dunstable’s Royal Library 


And that is why I 've swiftly sped 


I kept my indigestion down 
Of old, by sheer starvation ; 
But now no longer shall I frown 
On food assimilation. 


I pledge him in your oldest port, 
This medical adviser, 

For vainly elsewhere might bi 
A cheerier or a wiser. [sought 

He bids me speedily return 
To ordinary diet 

A sage prescription !—and I burn 
To chance results, and try it! 


I’ve lived on air; on food for Lent; 
On what some Doctor calls 

** Nitrogenous environment ’’— 
A fare that quickly palls. 

I'll eat the chops I once did eat ; 
All care and thought I banish ; 

And with this unexpected treat 
My old dyspeptices vanish. 





What though they warn me that at first— This earth is rich in chemists’ shops, 
It may be merely fancy— With doctors it abounds, 

The stomach’s sure to try its worst Who, if I feel the change from slops, 
In base recalcitrancy ? Will take me on their rounds. 

When half-starved gastric juice is set So, scorning indigestive ache, 
To cope with dainty dishes, I count each anxious minute ; 

The outecome—one may safely bet— Oh, waiter, hurry up that steak! 
Won’t be just what one wishes. My happiness 1s in it. 








ANNALS OF A WATERING-PLACE 
THAT “HAS SEEN ITS DAY.” 


I po not know when Torsington-on-Sea’s day precisely was, or, whether indeed its day 
has yet dawned, but I was sent there by my medical adviser as being ‘‘ the very place” for 
me, it being *‘delightfully quiet,” nine miles from a railway station, which apparently 
means in plain English twenty-four hours behind the rest of this habitable ae. and 
generally stranded in the race for every conceivable comfort or necessity with which an 
ge of Co-operative Stores and Electric Lighting has made one cuutieotabie—teubenns too 
comfortably—familiar. Judging, however, from the fact that Torsington-on-Sea consists 
mainly of a pretentious architectural effort consisting of six-and-thirty palatial sea-side 
residences, twenty-four of which are let in sets of furnished apartments to highly respect- 
ble families, and twelve of which appear, from want of funds, to have stopped short in 
their Infancy many years ago at the basement, showing a weed-covered hee al of what 
might, had the over-sanguine capitalist not overshot the initial mark, have proved as fine | 
; a sea-side terrace on the South East Coast as the weary cockney 
eye could well hope to light upon, it would be including the 
fact that there is but one policeman to protect the lives and 
properties of the inhabitants and strangers of Torsington-on- 
Sea, by day and by night, and a town band (with a uniform) | 
of five, of which two-fifths are, I was going to say ‘‘ armed”’ 

Ate with cymbals, triangle and with big and side drums, it would 

‘ ras be more reasonable to suppose that Torsington-on-Sea had 


al Ae ERP seen its day, and that what glories it ever had may 4 
J tw Be 
<a eo, 






regarded as having departed with the vanished years. 
Q = Beyond the stock recreation afforded by the militarily- | 
: ae apparelled Town Band of five, whose répertoire appears to be 
confined to a sad and serious opening march, a rather lugubrious galop, and a couple of 
valses and a quick-step Polka, which evidently owe their origin to the genius of the Con- 
duc tor, the entertainment offered by Torsington-on-Sea must be further sought for from a 
donkey-chair, the donkey attached to which has many a long year ago lost what it ever | 
possessed in the shape of ‘‘ spirit,” a cast-off Nigger Minstrel, with a concertina that is | 
somewhat out of order, and a lovely *‘ public-house” tenor, who is heard only after dark, | 
a with a voice so sweet and true in tone, that one wonders how it is that instead of | 
thrilling the High Street of Torsington-on-Sea for possibly the few halfpence he pit up | 
inthat rather unappreciative thoroughfare, he is not simultaneously rushed at and eagerly 
caught up by the leading impressarios of all the continental opera-houses in Europe! 
Then there is the daily arrival of the “‘ coach,” for such is the faded yellow omnibus 
styled, that meets the London train from Boxminster, which pulls up with a flourish at 
the“ Three Golden Cups.”’ There is seldom anything brought by this noteworthy convey- 
anee, unless it be a package or parcel for Mr. Dunstasie, the one highly respectable 
radesman in the town. DunstTaBLe’s is the emporium par excellence where anything, from 
‘ patent drug down to the latest mew novel, can be ordered down from Town. There is 
‘tradition that old Grorck THE Turep, when passing through Torsington in the year 


wv —— ——~ 

















What worthy Dvckworru | and Reading Room,” which it has enjoyed 


without dispute from the commencement of 


‘To where your door invites. the present century to the present day. 


I came here, as I said, by the advice of 
my medical adviser, to ‘* pick up.” How far 
Torsington-on-Sea has helped me to do this, 
I must deal with subsequently. 





IGNORANT BLISS. 


At noon through the open window 
Comes the scent of the new-mown hay. 
I look out. In the meadow yonder 
Are the little lambs at play. 





They are all extremely foolish, 


Yet I haven’t the heart to hint 
That over the boundary wall there grows 
A beautiful bed of mint. 
For a little lamb 
Will run to its mam, 
And will say ‘“*O! dam,” 
At a hint, however well intentioned, 
When = awful name of mint is men- 
tioned, 








At the close of day the burglar comes 
For to ply his gentle trade. 
I fondly gaze on his jemmy, and 
Grow timid and quite afraid. 
I wouldn’t for kingdoms have him know 
That my neighbours of titled rank 
Went abroad on a sudden last night and left 
Their jewels at Courrs’s Bank. 
For a burglar bold 
Grows harsh and cold 
When he finds he’s sold, fing 
And his burglar’s bosom heaves at know- 
That the sell of a swag isn’t worth the 
stowing. 
I’m a poet—you may not know it, 
But f am and hard up for “‘ tin,” 
So I’ve written these clever verses 
And I hope they ’Il get put in. 
Yet Life is an awful lottery 
With a gruesome lot of blanks, 
And I wish the Editor hadn’t slips - 
That are printed ‘* Declined with Thanks. 
For it’s rather hard 
On a starving bard 
When his last trump card 
Is played, and he wishes himself bisected 
When his Muse’s lays come back—re- 
jected! 
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STORICULES. 
Ill.—Tae 


re three of them in the railway-carriage. One was a 
one was a Curate: one was an Old Lady. They had 

rs to each other when they started; but it was near the 
ourney, and they were chatting pleasantly together now. 
see that the little Old Lady was from the country ; she 

exquisitely neat and simple in appearance; there was an air of 
primness about her 

which one rarely sees 
in a city product. 
She carried a 
bunch of hedgerow 
flowers. She seemed 
to be a little nervous 
about travelling, and 
still more nervous 
about encountering 
the noise and con- 
fusion of the great 
city. 


Dear Orv Lapy. 


THERE we 
Stock broker 
heen strange 
end of the 

One could 
was 


Curate a good many 
questions about the 


sights that she ought | 


to see, and how much 
she ought to pay the 
cabman, and which 


were the best shops. | 


** Not but what Tom 
will look after me,” 
she explained; 
** Tom ’s a ver good 
son to me, and he’|! 
be waiting on the 
platform forme. And 
such a boy as he 
was too when he was 
younger! Fruit! 
‘here wasn’t any- 
thing that boy 
wouldn’t do to get it 


chief.” 


kind of mis-| 

She grew) 
garrulous on the sub- | 
jectof Tom’s infancy. | 


The two men answered her questions, and listened amusedly to her 
chatter. Occasionally they interchanged smiles. 
got near to the station just before the terminus. The Curate warned 
the Old Lady that the tickets would be collected there. 

“Thank you, Sir,”’ she said, ** for telling me. 
getting my ticket ready. I’ve got it quite safely. Such a lot of 
money it did seem to pay for a ride to London! But Tom would have 
me come. He never forgets his old Mother.” She undid herreticule 
and took out her purse ; she undid the — and took out a folded 
paper; she seinied the paper and took out the ticket. Then she 
= - pape r back in the purse, and the purse back in the reticule. 
She heid t 


the bloom off it. 


‘* What a refreshing contrast to our city ways!” thought the) 


Stock broker. 


** How characteristic!” thought the Curate. 


‘My word! there ’s one of my hair-pins coming out,” said the Old 


Lady, suddenly. The hand which held the ticket flew to the back of 
her head, to put the hair-pin right. 

And then, all at once, the look of animation died out of the Old 
Lady's face. She seemed utterly aghast and horror-stricken. 
gasped out an unintelligible interjection. 

‘* What 's the matter, Ma’am ’” asked the Stockbroker. 

** My ticket’s gone! I was putting that hair-pin right, and the 


ticket slipped out of my fingers, and dropped down the back of my | 
What shall I do when | 


neck between my clothes and—and myself. 
that gentleman comes for the tickets ’” 
The Curate blushed violently. In his boyhood’s days he had put 
halfpennies down the back of his neck and jumped up and down 
| until they percolated out in the region of his boots. He had only 
just checked himself in the act of advising the Old Lady to get up 
and jump. 
| The Stockbroker was more practical, and soon consoled her. He 
| was a season-ticket-holder, and knew the collector. He would ex- 
| plain it tothe man. ‘ You'll be able to get the ticket again, you 
see, when you—— J mean, lateron.”’ The British love of euphemism 
had asserted itself. ‘‘ And then you can send it to the collector by 


big | 


She had asked | 
the Stockbroker and | 


Presently the train | 


Then I must be | 


1e ticket gingerly between two fingers of her cotton-gloved | 
hand, as if it were a delicate fruit, and she were afraid of rubbing | 


She 


ost. You had better write down your name and address to gis, 
ion 1 ’ll cuarantee to the collector that it will be all right.” * 
The Old Lady overwhelmed him with thanks. Slowly a, 
laboriously she wrote the name and address on the piece of paper in 
which the ticket was folded. All happened just as the Stockbroker 
had foretold. The Ticket-collector was very well satisfied and yer, 
much amused. 
fom was waiting 
at once. 
eat” 
“that’s my notion of a di 
** Everything he 
Curate, admiringly. te bed 
Neither the Curate nor the Stockbroker had the advantag, 
hearing what the dear Old Lady said to Tom that afternoon. coup ME! 
“It came off just beautifully, my boy. Not that I blame them 
mind you,—how were they to know that it was a ticket which | INA 
didn’t give up last year, and that I hadn’t even taken a ticket at al] np 
to-day ’ No, I don’t blame them. As for the address, I put th, “WL 
same address that was on the label of the Curate’s bag, only | altered ' 
The Rev. Cuartes Marurneucrst to Mrs. MARLINGHURST. A: 
the Stockbroker guaranteed that I should send either the ticket 
the money. So he’ll have to pay up! Oh, my word! My gracious 
word, what a treat!” 
The dear Old Lady chuckled contentedly. 
Tom also chuckled. 
The Stockbroker subsequently relinquished to a great extent his 
habit of remarking upon his own marvellous intuition, enabling him 
to read character at sight; the Curate preached a capital sermon on 
the deceptiveness of man, and when he said man he meant woman, 


for her at the terminus, and took charg: 


said the Stockbroker to the Curate, when she had goy 
Old Lady.” 
was so characteristic,” 


ir 


answered ¢ 


about 


TO A TOO-ENGAGING MAIDEN, 
I raHrxxK you should know I’ve been put out of humour 
By something I hear very nearly each day. 
In a small town like ours, as you know, every rumour 
Gets about in a truly remarkable way. 
It is too much to hope for that women won't prattle, 
But | candidly tell you, I do feel enraged 
When I find that a part of their stock tittle-tattle 
Is that we—how ot: at the thought !—are engaged. 


Though you don’t even claim to be reckoned 
as pretty, 
You are not, I admit it, aggressively plain. 
You dress pretty well, and your talk, if not 
witty, [positive pain. 
As a rule doesn’t give me much 
You will one day be rich, for your 
prospects are ‘‘ healthy,” 
Yet as Beauty and Riches do not 
make up Life, 
Why, were you as lovely as Venus, 
as wealthy [my wife. 
As Cresus [ wouldn’t have you for © 


Are you free altogether from blame in the matter— 

I’m resolved to be frank, so it’s useless to frown— 
Have you not had a share in the mischievous chatter 

Which makes our ‘‘ engagement” the talk of the town ? 
When some eager, impertinent person hereafter 

Shall inquire of its truth, and shall ask, ** Is it so?’ 
Instead of implying assent by your laughter, 

Would you kindly oblige me by answering, ‘‘ No” ? 
I recognise freely your marvellous kindness 

In allowing your name to be linked with my own. 
Maybe it is only incurable blindness 

To your charms that compels me to let them alone. 
But if with reports I am still to be harried, 

I’ve thoroughly made up my mind what to do; 
Just to settle it all, I shall shortly be married, 

I shall shortly be married, but not—not to you. 


’ 


“Wao Breaks Pars.”—‘‘ In some large restaurants,” says the 
Daily Chronicle, “‘the girls engaged have to pay for the breakages 
which oceur in the course of carrying on a business in which they 
are not partners.” If the maxim at the head of this paragrapa 
were strictly and impartially enforced, such exacting employers 
would have to pay pretty smartly for certain ‘* breakages” whic 
oceur in the carrying on of a business in which they consider the 
have no concern—breakages, to wit, of the girls’ health, spirits, 20¢, 
often, hearts! 





Mopery Verstow or ‘‘ Wise Men or THE East.”’—The Congress 
of Orientalists. 
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NICOLL. 


OUTFITTER. LADIES’ TAILOR TO THE ROYAL FAMILY. 


114 to 120, REGENT STREET, and 22, CORNHILL, LONDON. 
PARIS: 29 and $31, RUE TRONCHET. 
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VINOLIA POWDER. 
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Feet, §c.) 

1s. Od., 3s. 6d., and 6s. 
per Box. 


VINOLIA DENTIFRICE. 


English, 2s. 6d. ; 
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OFF DUTY. 


The ‘‘ Daily Graphic” Weather-Young- Woman gets 
her *‘ Sundays out.” 








SILENCE AND SLEEP. 
(Lines written at Cock-crow. ) 


Nicut-TiME and silence! O’er the brooding hill 
The last faint whisper of the ond dies ; 

Meadows and trees and lanes are hushed and still, 
A shroud of mist on the slow river lies ; 

And the tall sentry poplars silent keep 

Their lonely vigil in a world of sleep. 

Yea, all men sleep who toiled throughout the day 
At sport or work, and had their fill of sound, 

The jest and laughter that we mate with play, 
The beat of hoofs, the mill-wheel grinding round, 

The anvil’s note on summer breezes borne, 

The sickle’s sweep in fields of yellow corn. 


And I too, as the hours go softly by, 
Lie and forget, and yield to ph behest, 
Leave for a space the world without a sigh, 
And pass through silence into dreamless rest ; 
Like a tired swimmer floating tranquilly 
Full in the tide upon a noe & sea. 
But hark, that sound! Again and yet again! 
Darkness is cleft, the stricken silence breaks, 
And sleep’s soft veil is rudely rent in twain, 
And weary nature all too soon awakes ; 
Though through the gloom has pierced no ray of light, 
To hail the dawn and bid farewell to night. 


Still is it night, the world should yet sleep on, 
And gather strength to meet the distant morn. 
But one there is who, though no ray has shone, 
Waits not, nor sleeps, but laughs all rest to scorn, 
The demon-bird that crows his hideous jeer, 
testless, remorseless, hateful Chanticleer. 


One did I say? Nay, hear them as they cry ; 
_5ix more accept the challenge of the foe : 

From six stretched necks six more must make reply, 
Echo, re-echo and prolong the crow. 

First shrieking singly, then their notes they mix 
In one combined cacophony of six. 

Miscalled of poets ‘* herald of the day,” 

Spirit of evil, vain and wanton bird, 

Was there then none to a moment’s stay 

_ Ere for thy being Fate the word ? 
Could not Ascr.eptas, when he ceased to be, 

Take to the realms of death thy tribe and thee ? 


ee 





VOL, Ol, 


What boots it thus to question ? for thou Arr, 
And still shalt be ; but never canst be still, 

Destined at midnight thus to play thy part, 
And when all else is silent to be shrill. 

Yea, as | lie all sleepless in the dark, 

I love not those who housed thee in the Ark. 





“AS GOOD AS A BETTER.” 
Dr. ANDREW Witson in ** Seience Jottings,”’ in the J//ustrated London News) 
| dares disparage Golf ‘‘ as an ideal game for young men,” venturing to advocate 


| the preferential claims of fogeyish Cricket, and even of futile Lawn Tennis— 


“© Scots, wha hae wi’ BaLrour teed.” 
| What wull ye say to this disloyal, slanderous, sacrilegious Anny? He hints 
that Golf is a mere modish fashion—even a fin de siecle fad!!! How many 
| perfervid and patriotic Scots will 
“* Condemn his soul to eternal perdition 
For his theory of the—National Game?” 

He says ‘‘ you hit a ball and walk after it, and manwuvre it intoahole.” Eugh! 
Such icy analysis would make Billiards a bore, and resolve ** Knuckle-down ”’ 
|into nonsense! ‘‘It is not (Golf is not!) a proceedin (proceeding, quotha !) of 
| which youths and young men should grow sateen =f As though, forsooth, 
| Golf were a sort of elderly Siren luring limp and languorous youths into ille- 
gitimate courses; a pass‘e Delilah, whose enervating fascinations sapped the 
virile vigour that might be dedicated to ‘that noblest of sports,” Cricket, or 
even that ‘‘ much better game,’’ Lawn Tennis! ! ! 

Surely the devotees of the Golf-cultus, the lovers of the Links, will be 
down like a ‘‘ driver” upon Dr. Wirson. Oh, Anpy, ANDY, between you and 

your “‘ brither Scots” there is henceforth ‘‘a great Golf fixed”! 








A Cricket Paradox. 


Tuoven true without questioning, yet all the same, 
It’s a trifle perplexing to know what it means— 
That the counties that hate most to lose in a game 
Would be pleased very much at your giving them Beans 





Wies on tHe (Sra) Green !—Some Frenchman (we are told by The Gentle- 
woman) has done Ladies a good turn by inventing a Bathing Wig, which 
keeps the hair dry without making the fair bather look ‘‘a fright.” Hooray ! 
Saprrva herself might shout for such an invention, which even the Nereids need 
|not despise. Dizzy once sarcastically referred to certain ‘ Bathing W(h)igs 
‘but they were of another sort. Not even the most adventurous Tory could 
| ** steal the clothes” of our latter day ‘‘ Bathing Wigs.” 








‘*Fixg SALMON You 'VE GoT THERE, PoULTER pe - ‘* SIXTY-FIVE Pounps, uy 
Lorp! SHALL I senp 1r Home To your Lorpsuir!’ — ‘““ WELL—ER—LOOK HERE 
Just cur ME HAtr A Pounp out oF THE MIDDLE THERE, AND GIVE IT ME In 
A Pisce or Parer!” 


N 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. VII. 


A Second-Class Compartment on the line betiween Wurzburg 
d Nuremberg. Povrcnry has been dull and depressed all day, 
not having recovered from the parting with Miss Trotrer. 
CULCHARD, on the contrary, ts almost ostentatiously cheerful. 
PoDBURY 1s intensely anxious to find out how far his spirits are 
genuine, but—partly from shyness, and partly because some of 
their fellow travellers hare been English—he has hesitated to 
introduce the subject. At last, however, they are alone, and he 
1s determined to have it out on the very first opportunity. 
Culchard 
shall get t 
Podbury 
I’m peckish. 


j 
ScrenY 


ar 


Abominably slow train, this Schnell-zug. I hope we 
Nuremberg before it’s too dark to see the general effect. 
We ’re not likely to be in time for table d’ héte— not that 

He sighs.) Wonder whereabouts the—the Trotrers 

rot to by now, eh ? 
He feels he is getting red, and hums the Garden Scene from 
** Faust.”’ 

indi ffe rently). 
I expect W onderful 
“fiect of colour. that is. 
| He indicates the West. 
of 
is flaming 

hetween a belt of firs. 

Podb. abe ntly . Oh, 
wonderful ! where ” 

Humes snatch of a 
waltz.) Dum-dum-did- 
dle-um-tum-dum-dum- 
dum -ty-doodle; dum- 
dum say, you don’t 
seem particularly cut 
| up? 

Culch. Cut up? Why 
should I be cut up, my 
dear fellow ? — about 

| what ? 

[ Before 
| erpiain, tivo 

tive Brit 

tumble up 


have 


Culeh Oh, let me see—just arriving at St. Moritz, 


where a har 


crimson 


a 


Poppcry can 
1 alka- 
ish Tourists 
the 
compartment, and 
he has to control his 
curweily once more. 
First 7. A We ll, ] 
we’re all right 
Sam, I’m sure 
| these German jokers 
have chivied us about 
enough for on journey! 
Jo Cutcnarp.) Not 
in your way, this ’at- 
box, Sir’ Don’t give 
yer much space in there 
foreign trains. (They 
settle down and the train 
starts.) Pretty bit o’ 
country along ’ere ! 
yuts me in mind o’ the 
boot part o Box ’Il— 
and I can’t say more for 
it than that ! 

Second T. T. (a little man with a sandy fringe and boiled-looking 
eyes). What I notice about the country abroad is they don’t seem to 
‘ave no landmarks. 

First T. 7. (with a dash of friendly contempt). What d’yer mean 

—no landmarks—signposts ? 

Second T. T. (with dignity). I mean to say, they don’t ’ave nothing 
to indicate which is Jack’s property, and which is Jor’s. 

First T. 7. Go on—they ’ve as much as what we ‘ave, 

Second T. T. ’ Avethey? We ’ave fences and ’edges. 
none P’raps you'll point me ow? one ? 

First 7 7 The re s precious few edges or fences in the Isle iy 
rhanet, as you ’d know if you’ve ever been to Margit. 

Second T. 7. (loftily). I’m not talkin’ about Margit now, I’m 
talkin’ of ‘ere, and I'll trouble you to show me a landmark. 

First T. T. Depend on it they’ve their own ways of knowing | 
which is ’oo’s. 

Second T. T. That’s not what I’m sayin’. 
nothing to indicate it. 


into 


now, 


I don’t see 


ere 


I’m sayin’ there ain’t 

| They argue the point at length. | 
Podb. (to Cutcnarp). Then you really aren’t cut up—about 

Miss T. you know ? 

Culch. (with the reserve of a man who only wants to be pressed). | 


“ Puts me in mind o” the best part o’ Box ’IIL.” 


ee , 
There is no reason that I am aware of, why I should be—but (lowe. 
ing his voice) don’t you think we had better wait till we are alone t, 
discuss that subject ? 
Podb. Oh, all right. I’m not partie—at least. Well, I'm gla 
you aren't, you know, that’s all. 
; {He becomes silent again—but his face brightens visibly, 


First T. T. (to Second Do.). See that field there? That’s tobac, 
that 1s, 

Second T. T. What they make their penny smokesof. (The trai, 
enters a station.) What funny engines they do’ave ’ere! I expect 
the guard ’ll be wanting to see our billyetts again next. It’s as bad 
as it used to be with the passports. I’ve ’eard—mind yer, I don’t 
know ’ow much likeli’ood there is in the assertion—that they 'r 
going to bring ’em in again. Most intricate they were about them, 

To CutcuarnD.) Why, if you’ll believe me, a friend o’ mine as ‘ad 
one—well, they got ’is description down to a ioter! He’d a cast in 
‘is eye,—they put it down, and a pimple you’d ’ardly notice—but 
down that went ! 

First T. T. It’s no use ’aving such things if they don’t do jt 
thoroughly 

Second T. T. (irrelevantly). I wish I 'adn’t ’ad that glass o’ peact 

wine where we changed 
last. (.4 Guard appear: 
at the window, and 
makes some guttural 
comments onthe couple's 
tickets.) Wechseln? 
Wh ’ that means wash, 
don’t it? I’m as clean 
as him, anyway. “ An- 
shteigen,”’—ah, I ought 
to know what that 
means by this time! 
Sam, my boy, we're 
bundled out again. | 
fold yer ’ow it would 
we 4 
[They tumble out, and 
the carriage is pre- 
sently filled by an 
assortment of Ger- 
mans, including 
lively and sociable 
little Cripple with a 
new drinking - mug 
which he has pust 
had filled with lag 
and a Lady with 
pale hair and senti- 
mental blue eyes. 
Podb. We can talk 
all right now, eh? 
They won’t understand. 
Look here, old fellow, 
I don’t mind owning 
I’m rather down in the 
mouth about you 
know what. I shouldn't 
care so much if ther 
was any chance of our 
coming across them 
again. 


Culch. 


(cordially). | 
am very glad to hear 


you say so. I was 
rather afraid you had taken a dislike—er—in that quarter. 

Podb. 1?—is it likely! I—I admire her awfully, you know, only 
she rather seemed to snub me lately. 

Culch. (with patronising re er Quite a mistake on your 
part, I assure you, my ) fe. fellow. am sure she will learn to 
appreciate you—er—fully when you meet again, which, I may tel! 
you, will be at no very distant date. I happen to know that she wi! 
be at the Italian Lakes early next month, and so shall we, if you let 
me manage this tour my own way. ; 

Podb. (with surprise and gratitude), I say, old boy, I’d no notion 
you were such a nailing good chap! Nein, danky. (To the little 
Cripple, who is cheerily inviting him, in pantomime, to drink from 
his mug.) Cheeky little beggar. But do you really think anything 
will—er—come of it, if we do meet her again—do you now * 

Culch. I—ah—have the best reasons for feeling tolerably certain 
of it. [ He looks out of window and smile s. 
Podb. But that cousin of hers—CHaRLEY, you know —how about him 

Culch. 1 put that to her, and there is nothing in it. In fact, she 
practically admitted—( He glances round and lowers his voice.) I we 
tell you another time. That lady over there is looking at us, 40¢ 


I’m almost certain—— 
id 











—i 


(Tr. 
‘ 


2) 


— 





| childish t 
| we're going to stay at different hotels ! 


| me, and you may t 
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Podb. What if she is, she don’t understand a word | 


we're saying. I want to hear all about Her, you know. 

Culch. My dear Popsury, we shall have ample time to 
talk about her while we are at Nuremberg together —it 
will be the greatest pleasure to me to do so as long as 
ever you lease. 

Podb. Thanks, old chap! I’d no idea you were doing 
all this, you know. But just tell me this, what did she 
say about me ? , 

Culch. (mystified). About you? I really don’t recol- 
lect that she mentioned you particularly. 

Podb. (puzzled). But I thought you said you’d been 
speaking up forme! What did you talk about then? | 

Culch. Well, about myself—na y: 

He settles his collar with a vague satisfaction. 

Podb. (blankly). Oh! Then you haven’t been arrang- 
ing to meet her = on my account ? 

Culch. Good Heavens, no—what a very grotesque 
idea of yours, my dear fellow! (He laughs gently. 

Podb. Is it? You always gave out that she wasn’t | 
your style at all, and you only regarded her as a 
* study,” and rot like that. How could J tell you would 
go and cut me out ? 

Culch. I don’t deny that she occasionally—er—jarred. 
She is a little deficient in surface refinement—but that 
will come, that will come. And as to ‘‘ cutting you out,” | 
wy, ee must allow you never had the remotest 

Podb. 1 don’t allow anything of the sort. She liked | 
me well enough till—till you came in and set her against | 
hink it friendly if you like, but I 
call it shabby—confoundedly shabby. 

a. Don’t talkso loud, I’msure I sawthat woman 
smile . 

Podb. She may smile her head off for all Ieare. (The 
train stops; the Cripple and all but the Pale-haired Lady 
get out.) Here we are at Nuremberg. What hotel did 
you say you are going to? 

Culch, The Bayrischer-Hof. Why ? 

(He gets his coat and sticks, &c., out of the rack. 

Podb. Because I shall go to some other, that’s all. 

Culch. (in dismay). My dear Popsvry, this is really too 
There’s no sense in travelling together, if 














Podb. I’m not sure I shall go any further. Anyway, 
while I am here, I prefer to keep to myself. 

Culch. (with a displeased laugh). Jast as you please. 
It’s a matter of perfect indifference to me. I’m afraid 
you'll be terribly bored by yourself, though. 

Podb, That’s my look out. It can’t be worse than 
going about with you and listening while you crow and 
drivel about her, that’s one comfort! [Zhe Pale-haired 
Lady coughs in a suspicious manner. 

Culch, You don’t even know if there 7s another hotel. 

Podb, I don’t care. I can find a pot-house somewhere, 
I mp 

The Pale-haired Lady (in excellent English, to Pop- | 
BURY as he passes out). on me, you will find close 
to the Bahnhof a very goot hotel—the Wurtemburger. | 

(Popsury thanks her and alights in some confusion ; | 
the Lady sinks back, smiling. 

Culch. (annoyed). She must have understood every 
word we said! Are you in earnest over this? (Pop-| 
BURY nods grimly.) Well, you’ll soon get tired of your 
own society, I warn you. 

Podb. Thanks, we shall see. 





(He saunters off with his bag; Cuicnarn shrugs his | off?” 


shoulders, and goes in search of the Bayrischer-Hof 
Porter, to whom he entrusts his luggage tickets, and 
takes his seat in the omnibus alone. 











Ahi 


ET MUTAMUR IN ILLIS!” 


** NOS 
(International Feline Amenities. ) 


Fair French Republican, ‘‘So you ’AVE RETURN FROM Panis? How pip yor 


LIKE IT?” 
Lady Godiva, ‘On, PAS DE TOUT—IT 18 80 ALTERED FOR THE Worse! For 
I CAN REMEMBER WHAT IT WAS IN THE DEAR OLD DAYS OF THE Emring !” 
Fair French Republican. ‘AW, MILAM, 18 IT NOT POSSIBLE ZAT PARIS MAY 
FIND YOU A LITTLE BIT ALTERED TOO!” 








STORICULES. 
IV.—A Revrewer’s ConreEssIon. 

I am extremely fond of sitting and looking on; but I do not care about taking 
part in anything. There are some people who cannot even witness a cab accident 
without wanting to be the horse or the man who is sitting on the horse’s head. 
They walk round the prostrate animal and give advice ; and if they are allowed 
to help in any way, they are quite happy. If such poe watch a game of any 
sort, they always wish they were taking part in it. I once went to a cricket- 
ground to eat luncheon, and I went with an enthusiast of this kind. We noticed 
that his attention seemed distracted, that he only replied in monosyllables when 
we spoke to him, and that there was something on his mind. *‘I would give,” 
he exclaimed, at last—and it was the only remark that he had volunteered for 
half-an-hour—‘‘I would give a year of my life for twenty minutes with that 
bowling.” He was evidently deeply affected. ‘‘ Why don’t they take him 

he moaned. There were tears in his eyes. I do not quite understand 
that feeling. I can watch absolutely anything, but I never want to do more. I 


| was not made to undertake principal varts—i can witness amateur theatricals 


without wishing to be the prompter. review novels, but I do not write them. 
The other day I wheel a game of tennis. I had placed the lounge-chair in 
a safe and shady position. I had got a paper-knife and the third volume with 





“ANGELS AND MINISTERS OF GRACE!” 
(“The London Correspondent of the Manchester Guardian 


ing at the 
against the wholesa 
House.””} 
Uxcattant! Vastly fine! But when they“crowd 
e terrace seats, elbow us in the lobbies, 
Chatter and laugh, and care no more about 
wiederly) senators than s or bobbies ; 
Wi then, Sir, all M.P.’s of nerve and nous 
ill say that, though we love the babbling beauties, 
€ swarming of these ‘‘ Angels in the House,’”’ 


admiesion of ladies to the precincts of the 





hears that certain ungallant Members of Parliament are threaten- | indefinable way, made 
ming next Session to make a formal protest | arranged for the watching of tennis. 


Will simply play the devil with its duties! | came across anything t 


me. The cat had followed me out of the library, and sat down in a convenient 
| position so that I could scratch it gently behind the ear if I wanted to. I was 
| smoking a pipe that had just reached the right stage of maturity, and, in some 

ife seem richer and better. Everything was well 


| There were two players—Brit, a young son of the house, whom I knew 
|intimately, and Tommy, a boy of the same age, who had pan ene up frum the 
| Rectory. I had not seen Tommy before. He was a nice-' ooking little’boy, and 
wore a black necktie in the collar of his silk tennis-shirt. B11 is not good- 
looking; he is red and freckled, and grins vastly. He was wearing rather 
unclean flannels, and did not look quite so refined and delicate as Tommy I 
compared the two boys, and thought that I preferred Brit. In the first game of 
the set, Brut, who plays wonderfully well, won easily ; after that, my attention 
got fixed on that third volume. I turned down a corner of the page whenever | 
hat was at all conventional. I was_reading the book for 
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review, and my notice of it was to appear in The Scalpel on the 
following Saturday. It was, on the whole, a capital novel, but it 
was by an author who had been, I thought, more successful than 
was good for him. He had been elected freely to the best Clubs. 
During the season he had gone everywhere. en editions of his 
book had been sold. He had acquired a little cult who said extrava- 
gant things about him in the literary papers. It is sickening to se« 
| aman reverenced during his lifetime. I could i ine him posing 
before his cult and being pleased; even before I had read a page of 
| his novel, I had made up my mind to administer to him a wholesome 
corrective in the pages of The Scalpel. I was rather sorry to find that 
it was really a capital novel; but it had enough faults for my purpose. 
I had read for some time before I turned my attention to the game 
again. When I did so, I was startled, for it was perfectly obvious 
that Bru. was giving the game away. 
like inv lightning with a bend in it; he was now serving in a 
modified manner, which he generally uses only when he is playing 
with girls who are not his sisters. It was also obvious that Tommy, 
who looked very elated, fully believed that he was winning on 


+ 
si Die 


SA Mu 35 4 
oa | 


his own merits, and had no idea that Brit was merely allowing him 
to win. 
“My game 
** You've improved awfully,” said Br. 
I could not imagine why Brit had intentionally lost that set, for I 


and set!” cried Tommy, joyously. 


knew that he hated losing. When Tommy had gone home again to 
the Rectory, Birt came up to me to ask how old I thought a man 
ought to be before he began smoking. I said that I thought thirty- 
six was about the right age, and asked Bit why he had let Tommy 
win. 
“Oh, nothing particular,” said Brix, in his matter-of-fact way ; 
| ‘only 1’d never seen him wear that kind of tie before, and I asked 
him what he was doing it for, and he said it was for his aunt; she 
| died a few weeks back ; so I thought 1 might as well give him the set 
| to make up for it.” 
I was rather amused. 
self,” I said. 

** Yes, he ll brag about that game all over the place,” replied Brit, 
| rather despondently. For a moment or two he was silent, imagining 
| the triumph and pride of Tomuy. ‘‘I’d punch his head as soon as 
| look at him,” he added. 

** What on earth for? He thought he’d won by play.” 

** He can’t play any more than a cow, but that’s not it. I hate to 
see anyone get so glorious about anything. Well, I don’t know—it’s 
kind of natural. He'd have had a right to brag, if he had really 
won, and he thought he did.” 

** Anyhow,” I said, severely, “‘ it’s a mean trick to want to damage 
my just because he’s pleased with himself when he’s got a right 

0 De. 


** Well, yes—I 'll give you thirty.” 


ad 


Tommy looked very pleased with him- 


His usual service 1s a little | 


LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 
No. IL—TO POMPOSITY. 


My pear Pomposiry, 

Ir was only yesterday that I dined with Butwer, th 
wealthy brewer, in his magnificent mansion in the neighbourhood (| 
dare not be more precise) of Belgrave Square. You know as well as 
I do that Butmer’s origin, though it may not have been humble, was 
certainly obscure. Nobody quite knows how he first managed ty 
become a partner in the great concern which he now entirely controls, 
Fifteen years ago few people ever heard of or drank the “ Pellucid 
Ale” without which no tap-room and few middle-class luncheon 
tables can now be considered complete. Suddenly, however, column 
upon column of the daily press overflowed, as it were, with thox 
two magic words ; analytical chemists investigated the properties of 
the beverage, and one and all pronounced it in highly technical 
language to contain more bone-forming and sinew-developing 
elements than any other known beer. The poutes-ane- teet-iring 
public was fascinated by a series of memorable stanzas :— 

‘ The hardy Briton loves good cheer, 
His mighty sinews never fail : 

‘Pour me,’ he « ‘a draught of Beer, 
And let it be Pellucid Ale.’ ”’ 


ries 


So the verse began, and it was 
illustrated by a flaring symbolical 
picture in two compartments. In 
the first a throng of gaunt and 
miserable creatures was repre- 
sented crawling with difficulty 
towards an immense barrel, astride 
which sat a lusty, hop - crowned 
deity. In the second, every 
member of the same throng had 
become stout and hearty. The 
hollow cheeks were round and 
shining with health, the bent 
backs were straight, the dreary 
faces were wreathed in smiles, 
and every hand held a foam- 
topped glass of ‘‘ Pellucid Ale.” 
Underneath were painted the 
words, *‘ After one glass.” Even 
without the title, the inference 
was obvious; the confiding public 
drew it, and immense quantities of 
Butmer’s ale, almost simulta- 
neously, and the result was that, in 
a very short time, BuLMER might 
have rolled in money if he had felt 
disposed — as, to do him justice, 
he never did—to render himself 
ridiculous. Now what is there in 
the fact that Butmer has made a 
fortune in beer that should inflate him to so insufferable an extent? | 
Can it be that there is some mysterious property in the liquid itself, 
some property which, having escaped even the careful investigation 
of the analytical chemists, has pervaded the being of Buimen, and 
has induced him to patronise the inhabited world? I thought so 
once. Indeed I have fost myself in conjectures on this point. But I 
now know that Butmer has fallen under your sway, and that you, 
my dear Pomposrry, direct his every movement, and inspire his 
every thought. Now, the other night, when, as I say, 1 was dining at | 
| his table, Butmer was in one of his most glorious and vain-glorious 
|moods. Patronage radiated from him upon my humble self and the 
| rest of the tribe of undoubted inferiors whom he permitted to bask 
|} in his shining presence. 
| My dear boy,” said Butmer to me, while he inserted his thumbs 
| in the arm-openings of his waistcoats, and drummed an approving 
| tattoo upon his shining shirt-front, ‘‘my dear boy, I have always 
been your friend, and nobody knows it better than you. Many 4 
time have I proved it to you, and I can honestly assure you that 
| nothing gives me greater pleasure than to welcome you in person to 
}my humble home.” 
| I thanked the great man deferentially, and assured him I was | 
deeply sensible of his many kindnesses. But after he had turned | 
| away, some malicious spirit prompted me, in spite of myself, to reflect | 
| upon the favours that Bouume has conferred upon me. Were they, 
| sheer all, so numerous and so great? Was I, on the whole, so poor 4 
| worm as he imagined me to be? Had he in fact made me what 1} 
jam’ These ungrateful thoughts chased one another through my | 


*“Can’t play. I’m going to finish this novel, Bru.” 
** Is that one of the on you write about in the papers ?”’ | perplexed brain, and I was forced to acknowledge to myself that at | 
* Yes.” ' | the various crises of my career the fairy form of Butwer had been | 
*" Are you going to praise it, or cut it up?” absent. Yet Butwer 1s firmly convinced that I owe any modest | 


‘I'm going to give it such a——well, no, on second thoughts, I| success I may have attained and all my annual income to his 
believe Im going to praise it.” And I did. | beneficent efforts on my behalf. And the worst of it is, that he has 
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} 
irritating his perverse acquaintances. Was Butmer always thus ? 
When he began on his small salary, did he patronise the office-boy ? 
When he had learnt to spell, did he devote his first epistolary efforts 
to the pompous patronage of his parents?’ I fancy I can hear him 
declaring to his tottering father that a man so blessed in his son 
might well console himeslf for many a grievous disappointment, and 
the old man | am sure meekly accepted his son’s assurance, and 

ned with his wife in thanking providence for granting them so 
great a happiness. But Butwer Too different fashions of showing 
his superiority. I will do him the credit of saying that I do not 
believe him to be a Snob. He does not prostrate himself before the 
great, since he believes himself to be greater than they can ever be. 
But he knows that ordinary human nature is apt to be impressed by 
the appearance of intimate familiarity with persons of title. And 
BcuimeEk therefore uses the Peers of his circle as instruments where- 
with he may belabour the minds of his humbler friends. 

‘The Marquis of Cueppar,”’ he will say, in a tone of grandeur, 
‘‘did me the honour to consult me about his furniture to-day, and | 
told him what I thought. The fact is her Ladyship has no taste, and 
the Marquis has less, but I arranged it all for them.” 

And I am certain that BuLMER spoke the truth, but I am equally 
certain that it was unnecessary for him to mention the subject at all. 
Yet little Krykes, | know, went away persuaded that the aristo- 
cracy trembled at ButmeEr’s nod, and that to know him was a privi- 
lege. Unfortunately Butmen, with all his good-nature, wearies me, 
I know I am not worthy to tie his shoe-string, but I am disposed to 
imitate MontRonD, who, when he was told that he cheated at cards, 


| replied, ** C’est tape Monsieur, mais je n’aime pas qu’on me le 


dise,” and flung his wine-glass in his accuser’s face. Cease, my dear 

Pomposity, to torment me by means of Butmer. I may address 

you again, but, in the meantime, 
I remain, your humble Servant, 

Diogenes Roprnson. 





A ROYAL (OLYMPIC) DIVORCE. 


A Page from French History by Mrs. Markham, after W. G. Wills.) | be told off to see that Narotron’s charger behaved himself. 


Anp so, when Napotgon had won Austerlitz, he thought he would | 
marry Marre Louise, Archduchess of Austria, although, as you 


| know, he was already wedded to Joserurye, his first wife. To effect | 


| this purpose, he sent his Minister of State, TaALLEYRAND, and two! 





. comic Marshals, called 
deities) Munat and Ney, to see 
LNGTe| / the Empress and explain 
i) to her his wishes; and 
this they did with 
much effect that Her 
Majesty consented, and 
fainted on the spot. 
Whether the swoon was 
real, or in another sense 
Sa feint, is not known, 
because she was a mis- 
tress of deception. For 
instance, although she 
was nearly a negress in 
complexion, she man- 
aged, at the Palace of 
Fontainebleau, to appear 
in a flaxen wig, an 
with all the appearance 
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Shortly after the Empr- 
ROoR’s marriage with his 


Wills and Ways; or, a Hand at Nap. 7 om 5S ool Ls “the 
assistance of a British Dramatist, called W. G. Wiis (who had already 
made some alterations in the History of England for the benefit of 
CHARLES THE Frest and Mr. Henry Irvine), she managed to protect 
the baby King of Rome from a ballet mob in the Gardens of the 
Tuileries, and also to afford considerable assistance to her Austrian 
successor while that ‘‘ vulgar’’ person was crawling up some stone steps. 
Later still, she contrived to have an affecting interview on the eve of 
the Battle of Waterloo with NaPoLEon himself, although it has been 
reported in some quarters that she had become defunct a year before 


of a blonde beauty. | 


. a ' 
top-heavy and overwhelming good-nature about him. He when they were beaten,” and soldiers with iron-like tenacity. 
y means to be kind and genial where he only succeeds in| Joseruine subsequently died of visions at Malmaison to the soothing | 


| 
| 


| 


| 








new wife, that lady| 
called upon her prede- | 
cessor, and behaved in| 
such a fashion that, 
JOSEPHINE was justified | 


|**My shoe” and ** My sheer.” 


the occurrence of that important victory. It was on this occasion | 


that the Hero of Austerlitz gave a most valuable testimonial to the 


British Army, to whom he referred as “* bull-dogs who never knew | showers ambrosial (hair! 











sound of soft music kindly supplied by a semi-concealed orchestra. 
CONVERSATION ON A Royat (Otymprc) Divorce. 


Mrs. Markham. And now, dear little Frank, can you tell mé 
why the Battle of Waterloo was lost ? ; 
rank. Because, dear Mamma, it was removed from its resting- 
place in the Panorama close to Victoria Street. 
Mrs. Markham, That is a most intelligent reply, but I do not 
think you are quite right. I fancy the Battle must have been lost 
be cause, out of the couple of dozen or so of French soldiers who took 





Waterloo in Play; or, the Charge of a Charger. 


art in the Victory in Wych Street, a considerable number had to | 


George. And yet, dear mother, after the performances, I myseli 
saw the noble steed trotting most good-naturedly in rear of a 
hansom cab. 

Mrs. Markham. When you are all older, I will take you mysel! 
to examine the Model of the celebrated Battle in the Royal United 
Service Institution ; in the meanwhile, you may rest satistied with 
the explanation I have afforded you. 

Mary. But mother, dear, do you not think that Naronpon and 
his Army may possibly have trembled at the red fire and the picture 
of carnage on the painted canvas, that, on the occasion under 
discussion, confronté them ? 

Mrs. Markham. It is notimprobable ; and now, Cuan.es, can you 
tell me anything about Narorron ? 

Charles. Yes, dearest Mamma. He wasstrikingly like Mr. Bowron 
the excellent Member of Parliament, who represents so ably a portion 
of St. Pancras, and had a curious and elever way of hugging his 
elbows when his arms were crossed behind his back. 

Mrs. Markham. That was indeed the ease, and I am glad to sce | 
that you have paid so much attention to historical accuracy. And 
you, Mary, what do you know about the Ladies-in-waiting upon the | 

Empress JOSEPHINE ? 

Mary. That even in the direst straits they were fond of practical | 
joking. One of them, for instance, on the eve of the Battle of 
Waterloo, finding a general’s uniform, that for some unaccountable 
reason was hanging up in an inn at Jenappes, assumed the costume, 
and, thus disguised, had a great deal of fun with her husband, th 
Marshal AUGEREAU, who was then on his way to the front, with th 
avowed purpose of engaging the allied armies of England and 
Prussia in mortal combat. 

Mrs. Markham. And you, Frank—what do you know of 
TALLEYRAND ? 

Frank. That there seemed to be some doubt about his ~~ r title. 
Some called him ‘* Monseigneur,” some *‘ Monsieur,” and some even 





Mrs. Markham. Well, my dear children, you all seem to have 
been very observant, and let me hope that if 4 Royal Divorce does 
not exactly add to the reputation of Napoiron, Joserurmy, Mr 
WIts, or Marre Louise, it may yet fill the coffers of Miss Grace 
HAwrTHorne. 

Navat Nore.—The Shibboleth of international courtesy in these 
days of big Iron-clad Fleets should surely be, ** May it please your 
Warships!” 


Sone or THe SHampoorn One (AFTER Tennysox),.—‘’ Sweet after 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 


‘My u! ge Boy, 
HAD BEEN \ INATED,”” 
** Yes, Sin; BUT 


SIR, 


DIED WHEN 


IT WAS THE 


THE MODERN “BED OF PROCRUSTES.” 


or “the Stretcher,” was the sur- 
name of one PoLyremon, a Greek “ gentleman of 
the road,” we amiable habit was to stretch or 
shorten the bodies of travellers who fell into his 
hands, so as to make them of the same length as a 
certain bed of his upon which it was his wont to tie 
them. | 


[ProcrvsteEs, 


wh 


To shorten the long, and to lengthen the short, 

May have made the Greek robber - chief 
exc Lhe nt sport ; 

But the Stretcher’s strange pallet-rack seems 
out of date 

In the land of the free, 
State. 


*neath a well-ordered 


HE WAS ONLY Two 
**How VERY sap! 
_Vaccrn ATION AS CARRIED HIM OFF, 


MONTHS OLD, JUST AFTER HE 
HAD HE BEEN Baprisep!” 
Sir! 


ees ~ * ane Nrrevs,* that pet of the 


Seiee om perfect prevs aile th i in— Hades 


are alike.” Said THERsITEs, 
** for 

That’s neta but beau 

y agree 

With such levelling down to the churl who for 
shape 

In his - second life chose the form of an 
a 


For 


Nrmevs could 


HERSITES & Co., 
small, tn 
Who in free competition must go to the wall, 


for the weakly and 


* Luctan’s Dialogues of the Dead. 


| The plan of Procrvstes has obvious ch: m ; 
‘Cut ’em down to our standard, chop legs 
shorten arms! 
sring us all to one level in power and pay 
By the rule of a legalised Eight Hours pr, 
So shoats Labour’s Lilliput—that is its voic 
And the modern Prockustes thereat must 
rejoic e 
‘No giants, no dwarfs! 
and Burt, 
But to *‘ raise the whole race ”’ 
in a spurt, 
And while Nature provides us with genius 
and clown, 
There is nought to be gained by mere levelling 
down. 
So the _ of ProcrusteEs, my boys, will n 
work, 
Or will benefit none save the sluggard or 


t” 


So say Brownrye 


can’t be dy 


shirk. 
Oh yes, the bold bully stands swaggering 
there 
With the 
the air, 
Type of heedless Compulsion, the shallow of 
pate, 
Who man’s freedom would sell to a fetish of 
State. 
Self-help and joint effort, as Burt wisely said, 
Are better by far than—that comfortless bed, 
rhat new Little-Ease that free Labour would 


axe in his hand, and his head in 


pack, 

On a sort of plank-pillow combined with a 
rack, 

**Come on, longs and shorts 
crustes the New, 

‘* Law shall lend us its axe, and its rope, and 
its screw 

I must “1 you all fit to my Bed standard- 
sized ! 

Ah! Labour may well look a little surprised. 

‘Fit us all to that cramped prison-pallet! 

Oh lor! 

It may suit a few stumpies, 
holds more. 

Might as well fit us out with fixed 
from our birth, 

Regardless of difference in growth, or in 
girth. 

No! Snap-votes may be caught 

Congress’s roar, 

But tool us all down to one gauge, 
Oh lor!!!” 


!” shouts Pro- 


but England 


‘duds’ 


*midst a 


mate ¢ 


New Unionist Titan and Stentor in one, _ 

To pose as PRockusTEs may seem rather fun; 

When it comes to the pinch of experiment, 
then men, 

You may find that some millions of labouring 

Of all sorts and sizes, all callings and crafts, 

rhe toilers by furnaces, factories, shafts, 

The thrail of the mine, and the swart stithy 
slave, [wave, 

The boys of the bench, and the sons of the 

Are not quite so easy to “‘ size up”’ all round 

To that comfortless bed where you’d havé 
them all bound, 

As the travellers luckless who fell in the way 

Of p old Attic highwayman TuHesevs did 
slay. 

Though your voice may sound loud and your 
thews look immense, 

You may fall to the Tursevs—of Free Com- 
mon Sense [beguiles no 

As Burt say s—and his eloquence moves but 

On short cuts to Millennium: Providence 
smiles not! 








ot 


Appropriate Location.—‘‘ Yes,” said 4 
frie nd of the person they were discussing, 

‘he is a great traveller, and tells you some 
of the most marvellous stories.” ““* Wher 
| does he live?” was the question. And the 
| very natural answer was, ‘Oh, in some out- 
| and-out-lying district.” 
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THE BITTER GRY OF THE OUTCAST CHOIR-BOY. 
sneak, break, break, 

Br velce, on my ald top C! 

And I would that my tongue could utter 


and general crowd of “‘ loafers,” assemble | 
opposite my my Xe windows, braving | 
south-west wind (half a gale of it), and a 
general downpour, leaden sky, and indica- 
| tions of ** being in”’ for ** another day of it.” 


The thoughts that arise in me! | I feel quite convinced that the Professor 
| in velvet tights hus rapidly whipped up the 
O, well for the | whole place with some such sentence as *‘ No. 


fishmonger’s | 27 ov the Grand Esplanade. Give the Old 
. y . are there ataste. He wants waking up a 
a e| bit! 
shrieks his | I write to my Medical Adviser. One day 
two notes | is much like another here, 1 cannot say I go 
above A! | forward very fast. 1 admit the weather has 
O, well tor the | been against me here; still, things might, 
or’s son | I think, have been better. 

That hesoars; Take this, for instance, as a typical day 
in the old, | for an invalid. It is hardly the sort of place 
old way! | to “ pick up” in; at least, so it strikes me. 

And the twelve-year chaps go on 9 a.M.—Am disturbed after a windy night, 

Up the gamut steady and shrill ; | which has threatened to blow the front of 

jut, O, for the creak of a larynx cracked, | the house (one of the twenty-four command- 

And a glottis that won’t keep still! |ing a fine sea-view ‘‘ both ways’’) off, and| 


y 


s 





| We mourned long ago for King Jamnacn THE 


THE KING OF THE BEASTS. 
A Zoological Elegy. 

[Cuances Jamnacu, the celebrated naturalist 
and menagerie-keeper, of St. George’s-in-the- East, 
died on September 6, at the age of 76.) 

THe news on the town like a thunderbolt 
burst, 

The loss of the Season tis reckoned ; 





First, 
Now we weep for King Jamnacn Tue 
SECOND. 
There ’s grief at the Zoo, all the Lions bohoo, 
And the Elephants dolefully trumpet ; 
The Tiger ’s in tears, and the lonely Kocdoo 
With sorrow ’s as cold as a crumpet. 
e was seventy-six; but to cross o’er the 
Styx 
At that age—for a Jamnacu 
ture ; 
There are lots of young cubs who feel quite 


was prema- 

























Break, break, break, 
(0 voice, on my dear top C. 
But the swell solo parts of a boyhood fled 
They ’ll never give more to me! 








ANNALS OF A QUIET WATERING-PLACE 
THAT HAS “SEEN ITS DAY.” 
Tuts is the nineteenth day that I have had 


my face glu - 
for the promised ‘* break” in the weather 
that is to enable me to get a little of the 
benefit of the sea-air of place that my 
doctor assures me is ** to do such wonders for 
me in a week that I shall not know myself.” 
What it might do for me if I could only get 
hold of it, 1 can only gases, but the result 
of the persistent rain been slowly but 
surely to empty the Grand Esplanade, the 
drawing and dining-room floors of which 
announce on col cards that the whole 
twenty-four establishments are ‘“‘to let,” 
with the result that all the recreation that 
| Torsington-on-Sea affords has formed a sort 
| of conspiracy to drive me mad with amuse- 
ment. 

The trombone of the town band steals a 
march on the rest, commencing as early as 
eight o'clock in the morning with a very 
powerful rendering of ‘‘ Ji Balen,” who is 
succeeded in turn by the di i 
Minstrel with the da 

| comes a Professor in black velvet spangled 
| tights, who insists, spite my shaking my head 
at him dolefully through the drizzling mist, 
in going through a drawing-room entertain- 
ment for the amusement and edification of a 
Telegraph-office Boy, who has apparently only 
| one message to deliver, and it 1s to be pre- 
sumed finds time — consequence a little 
beevily upon his hands. Spite my menacing 
and almost fierce refusal to a at my 
window, however, he has the Pordibood to 
| knock, and ask for a “trifle.” This, if I 
| could only ensure that he would devote it to 
| the purchase of a place on the coach to Bar- 
| minster, I would gladly give him; but knowing 
| that it will only enab iin to make an early 
breakfast of cold gin and bitters at the 
Boar’s Head and Anchor,” I shake my fist 
at him, as much as to say, *‘ am feeble I admit, 
and do not, I dare say, look as if there were 
much — in me! But, by Jove! there is 
| such a thing as the law, even, I suppose, at 
Torsington-on-Sea! You had best not tempt 
me too far, my fine fellow.” 


| 
| 
| 





ed to the window-pane watching | P 


in my first and only turn of refreshing sweet 
| sleep, by the Silvery-voiced Tenor, who per- 
| sists, spite entreaties, requests, and finally 
threats, to move a little further away, or 
curtail a singularly florid version of ‘' Fra 
Poco,’ under eighteen-pence. On, at length, 
threatening to send for the police if he de- 
clines to desist, he meets the announcement 
with shouts of derisive laughter, a fact 
which, Mrs. Copsies, my landlady, is kind 
enough to explain, indicates that ‘‘ The 
oliceman,” not retiring till half-past one | 
that morning, he will not be available, even : 
for a murder, before two o’clock in the after- , you; 

noon. I compromise ‘the matter, therefore, | Bison, old boy, do not bellow 
by sending out sixpence to the Silvery- | There quite so tremendously ! 
voiced Tenor, begging Mrs. Coppies to) , _ stupendously ! 

give as heartrending a description as pos- |, 5° is the Ornithorhynchus. = 
sible of my exhausted condition, which But don’t howl the roof off, your anguish in 
has the effect of wringing from the Mario | proof of, , , 
of Torsington an expression of sympathy, Or Kegent’s Park swells mad may think 
and an intimation that he will finish ** Fra 
Poco” round the corner. 

But ill news travels apace, and within ten 
minutes the discarded Christy Minstrel with 
the concertina that is somewhat out of order, 
and the Town Band (reduced to three), as if 
by common con- ; / ; 
sent, together 
with the man in 
black velvet 
spangled tights, 
a short walking- 
stick, wash-hand 
basin, and small 
square of carpet, 


in a fix 
At the thought that he will not see them 


mature. 
They how! with wide gorges to think that St. 
George's 
Will see him no more—ah! no, never! 
He will not preside at their shin-of-beef 
orgies 
Or nurse them through phthisis or fever. 
The travelling menagerie must wait an age 
"ere he— | 
JamRacn—will find any fellow. 
Barnum, ’tis well you are gone we can tell 





Sad? Oh, 


us. 
Yes, Rageagial Mole, we are ‘“‘left in the 
ole, 
But still we must think of our dignity. 
Animal sorrow from bardlings must borrow 
The true elegiac benignity. 
That Japanese pug I could willingly hug, 
He yaps out his grief so discreetly, 
And dear Armadillo knows how to sing 
| * Willow,” 
Like poor Desdemona, most sweetly. 
My dear Felis Leo, I do feel that we owe 
A debt to the urban proprieties. 
Don’t shame yourself, Ursa, but quite rice 
versd, 
| You know how impressive caste’s quiet is! 








San ae ow he / | But, Jamracu! © Jamracu! Woe’s 
magic, before ’ 
Mrs. CoBBLeEs’ 4 stretched on no sham rack 

| Of metre that mourns you sincerely ; 


lodgings, and E’en that hard nut o’ natur, the great Alli- 


with the un-earning increment of Torsing- 

ton-on-Sea as audience, commence a simul- | gator, : 

taneous matinée for my special benefit at | Has eyes that look red, and blink queerly. 
Mere “ crocodile’s tears,’’ some may snigger ; 


twenty-five minutes and a half to ten. 

Mrs. Copsies’ assurance that the poor 
gentleman has ‘‘ not closed his eyes all night”” | 
seems only to stimulate them to further| 
effort. As I feel that even twenty minutes 
of this recreation will certainly drive me 
mad, I beg Mrs. CopBiEs to send the boy who 
comes to clean the boots and knives to disturb 
the One Policeman in his first sweet slumber. | 
If nothing else will stir him, he is to be| 
informed that No. 34 on the Esplanade is on 
fire, or if that fails, he may throw in 33 and 
35 aswell. In fact, he need not be particular 
as to facts, but return with the Policeman he 
must! There isa good-sized crowd assembled 


but jeers 
Must disgust at a moment so doleful. 
For Jamracu the brave, who has gone to his 
grave, 
All our sorrow ’s sincere as tis soulful ! 











Telling the Wasps. 


(With Acknowledgments to the Greek Anthology 
and Mr, Andrew Lang.) 
Cynics, and ye critics cold, : 
When the wasps return with Spring, 
Tell them that Tuersires old 
Perished in his fault-hunting, 





His reply to this is characteristic; at least,|on the Esplanade, but as I am attired in a Perished on an Autumn night. 
[think so. For within twenty minutes the | scarlet flannel dressing-gown, white night- Now no more he’ll ban and blight 
disearded Christ Minstrel, the Silvery-voiced | cap, and am arguing the Act of Parliament In the ** weeklies,” as of yore ; 
Tenor, some perlorming d the whole of the | with the deserted Christy Minstrel with some But the valley and the heig t 
Town Band, the Man with the Bath-chair warmth, it may account for it. Miss a biter and a bore! 
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MR. PUNCH HAS A LITTLE TOUR IN IRELAND. 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 


Carrer V. 

Popperie— Noise— Quiet — Descent—Cerberus— Picture— Catacombs 
Sensational —Stalactite—Surmises— Dreads— Poppy— Weird— 
Desertion— Lost— Terrors — Candle— Out ! 

ArniveD! These are the works that Porrerte & Co. built. Ona 
height, commanding fine panoramic view. Approach to the house 
and stores is through a fresh-looking garden, everything neat and 
trim. Quite a surprise to find oneself suddenly among hundreds of 
casks and cases. Distant sound of carts and horses, of pulleys and 
cranks, of bringing in and sending out; but this sound is only a 
gentle hum—a murmuring accompaniment as it were; for, con- 
sidering the amount of work that involves a lot of noise throughout 
the day, exeept, perhaps, during the feeding hours, the note of 
this place is its air of quiet activity. There is, I remark, a curious 
favour in the atmosphere, that causes me to smack my lips, quite 
involuntarily, as if tasting wine. Remember somebody telling me, 
that the mere wine-laden atmosphere of the London Docks is quite 
enough to make anyone feel the worse for liquor, even though you 
do not touch a single drop in the vaults. We have not yet reached the 
yaults, but somehow there ’s something peculiarly exhilarating in the 


| 








| knowledge that we are in the outer court of one of King Cham-| 
pews many palaces. Mem. Grand idea fora scene in a Drury | 
ane Pantomime. Visit to Palace of Porrry tue First, king of the | 
Champagne country. Register copyright and suggest it to Sir 
| Devry O’Lanvs. 

Davervet has his hat in his hand and his overcoat over his arm. | 
With his handkerchief he is mopping his fevered brow. ‘‘ Piff!” he 
| exclaims, ‘* qu'il fait chaud! No? Youdon’t find it? Ido. Caramba! | 
O Champagnski ! da Karascho! O Maman! Come on! Here is our | 
leader, le bon Vesquien! Allons! Marchons! Long to reign over | 
us:’’—then as we move forward, Davsrvet again bursts into song, | 
| 4s usual more or less out of tune. This time he favours us with | 
| snatches of ‘* God save the Queen!” and finally, as we enter a huge 
tunnel, and, as I judge from the steep incline, are commencing | 
| our descent into the eave, I hear his voice behind me singing | 

We're leaving thee in sorrow, ANNIE!” 
Darker and darker as we descend through this tunnel. Orpheus 

| going to find Eurydice. No Cerberus about, thank goodness. 
| Wonder if any rats or blackbeetles? By the way, Cerberus would | 
| have been a nasty one for rats. Cerberus, with three to one on| 
him (‘‘ Heads I win—tails you rats lose”), doing a match against 
| time in killing rats, is a fine subject for a weird classical picture 
yet to be painted. What R.A. could grapple with so tremendous a 
composition? On returning to ‘‘carp the upper air,” must mention 

| the subject to Sir FrepERick the Great. Cerberus would be a nasty 








| him lie! 





| one for rats to tackle. My ideas of anything alive underground are 
| generally associated with suchlike warmint. At last—out of the 
tunnel! and now, I presume, in the caves. Here someone, gradually 
| assuming a palpable form, emerges from somewhere out of a dar 

corner, and hands toeach of us a long piece of wood about the length 
of a harlequin’s bat (note, pantomime again), only that this is an 
inch or so thick and quite two inches wide at one end, where 
presently a candle is fixed by an attendant sprite,—the slave of the 
| tallow candle,—and the wand, so to speak, tapers off towards the 
handle. 4 propos of ‘tapers off’—the question occurs to me, 
later on, as we pass through labyrinths of dark passages, where 
should I be in the case of “ taper off”? Beautiful title for sensa- 
tional story—‘* Lost in the Catacombs.” 

Our trusty guide, M. Vesqurer, is well ahead, and Davunstner 
follows closely at my heels. Thus we proceed, and if this order is 
preserved throughout, I feel that the sensational romance above 
mentioned will not be written, at least not on this occasion. We 
j}are in stalactite caverns; I expect a subterranean lake,—of still 
| champagne of course,—and a boat; strange silver foil and gold foil 
fish ought to be swimming about, and the name of the subterranean 
| lake should be Loch Foil, Loch Gold or Silver Foil, according to the 
material. No, nothing of the sort. It is all quite dry ; uncommonly 
dry ; atmosphere dry; ground dry; and, gradually, throats dry. 
Probably, champagne alsodry. But remembering what I have heard 
of someone else’s experience of Dock-visiting, which I presume is 
similar to cave-visiting, I do not mention my sudden drought. I feel 
that, while down here, if I took one glass of champagne, my head 
first, and then my legs, might become unsteady, whereupon nothing 
would be more likely than for me to take the wrong turning 
and lose my companions; if I did, what are the chances against my 
ever finding them again? Or if my legs failed me and I disappeared 
between the casks, who would thin of looking for me there’ Then, 
years afterwards, in some specially and unaccountably good vintage 
year, when there would be a run upon these particular casks, my 
mouldering skeleton would be found, among the sawdust, between 
the barrels, and some eevere of ballads would write a song 





| whereof the burden would not be unlike that of the once popular 
|‘* Mistletoe Bough.” As 1 follow my leader through the vaults all 


this occurs to me, as does also the appropriately melancholy refrain 
of another old song or ‘‘ catch,” *‘ Down among the dead men let 


‘” 


We are under the central dome of this Stalactite Champagne 


Cathedral dedicated to the worship of Bacchus, (Happy Thought. 


The Champagne country is the true ‘* Poppy Land.” I present this 
with my compliments to Mr. CLement Scorr, whose pleasant articles 
in the Daily Telegraph on ** Poppy Land” are, and will be, for 
some time to come, so deservedly poppylar on the North coast of 
Norfolk. When driving round and about Cromer, our flyman pointed 
out ‘‘ Poppy Land” to me. Happy Thought.—In future let this be 
known as ‘‘Caledonia Up to Date, or the New Scott-land.”}] A 
strange light descends from somewhere above, producing a blueish 
atmospheric effect. Weird, very. We are now in the Wine Demon's 
Cave. More pantomimic effects: big demons and little demons at 
work everywhere: champagne demons with strange faces,—I should 
say “‘ fizzes,”’—moving about noiselessly : the only sound is that of 
the occasional irrepressible effervescence of youth, or a pop from a 


| recalcitrant cork in a distant cell, and, in a mysterious all-pervading 


way, an accompaniment of hammering. The lights and awful 
; f pare Se 
shadows of the scene recall to my mind CrurksHank’s grim illustra- 


| tions to Arinswortn’s Tower of London. If these wild figures under 


this Central Stalactited Dome, these fearsome Troglodytes, were 
suddenly to join hands and dance round us, keeping a ** Witches’ 
Sabbath,” I should not feel surprised. I might be considerably 
alarmed ; but surprised, no. It would be in keeping with the scene. 
Only where’s the music ? Surely a Special Champagne Dance ought 
to be supplied by the orchestra of ‘* The Monday Pops.”’ 

Here Davervet, being tired, sits. He has seen it all before. ** He 
knows his way,” explains M. Vesaurer, “‘ and we shall meet him 
again above.” This sounds funereal, but, as an expression of 
Christian sentiment, hopeful. ; ' ' 

Davsixet, mopping his forehead, mutters something, in Russian I 
believe, which sounds like “* Preama! Pascarry! da padadui,’ 
which he is perhaps rendering into English when he says, ‘* Go 
straight on! Be quick! All r-r-r-right!”’ ' ’ 

Suddenly finding myself the only follower of our guide, I begin to 
realise to its full extent the loss of one who, up to now, has been my 
companion. I realise this one fact among others, but quite sufficient 
of itself, namely, that if I once lose sight of M. Vesqauien in 
this maze of caverns down in the depths below, I shall have the 
utmost difficulty in ever coming up to the surface again. Now we 
are walking ona line of rails. All at once I lose sight of M. Vesaurer. 
He must have turned off to the right or left—which ?—and I shall 
see his light in the distance when I reach the ogous into the right, 
or left, passage. . . . What’s that? shriek? a howl? 
a flash '—*' Hé! la bas!” and at a rapid pace out of the blackest 
darkness emerge two wine-demons on a trolly. I have just time 
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to reduce myself to the smallest possible compass against the barrels, 
1 the wine-demons brandishing a small torch-light have whizzed 
Ho! Ho!’’—goblin laughter in the distance, as heard in 
un Winkle, and described in Gabriel Grub—** Ho! Ho!” 
wfore I have recovered myself, they have vanished into outer 
| blacker darkness, and all around me the gloom is gloomier than 


‘Hé! Monsieur Vesqurer!” I shout. I have taken a wrong 
turning ; that is, I have taken some turning or other to the right, and 
there is no sign of my guide. My fears have come true. My fore- 
bodings are realised. I stumble on —over the tram-way lines 
against the casks—‘' H/, labas! Hé! M. Vesevier!!”,—O dear! 

‘* Home Sweet Home!” What was that negro melody that 
now recurs to me as a sort of singing in my ears—‘* Home once 
more! Home once more! Shall I erer see my home once more! !” 

4 shout in the distance—or is it an echo—no! Is it VEesquvrer! 
I shout in return—then in the far distance I desery a light. . . it 
grows bigger. ..a shriek .. . a wild wavingof a blazing garish torch, 
and again | have to compress myself against the barrels as another 
trolly whizzes past at full speed, carrying two cheerful-looking, 
and except for that one shout, silent demons. ‘* Hey trolly lolly!” 
I cannot stay there—they have gone like a flash—and the obscurity 
oming oppressivé Shall I retrace my steps? It isn’t a 
question of “shall I,’ it is **can I”? Through how many 
turnings have we No—I should never find my way back 
again. Better push on. I shout again: desperately but ner- 
vously. There is not even an echo. And now my candle, which 
has guttering and sputtering for the last few moments, 
is threatening dissolution. if is the beginning of the end—of the 
candle-end. If the candle goes out before I do—Heavens! but I 
must move very cautiously. What a subject for a Jules-Verne 
novel! Ah, how I should enjoy reading about it ina story! ! But 
as a personal experience... Where am I? Is it straight on? or to 
the left *—1 think there is a left passage—or to the nght? I peer 
down in the hopes of seeing some evidence of life, at all events the 
glimmer of a light, which may probably mean my guide. No; not a 
sign. Are there rats here? If so... the candle-end is sputtering 
worse than ever... it is flickering .g. What’s to be done’... | 
shout *‘ Hullo!” at the top of my voice. Yes, at the top of my 
voice, but at the bottom of the caves. Then the question occurs to 
me, of what use is it to shout in English’ No one will understand 

me. The candle-end is 
making a final struggle 
for life. So must I. 

** Hé, la bas!” I shout 
“with all my might and 
main,”’ like the celebrity 


is be 


come ? 


been 


of the old nursery tale, | 


who jumped into a 
quickset hedge as an 
infallible remedy for 
blindness. No result. 
I think of the man in 
the dungeon who was 
eaten by rats. Well- 


known case, but quite | 


forget the gentleman's 
name. Political prisoner 
wrobably whose offence 
Rad been ‘‘ratting’’—and 
so his punishment was 
made “‘ to fit the crime,” 
as Mr. Gripert’s Mikado 
used to observe. Why 
do such grimly comic 
reminiscences occur to 
me now, when I am in 
so really awful a situa- 
tion? So, once more I 


shout with desperation | 


in my lungs,‘*Hé ! la—! 
bas /”” 

And—oh, the joy — 
= Hr, la bas Ly Blass the 


+974 
ha ~ 
oh, the raptur there comes back to me 
Prince of Waites!’ ; 

it is Daveiner. He advances from somewhere, from an opening, 
| the existence of which I had never suspected. 

‘Here! This way! Par ici, mon ami; par ici!’ 

And in another minute I am with him { am out—and so is the 
candle-end. Ah! I breathe again! 

“The first time, I believe, that you have ever seen these caves,”’ 
observes M. Veseurer, quietly, ‘* which, one way and another, repre- 
sent several miles of walking.” Then looking at his watch, he 
adds, ‘* It is time for breakfast. You must be hungry.” 

Iam. Hungry, but oh! so grateful! If it weren’t so expensive, | 
should give a Champagne-window to the Reims Cathedral, in piam 


t> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether 
im no case be returned, not even when accompanied by « 
there will be no exception. 


| hind at the 


| thrilling story. 





memoriam of my fortunate escape. A real pane (not coloured 
paper pretence) in a window would be an appropriate memorial. Or 
at all events, I might give one small “* light,” which, as recalling 
that little guttering, sputtering, candle, would be still more a. 
propriate. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tuer Baron’s Assistant Reader reports again:—I have just read 
The Book-bills of Narcissus, An Account rendered by Ricnarp le 
GALLIENNE. (FRANK Murray; Derby, Leicester and Nottingham. 
It doesn’t make any difference to me whether this dainty little book 

was actually published 

Derby or at Leicester o@ 

even at Nottingham, note 

of old for lambs. It makes 
right pleasant reading, and 
that is the chief point. The 

Narcissus, about whose life 

(except in the matter of| 

book-bills, by the way) we| 

here learn a good deal, must | 
have been an agreeable | 
companion—for those who | 
allowed the lad to have his 
. own way, and always kept| 
’ a spare £10 note handy for | 
the humouring of his little 
caprices. His wayward 
moods, his innocent love} 
affairs, his wanderings, his | 
reading, his culminating | 
; grand passion, Mr. Lz} 
a GALLIENNE renders _his| 
account of them all, and does it in a fresh and breezy style which 
suits his pleasant subject admirably. There is a special charm too 
about the graceful lyrics which sparkle here and there in the pretty 
little volume. In fact Mr. Le GALLIENNE is anartist. I don’t say 
a genuine artist, because he justly dislikes the qualification. 

Oscan Wipe has desisted for a space from mere paradox, and 
gives us (am I late in thus noticing it ?) Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, 
and other Stories. (London, J. R. Oscoop, McIuware & Co.) | 
Macte virtute, say 1; the tag is old, but ’twill serve. If you want 
to laugh heartily, read Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, the story of 4 
a conscientious man to whom murder very properly presents 
itself as a duty. Then, if you wish to laugh even more violently, 
read The Canterville Ghost, in which Oscar goes two or three better 
than Mr. W.8. Grusert. I am specially thankful to Oscar. When 
he is on humour bent, he doesn’t dig me in the ribs and ask me to 
notice what a wonderfully funny dog he is going to be. He lets his 
fun take eare of itself, a permission which it uses with great dis- 
cretion. Please, Oscar, give us some more of the same sort, and 
ray introduce me once more later on to the Duchess of Cheshire. 

f she continues to be as delightful as she was in her sweet girlhood, 
I envy his Grace. 

The Baron is taking it easy. He hasstill by his side as his constant 
travelling companion, GrorGe MEREDITH’s One of Our Conquerors, 
which has travelled to Switzerland with him, and was only left be- 
inn when the Baron had to go by a new route up a lofty 
mountain. To make this path known the Baron’s assent was neces- 
sary, and he gave it. He had time, however, to read one shilling 
The Shilling Thrilling is by two authors, WaLTE 
PoLLock and ALEXANDER GaLt, and is called Between the Lines. A 
happy title, as it enables the Baron to recommend everyone to read 
between the lines. A clever sensation story for which the Baron, now 
far away in his sea-girt home, thanks the two clever boys who wrote 
it. No more at present from THe Baron pE Boox-Worms & Co. | 

Peak Castle, Eagle’s Nest, N.E.W. 


| 





Vox et preterea Nihil! 


“ Philosophy is essentially the Voice of the Silence.” 
A Disciple of the Mahatmas. | 

Voice of the Silence ? Brotherhood prodigious, 
A babble-ridden age might well rejoice 
Could you but give instead of talk litigious, 
The Silence of the Voice. 
| 
| 


’ 


“Rear Mean.”—The English Churchman, who, on returning from 
abroad, puts all his surplusage of Swiss silver—ten and twenty 
centime-pieces—into the offertory bag or plate. 





SHAKsPEARE (ADAPTED) AT THE Trapes Unton Concress.—“ We 
must Vote by the Card, or Equality will be our undoing.” 
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BEINSMEAD PIANOS. 
BRIN PLANOS. 
JOHN BRINSMEAD & SONS, 
Pianoforte Makers to H.K.H. the Princess of Wales, 


ls, Wigmore Street, Lists Free. 
tablished over half a century 


&£H.0 
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BOTANIC MEDICINE Co. 8, wEW OX OXFORD Sr. W. 0 


ceED YOUR CHiLDRe, 


DE RIDGES 


PATENT COOKED FOO 














CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 





AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Daiy Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 












TURKISH PASTILS 


“ Through all my travels few things as 
tonished me more than seeing the Beauties 
of the Harem smoking Narghiiés at Stam 
boul. Aftersmoking a sweet aromatic Pastii 


MAPPIN & WEBB'S 







DRESSING BAGS. 


\ bat once in Europe, at Pisses & Losin’s 
\ Shop."—Lady W 

\ Ladies who admire a* ireath of Flowers 
should takea Pasti nightand morning /, 


QO 70 BS OnTaiwED OF att 
> Perfumers and Ry 
ep wggtsts 40% 
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| LADIES 


HENRY PEASE & CO.’S SUCCRS., 
‘SAMUEL BROTHERS. THE MILLS 00'S succRS 


SCHOOL 
OUTFITS. 


Mesers. SAMUEL 
BROTHERS have ready 
for immediate use a very 
large assortment f 


Tor Patterns of their New Autuma and Winter 


Dress Fasrics. 


BOYS’ and YOU rHSs Sewr Poser Fare ow Arraovat To any Appness 


CLOTHING. They | 4@ ANY LENGTH CUT AT MILL PRICES. Ga 
will also be pleased to | All the latest and most fashionable Designs and 
send, m application, | entirely new weavings of their World-renowned 
Parreays of Maren sts | Cross - -Warp Serges, Gold Medal Merinos and 
for the wear of Gentie- | Cashmeres, and Rough and Ready Tweeds. New 
men, Boys, or Ladies, Shades for the Season in charming varie 4 

together with their/ Any article not approved exchanged within Seven 
new I:icernatren Cata Days. All Goods are warranted to be ual to 
Loc ur, containing about Sample. Carriage Pai he on all Orders to any Railway 
0 Engravings This | Station in Great _ n, and to Dublin, Belfast, 
furnishes details of the Limeric 
various departments, | 
with Price Lists, &c 





ork, and Waterford. 
Louies Sale Rooin = : 
| 244, REGENT STREET, 


BLIss’s Chipping Nor- | Over JEFFS & HARRIS, the Furriers,) 

ton and Suiting | where a full range of Patterns, as well as goods in 
Tweeds, Cheviots, | the piece, and finished Costumes, may be seen. 
Homespuns, Serges, @c. | Experienced Assistants are in attendance to take 
A very large essortment | measurements and instructions for Dressmakin 
of the 2 grote tions of | and prompt execution of ali orders is guaranteed. 
this ment firm 


always kept in sto 


“THE CUN OF THE PERIOD.” 


Merchant Tailors, Outfitters, &c sor Salen “ | Hi URS WI 1TEREVER 
Hut, LONDON, EB Workshops m &t., 
Ladgate Hill; and 46, Gray's Inn Road SHOWN 


CLOTHED WITH AIR, 


CELLULAR CLOTH is composed of small cells, in 
which the air is enclosed and warmed by the heat of 
the bedy. A perfect non-conducting layer is thus 
formed next the skin. Owing to the Cr an 
construction, this Cloth is much lighter and better 
ventilated than ordinary fabrics, and is casier to 
wash. CELLULAR CLOTH is ven in Cotton, 
Silk, Sik and Cotton, and Merino, and is made u 

into all the varieties of Underwear for men an 





* Serr. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


“ Eron 














Price from 12 
Guis. ; as an ejector, 
from 16 Guis 


women. Illustrated Price List, with names of 160 
Country Agents, sent post free on application. A Our stock of Guns and Rifles is the largest in 
complete assortment of Stock at | nglar 
ROBERT SCOTT, l4 & 14, Powtray, is G. BE. LEWIS, 32 and 33, Lower Lovepay Srarrr, 
or LIV ER BROS., 417, Oxrony Sr Vv Di kMIncHaM Estd. 1550. 





S. SPECIALITIES~ 


STREETER «om: 


DIAMONDS, 
RUBIES of the pig 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 
PEARLS of the finest 
RARE & CURIOUS GEMS. 

Gem Merchants 


STREETER 2 COMPANY & Goldsmiths, 


LONDON—NEW BOND STREET, W. 


white and modern 


ms vio c 


lustre. 





















NEW York 
THE BUCKINGHAM He 


NEW YORK. 
THE BUCKINCHAM Hoty 


(Evrorgam Pras), 
FIFTH AVENUE. 
The most fashionable, conveni. 
healthy locality, with magn 
Rooms, superb Cuisine, elegs 
private Sitting Rooma, ever 
provement, pe arfect sanitation, and " 
charges. WETHERBEE & Fu 


Proprietors 


OXFORD.-MITRE HC 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOM 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE x 


(GRAND ‘HOTE 


LONDON, FNS 
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FINEST SITUATION 


EVERY LUXURY us 
COMFORT 
MOST RECHERCHE 
CUISINE: 
VERY MODERITE 
Pa Me TARIFF. 








D> 
LOO) 


“WHITEHALL ub 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, PFA‘ ING THA 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITEHAL 
8.W 








These excellent Suites are fitt 
convenience, ¢g., Hot and 
Light and Bells, Visitors’ and 
operation night and day, 
Seition in London, affording 
he River (with the Surrey hi lis in t 
and the Embankment Gardens They are sls 










conveniently and centrally situate with repet 
the principal Clubs, Theatres, &c. The ied 
all finished to suit the wishes of incoming! 





and the Rents include all Kates, 
Supply, lighting and heating of the 
Staircases, and the services of all t 
Suites may be viewed at any time on ay 
the Superintendent, J. C. Suxwen u 
Office on the premises; or to Hamrrs & 
Estate Agents, }, Cockspur St. (late ¥# 
House), 8.W 


Beally, a ray 
Carter NY, 


CALLARD & BOWSERS 
BUTTER-SCOTCH 


ALL FAT PEOP 


Should take TRILENE T ABL ETS Regt 
The only safe cure for Srourxrss. Sen 
TRILENE CO., 70, Finsbury Pavemes at, | 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSE 


~~ BEST 
FOOD 


FOR 


INFANT 


In Tins, 1s., 2s., 58., and 10s. > 


SAVORY & MOORE, 


AND SOLD EVERYWHERE 
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THE WAITERS’ STRIKE. 
(At the Naval Exhibition.) 


Tue German Waiter waxeth fat ; he grows exceeding ' : 
He is a shade more kicksome than can fairly be allowed. 

The British Press goes out to dine—the Teuton, they relate, _ 
Throws down his napkin like a gage, and swears he will not wait. 


Now there are many 
proverbs — some are 
good and some are 
not— 

But the Teuton was mis- 
led who cried, ‘‘ Strike 
while the entrée’s 
hot!” 

Like readers with no 
book - marks, all the 
rebels lost their 


place, 

And vanished out of 
Chelsea in their dress- 
suits and disgrace. 


And I’m told that there 
were murmurings and 
curses deep and low 

In darksome public- 
houses in the road of 
Pimlico, 

And a general impression that it was not safe to cross 

The temper of that caterer, Mr. Mackenzie Ross. 





0 Waiter, German Waiter! there are many other lands 

Where you can take your creaking boots and eke your dirty hands; 
And we think you ’il have discovered, ere you reach your next address, 
That in England German Waiters aren’t the Censors of the Press. 








MARLOWE AT CANTERBURY. 


‘‘ Keep up the Christopher!” a recommendation adapted urbi et orbi 
which, quoting Mr. Puff, our Henry when speaking at Canterbury 
ought to have given after the unveiling of ier MARLowpP’s statue. 
We hope that the unveiling address will not prove unavailing, and 
that the necessary funds may soon be forthcoming for the completion 
of the work. For the present all that has been effected by the 
ceremony is to have given the Times and Telegraph opportunities for 
interesting leading articles at a very dull season when material is 
scarce ; also it has given the author of Zom Cobb and other remarkable 
plays a chance of writing to the Times ; and finally it has broken in 
a the well-earned holiday of the indefatigable and good-natured 

ENkY. But there was one question not put by our Henry. 
It ought to have arisen out of the record of MARLowrF’s interment, 
but didn’t. “The burial register of St. Nicholas, Deptford,” 


| said the Times of September 16, ‘*‘ contains the entry, ‘ CHRISTOPHER 


| Martowe, slain by Francis Arcner, June 1, 1593.’” 


The entry 
may be taken as veracious, although made by ‘‘a clerk of St. 


| Nicholas.” ,Mariowe was a dramatist; was Ancner a dramatic 





critic ? 





= —- 





TWO WORDS IN SEASON. 


(Humbly dedicated to those eminent Controversialists, Lord Grimthorpe 
and Mr, Tallack.) 

No. I. 

A LITTLE more grammar, a toueh of the file 

To smooth the rough edge of his tongue and his style ; 

And some friends, who could soften bis temper or check it, 

Might amend Baron GrimrHorre, who once was called Beck err. 
No. Il. 

Some seorn for the faddists who ask us to hug, 

Not with ropes but with pity, the pestilent Thug, 

And some sense (of which Fate, it would seem, says he shall lack,) 

Of the value of logie would much improve TALLAcK. 








Avorner Strike Tareatenep. —The advent of the brother of 
the tk King of Stam threatens to cause embarrassment in some 
English houses where His Hicuxess might expect to be received. 
JEAMes has positively declined to throw open a door and announce, 

Prince !” ** Such langwidge,” h “is un i 


Damnone ! 


e says 
and beneath Me—leastways unless it is remembered in the wages.” 


WHY SHOULD MERIT WAIT? 


_ We have reason to believe that Sir Henry Epwakps, whose stone 
image adorns a thoroughfare in Weymouth, will not long be left in 
sole possession of the honour of having a monument dedicated to him 
in his lifetime. In view of an interesting event pending in his 
family, it is proposed that a statue shall be erected to Sir SaMUEL 
Wutson, M.P., in the grounds at Hughenden. The project has so far 
advanced that the inscription has been drafted, po we are pleased 
to be able to quote it :— 


To pupae the Memory 
e 


Sir Samvet WIxsoy, Kt., 
A good Husband, a kind Father, 
Be! A great Sheep-Farmer. 
Twice elected to the Legislative Assembly of Victoria, 
He once sat for the borough of Portsmouth. 
He built Wilson Hall for Melbourne University, 
And bought Hughenden Manor for 
_ _ Himself, 
He introduced Salmon into Australian Waters, 
And married his Eldest Son 
To the Sixth Daughter of the 
Duchess of MARLBOROUGH. 


Of such is the Colony of Victoria. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


** Dear Miss Dotire Raprorp,” writes the Assistant-Reader, ‘I 
trust I am right in the feminine and unconjugal prefix; but, be 
that as it may, I wish simply to tell you that, at the instigation of a 
lettered friend, I have spent a few moments very wisely in reading 
thin little book of verse, 4 Light Load. (ELxrin Matuews.) 

feel now as if I had been gently drifting down a smooth broad 
river under the moonlight, when all nature is quiet. 1 don’t quite 
know why I feel like that, but J fancy it must be on account of some 
serene and peaceful quality in your poems. Here, then, there are 
sixty-four little pages of restfulness for those whose minds are 
troubled. You don’t plunge into the deep of metaphysics and churn 
it into a foam, but you perch on your little bough and pipe sweetly of 
gorse and heather and wide meadows and brightly-flashing insects ; 
you sing softly as when, in your own words— 

—-gently this evening the ripples break 
On the pebbles beneath the trees, 

With a music as low as the full leaves make, 
When they stir in some soft sea-breeze. 

One of my ‘‘ Co.” says he always reads ees 
way bearing the trade-mark Buackwoon. His faith 
on carrying off with him 


that comes in his 
has been justified 






on a quiet holiday, His | 
Cousin Y 4 y comes h 
Roy. The book has all the oe 
requisites of a good novel, et abet 
iasbading the perhaps rarest 


one of literary style. Cousin 
Adair is well worth know- 
ing, and her character is 
skilfully portrayed. As a 
foil ainst this high - 
— gh un- 
selfish girl, there are atl etl 
sketched in two or three of — —— 
the sort of people, men and A Puff to swell the Sale. ; 
women, more frequently met with in this wicked world. But Cousin 
Adair is good enough to leaven the lump. Gorpow Roy is evidently 
a nom de plume that might belong to man or woman. My “Co.” is 
inclined to think, from certain subtle touches, that he has been 
entertained through three volumes by a lady. 

Baron ve Book-Woums & Co, 





What ’s in a Title P 
(To the Author of “ Violet Moses.’”) 
Wiru a title so lucky (though luck’s all my eye), 
Your book ’s sure of readers I'll wager my head. 
For not even a Critic will dare to reply, . 
When he’s asked to review it, ‘I'll take it as re(a)jd. 


From rae Latest Corwett-Hatcasty Examixatios Park is 
Forrroy LANGUAGES For THE CAKE ScHOLARSHIP.— Question. What 
is the feminine of Beau temps? Answer (immediately given). Belle- 





ether. 





VOL. CI, 
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| fellow Popsvry ! 
|} scarcely seen 


| My mind is being —er—sti- 


| a stiff kind of old bird, ain’t 


THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. VIII. 


Scenr—A Bridge over the Pegnitz, at Nuremberg. Time, afternoon. 
The shadows of the old gabled and balconied houses are thrown 
sharply on the reddish-yellow water. Above the steep speckled 
roofs, the spires of St. Lorenz glitter against the blue sky. 
CuLcHarn ws leaning listlessly upon the parapet of the bridge. 


Culchard ‘to himself). How medieval it all is, and how infinitely 
restful! (He yawns What a blessed relief to be without that 
He’s very careful to keep out of my way—I ’ve 
him since I’ve been here. He must find it dreadfully 
dull He sighs.) 1 ought to find material for a colour-sonnet here, 
with these subdued grey tones, those dull coppery-greens, and the 
glowing reds of the conical caps of those towers. I ought —but I 
don’t. I fancy that half-engagement to Maup Trorrer must have 
scared away the Muse. I wonder if Poppury has really gone yet ? 

Here a thump on the back disposes of any doubt as to this.) Er—so 
you re still at Nuremberg ? [Awkwardly. 

Podbury (cheerfully). Rather! Regular ripping old place this 
suits me down to the ground. 

And how are you getting on ? 

Culch. Perfectly, thanks. 


} 


mulated here in the direction 
most congenial to it. 

Podb. 50’s mine. By the 
way, have you got a book 
I don’t mean a novel, but a 
regular improving book—the 
stodgier the better—to lend a 
fe llow r 

Culch. Well, I brought an 
Epitome of Herbert Spencer’ s 
Synthetic Philosophy away 
with me to dip into occasion- 
ally. It seems a very able 
summary, and you are wel- 
come to it, if it’s of_any use 
to you. 

Podb, Spencer, eh ?—he’s 





he’ He’ll do me to-rights, 
thanks. 

Culch. It strikes me, Pop- 
nuRY, that you must find the 
time rather long, to want a 
book of that kind. If you 
wish to resume our—ah—ori- 
ginal relations, | am quite 
ready to overlook what i an 
sure was only a phase of not 
unnatural disappointment. 

Podh. (cheeritly). Oh, that ’s 
all right, old fellow. 1’ve got 
over all that business. (He 
colours slightly How soon 
did you think of moving 
on f 

Culch. (briskly). As soon as 
you please. We might start 
for Constance to-morrow, if 


you like. 


Podb. (hesitating) Well, you see, it’s just this: there’s 9 fellow 
staying at my hotel—PrenpeErGast, his name is—rattling good sort 

and |’ve rather chummed up with him, and—and he’s travelling 
with a relation of his, and—well, the fact is, they rather made a 
™ of my going on to Constance with them, don’t you see’ But 

daresay we could work it so as to go on all together. 1’ll see 
what they say about it. 

Culch. (stiffly). 1’m exceedingly obliged—but so large a party is 
scarcely—however, 1’ll let you know whether I can join you or 
not this evening. Are you—er—going anywhere in particular 
just now ? 

Podb. Well, yes. I’ve got to meet Prenpercast at the Caf’ 
Noris. We're going to beat up some stables, and see if we can’t 
hire a couple of gees for an hour or two before dinner. Do you feel 
inclined for a tittup ? 

Culch. Thanks, bat I am no equestrian. (Zo himself, after Pov- 
BURY's departure.) He seems to manage well enough without me. 
And yet I do think my society would be more good for him than 


| Why did he want to borrow that book, though? Can my influence 
ITe walks on thoughtfully, till he finds himself before 
an optician’s window in which a mechanical monkey is looking 
through a miniature telescope; the monkey suddenly turns its head 


after all 





HL 





“ Er—I have brought you the philosophical work I mentioned.” 


and gibbers at him. This familiarity depresses him, and he more 
away, feeling lonelier than ever.) 


On the Terrace of the Burg. Half an hour later. 


on a seat commanding a panorama of roofs, gables, turrets. 
Now this is a thing that ean only be properly enjoyed 
The mere presence of Popsury—well, thank 
oodness, he’s found more congenial company. (He sighs.) That 
ooks like an English girl sketching on the next seat. Rather a fine 
profile, so regular—general air of repose about her. Singular, now | 
think of it, how little repose there is about Mavup. (The Young 
Lady rises and walks to the parapet.) Dear me, she has left 
her india-rubber behind her. I really think I ought He 
rescues the india-rubber, which he restores to the owner.) Am 
I mistaken in supposing that this piece of india-rubber is your 
property ? 7“ ’ 
he Y. L. (in musically precise tones). Your supposition is per- 
fectly correct. I was under the impression that it would be safe 
where it was for a few moments; but I am obliged to you, never- | 


Culch. 
and sptres ). 
when one is by oneself. 


theless. I find india-rubber quite indispensable in sketching. 
Culch. I can quite understand that. I—I mean that it reduces 
the—er—paralysing sense of 
in irrevocabi ity. 


The Y. L. You express my 
own meaning exactly. 
[CuLcHARD, not being quite 

sure of his own, is pro- 
portionately pleased. 

Culch. You have chosen an 
inspiring seene, rich with his- 
torical interest. 

The Y. L. (enthusiastically). 
Yes, indeed. What names 
rise to one’s mind instinc- 
tively! Mgtancutnon, Jony 
Huss, Krarr, and Perer 
ViscHErR, and Direr, and 
Wouteemvut, and Maxrui- 
LIAN THE Frrst, and Lovis 
or Bavarta ! 

Culch. (who has read up the 
local history, and does not in- 
tend to be beaten at this game). 
Precisely. And the imperious 
MARGRAVE OF BRANDENBURG, 
and WALLENSTEIN, and Gvs- 
Tavus Apo.puus, and Gorr 
von BERLICHINGEN. One can 
almost see their—er—pictu- 
resque personalities _ still 
haunting the narrow streets 
as we look down. 

The Y. L. 1 find it im- 
possible to distinguish even 
the streets from here, I con- 
fess, but you probably see 
with the imagination of an 
artist. Are you one by any 
chance ? 

Culch. Only in words; that 
is, L’record my impressions in 
a poetic form. A perfect son- 
net may render a scene, 2 
mood, a passing thought, more 
indelibly than the most finished sketch ; may it not ? 

The Y. L. That is quite true ; indeed, I occasionally relieve my 
feelings by the composition of Greek or Latin verses, which I fina, 
on the whole, better adapted to express the subtler emotions. Don't 
you agree with me there ? 

Culch. (who has done no Greek or Latin verse since he left school). 
Doubtless. But I am hindering your sketch ? 

The Y. L. No, 1 was merely saturating my mind with the 
general effect. I shall not really begin my sketch till to-morrow. 

am going now. I hope the genius of the place will inspr 
you. 
 Culch. Thank you. I trust it will—er—-have that effect. (7% 
himself, after the Young Lady has left the terrace.) Now, that’s 
a very superior girl—she has intellect, style, culture—everything 
the ideal woman should have. I wonder, now, whether, if | had 
met her before 
clear her eyes looked through her pince-nez! Blue-grey, like 
Athene’s own. If I’d been with Popsury, I should never have had 
this talk. The sight of him would have repelled her at once. . 
shall tell him when I take him that book that he had better go his 
own way with his new friends. J shall spend most of to-morrow 0 
this terrace. 
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but such speculations are most unprofitable! How | 
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Scpne—The Conversations-Saal at the | 
Wurtemburger- Hof. Evening. Pop- 
prry at the piano; Bos PRenver- | 
cast and his sister Hypatia seated 
near him. 


Podb. (chanting dolefully)— 
Now then, this party as what came from 
Fla-an-ders, 
What had the com-plex-i-on rich and 


rare, 
He went and took and caught the yeller ja- 
aun-ders— 
And his complexion isn’t what it were! 


Mr. and Miss Prendergast ‘ joining | 
sympathetically in chorus . And his 
| complexion isn’t what it were ! 
[There is a faint knock at the door, 
~ and CULCHARD enters with a rolume 
under his arm. None of the three 
observes him, and he stands and listens 
stifly as PoDBURY continues,— 


Well, next this party as what came from | 
Fla-an-ders, 
Whose complex-shun was formi-ally rare, 
Eloped to Injia with Exiza Sa-aUN-DERs, 
As lived close by in Canonbury Square. 


Culch. (advances to piano and touches 
Popsury’s arm with the air of his better | 
angel). Er—I have brought you the 


my 9 ey work I mentio I will 
eave it for an occasion when you are 
—er—in a fitter frame of mind for its 


perusal, 
Podb. Oh, beg pardon, didn’t see 
you, old fellow. Awfully obliged ; jam 
it down anywhere, and (whispering) I 
say, | want to introduce you to—— 
Culch. (in a tone of emphatic disap- 
get . You must really excuse me, as 
fear I should be scarcely a congenial 
spirit in such a party. good night 
—or, rather—er—good-bye. | 
e withdraws. 
Miss Hypatia P. (just as C. is about 
| to close the door). Please don’t stop, Mr. | 
| Poppury, that song is quite too de- 
liciously inane ! 


— 


THE STERNER SEX! 


‘*Hutio, Gerty! You've cor Frep’s Hat 
His Cover Coat?” 

** Yes. Don’r you LIKE IT?” 

‘*WELL—IT MAKES YOU 
YOU KNOW, AND THAT'S 80 EFFEMINATE!” 





“ 





ON, 


= | Dragoons 
Zz | eymballically represent the 


LOOK LIKE A Youna May, 


(CuLcwarp turns as he hears the voice, 
and—too late—r iseshis Atheneof 
| that afternoon. He retires in confu- 
sion, and, as he passes under the win- 
dow, hears Poppuny sing the final 
verse. 
The moral is—Now don’t you come from 
Fla-an-ders, 
If you should have complexions rich and 
rare ; 
And don’t you go and catch the yaller 
ja-aun-ders, 
Nor yet know girls in Canonbury Square ! 


] 
| 
| 


| Miss Hypatia P.(in a clear soprano). 

“Nor yet know girls in Canonbury 
| Square!” 
(CULCHARD passes on, crushed. 


Doggerel by a ‘‘ Disher.”’ 


[On September 1 the Free Education Act 
came into force throughout England and 
| Wales.) 
REMEMBER, remember 
The first of September 
| And Free Education’s sly plot ; 
I know no reasons 
Why cancelling fees on 
The poor should not silence Rad rot! 


A Nore anp Query.—At the en- 
thronement of Dr. MacLaGan as Arch- 
es of York ‘‘ the band of the First 

| Royal Dragoons,” says the Daily 
| Graphic, ‘*‘played an appropriate 
march.”’ That the band of the Royal 
should ey and 

‘hurch 

| Militant is right enough ; but what is 
‘*a march appropriate”’ to an Arch- 
bishop? One of Bisnor’s glees would 
have ol more suitable to the occasion. 
Henceforth Dr. MacLAGAN can say, if 


AND | he likes, ‘I’m Arch-bishop of Can- 


terbury |” 


’ 


|‘ Tue Great Loan Lanp.”’—Russia. 














| THE GROUSE THAT 


(4 Solemn Tragedy of the Shooting Season.) 


| Tuts is the Grouse that Jack shot. 
| This is the friend who ex 


pected the Grouse that Jack shot. 


JACK SHOT. | 





A MUSICAL SUGGESTION. 


(Certainly New and Original.) 


Wury doesn’t one of our talented commpesene —Sir Artnvun, or Mr. 
Mackenziz, or Mr. StanvorD, or Mr. Epwat writ 
Cantata, entitled The Weather ? The subject is thoroughly English, 


WARD SoLomon—write a 


| This is the label addressed to the friend who expected the Grouse | and lends itself so evidently to much varicty in treatment. The 
| title should be, The Weather ; a Meteorological Cantata. 


that Jack shot. 


| This is the Babel where lost was the label addressed to the friend, &c. | 


It should commence with a hopeful movement, indicative of the 


| This is the porter who ‘** found” the * birds” in the Babel where lost | views of various people interested in the weather as to future pro- 
| babilities. The sportsman, the agriculturist, the holiday-maker, 


| _ was the label, &c. 
‘found ” the ‘‘ birds,” &c 
crumpled hat, &c, 


diners sat, served 


by the postman who knocked 


where lost was the labe' 
the Grouse that Jack shot! 


Morat. 


(As per letter d 





This is the cooking-wench florid and fat of the dame with the’ 


_ a by the cooking-wench florid and fat, &e. 

This is the postman who knocked in the morn awaking the gourmand 
all forlorn from his dream of the table, &c. 

And this is Jack (with a face of scorn), thinking in wrath of 
directions” torn from the parcel by Railway borne, announced | drum and cymbals, with, on 

in the morn, awaking the gourmand 

all forlorn, who dreamed of the table where diners sat, served by 

the cooking-wench florid and fat of the dame with the crumpled | 

hat, wife of the porter who ‘‘ found” the ‘* birds”, in the Babel | Fling); Anticyclonie movement; 

1 addressed to the friend who expected | increase of wind; Gece thus 
Cras 

shining, joyful chorus, Harvest Home 


If in the Shooting Season you some brace of birds would send 
als posted) to a fond expectant friend, 

| remember that a railway is the genuine modern Babel, 

And be very very careful how you fasten on the label ! 


would, 


| beautiful air (the co’ 





lit! Grand effect! ! 


| This is the dame with the crumpled hat, wife of the porter who | likewise the livery-stable meat, and the umbrella manufacturer 

cum multis aliis, be all r ’ ‘ords 

the Sailor’s Hope ; then wind instruments ; solo violin ; the Maiden’s 

. ns | Prayer for her Sailor-love’s Safety, &c. Then ‘‘ as the arrows” (on 
This is the table where diners sat, served by the cooking-maid florid | the Times chart) “‘ fly with the wind,” sow 

_ and fat of the dame with the crumpled hat, &c. 

This is the gourmand all forlorn, who dreamed of the table where | Roll on drum, distant th 


epresented ; Songs without Words ; 


ould the piccolo, followed b 


| the trombone, and thus the approach of the storm would be indicated. 
under; the storm passes off, and we have a 


mposer’s best), which delights and reassures us. 


All at once, ‘‘ disturbances 


effect, this ! 
Sudden Fall of Barometer 


vance from the Atlantic;” grand 


(This would be something startling on 
cello, a broken chord.) Momentary relief 


of a ‘‘ light and fresh breeze” (hornpipe), interrupted by showers from 
the West and winds from the North; then strong wind from Kast 
(something Turkish here); light breeze from Scotland (Highland 


‘* Depression” on the hautbois; 


der, lightning, rain—all the elements at 


for finale, calm sea, sun 


!!f and 
weddings, &c., &c., &c. 


I’ve nothing more to say. Surely this outline is sufficient. Only 


| notion (copyright), 


if any Composer does make use of this idea, and become famous 
thereby, let him not be ungrateful to the suggester of this brilliant 


whose name and address may be had for the 


| asking at the Fleet Street Office. 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 
Cuarren VI. 


Vicomte— Chateau — Reception—Night—Morn- 
Tl eadstones Memories —Stones— Explanations 
Off — Back again. 


W aiter 
Worke 


lft 


rs 


iite ‘recovered from his fatigue, sings ‘* Blass the 
Les’’ enthusiastically, and at intervals ejaculates 
in the Russian toneue. Breakfast with 


Wa 


th words 


* Karascho!”’ exclaims Daubinet. 


tussian tongue. He asks the 


‘ 


waiter for ‘‘ mmuoschhah karosh 
caviar.”’ ‘To which the waiter adroitly replies, ** par faitement 
M’sieu,”” and disappears. Returning ten minutes afterwards. the 
wily attendant makes no further allusion to the supposed errand 
that has taken him out of the room. 
Then Davervet, remembering that we are lit- 
erally ‘‘here to-day and gone to-morrow,” says 
we must visit his friend the Vicomte. I cannot 
catch the Vicomte’s name; I manage to do so for 
half an hour at atime, and then it escapes me. 
As we are in this champagney country, write 
it down as M. le Vicomte p—E CHampacniac. We 
are to dine and sleep there. A Night ina French 
Chateau. ‘* But this is another story.” 
On our arrival at the Chateau de Quelquechose 
we are right royally and heartily received. De- 
lightful evening. Vive la Compagnie! Mag- 
nificent view from my bedroom. In the clear 
moonlight I can see right away for miles and 
miles over the Champagne valleys, At 6°30 we are 
in the break, and within an hour or so are “ All 
among the barley,” as the song used to say, which 
I now apply to “All amongst the Vineyards.” 
Peasants at work everywhere: picking and sort- 
| ing. How they must dislike grapes! Of course 
they are all teetotallers, and no more touch a 
drop of champagne than a grocer eats his own 
currants, or a confectioner his own sweetmeats. I 
suppose the butcher lives exclusively on fish, and 
his friend, the neighbouring fishmonger, is en- 
tirely dependent on the butcher for his sustenance, 
except when game is in, and then both deal with 
the gamester or poulterer. There are some traders 


in necessaries who can make a fair deal all round. The only exce 
tion to this rule, for which, from personal observation, I can vend, 
is the tobacconist, who is always smoking his own cigars. 
Wonderful this extensive plain of vineyards! and what stunted 
little stumps with leaves round them are all these vines! Not in it 
with our own graceful hops. No hedges or ditches to separate one 
owner's property from another’s. To each little or big patch of land 
there is a white headstone with initials on it, as if somebody had 
hurriedly and unostentatiously been buried on the spot where he fell, 
killed in the Battle of the Vineyards, by a grape-shot. At first, 
seeing so many of these white headstones with initials on each one, | 
conclude that it is some peculiar French way of marking distances 
or laying out plots, and I find my conclusion is utterly erroneous, 
These white stones,’ M. Vesavren explains, ‘‘mark the 
boundaries of different properties.” Odd! The plain is cut up into 
little patches, and champagne- rowers, like knowing birds, have 
woe down on “‘ here a bit and there a bit and everywhere a bit” 
Prom time to time, so that one headstone records the fact that “‘ here 
lies the property of J. M.,” and within a few feet is another head- 
stone ‘‘ sacred to the memory of P. and G.,” or P. without the G.; 
then removed but a step or two is a stone with a single ‘‘ A.” on it, 
land a short distance from the road is ‘‘ H.”—poor letter “H” 
| apparently dropped for ever. Here lie ‘‘M.,” and ‘‘M. and C.,” 
a several other heroes whose names recall many a glorious cham- 
| pagne. And so on, and so on; the initials recurring again quite 
|unexpectedly, the plots of ground held by the same proprietor 
being far apart. 
| pagne-growers are all in the same plains for twenty miles or more 
|round about, all in much the same position, and all the grapes 
| apparently the same, why isn’t it all the same wine ? 
| ** Karascho!” exclaims Davsryet, who, under the hot rays of 
| the early morning sun, is walking in his shirt-sleeves, his coat over 
| his arm, his hat in one hand, and a big sunshade in the other, “I 
| will tell you.” Then he commences, and except for now and then 
breaking off into Russian expletives, and interspersing his discourse 
| with selections from British national melodies, his explanation is 
| lucid, and the reasons evident. Soil and sun account for everything ; 


the soil being varied, and the sun shifty. ‘* Pou ni my ? comprenez- | 


vous ?”’ he asks. 


I do perfectly, at the moment; but eogeaty trying to explain | 


the phenomena scientifically, I find that 


have not quite pene- 
trated the mystery au fond. 


But, as it suddenly occurs to me, if these cham- | 


We visit the Wine-press, which | 


Happy Thought!) would be an appropriate title for a journal | 


costed catiocly to the wine-growing and wine-vending interests. 
a An 
| or the sun will be too strong for us.’ 

So back we go to our eleven o’clock déjeuner in a beautifully cool 
room, of which repast the-sweetest little cray-fish, fresh from the 
river, are by no means the worst part of the entertainment. Then 
coffee, cigars, and lounge. Yes, there are some things better 
| managed in France than chez nous; and the division of the day 
between labour and refreshment is, in my humble opinion, one of 
them. In the contriving of dainty dishes out of the simplest mate- 
rials, the French seem to hold that everything is good for food in 
this best of all possible worlds, if it be only treated on a wise system 
of variation, permutation, and combination. We discuss these 
subjects of the higher education until arrives the inevitable 
|hour of departure. Let us not linger on the doorstep. Into the 


“Da Karascho! All r-r-right!” 





now,” says M. le Vicomte, ‘‘ we must return to breakfast, | 
. 
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trap again. Bon voyage’ Au revor! And as passing out of | “‘Oh—well—nothin’. Some of ’em think I’m a fool for doin’ i 
e lodge-gate we get a last glimpse of the party waving adieux to | The fac’ was—TI couldn’t quite git on with my comp’ny } lb ” 
1s from the upper terrace, Davaryet flourishes his hat, andsings out) ‘* What do you mean ?” ‘ 
at the top of his voice, “ We’re leaving thee in sorrow, Anniz,”| ‘‘I mean that other boy what come last Toosday, and started 
which is more or less appropriate, perhaps : and then, as the last flutter | sellin’ pipers at my corner. You don’t know ’oo ’e is, p’r’aps, nor 
f 9 pocket-handkerchief is seen, he finishes with ‘‘ And blass the|’oo I am.” I did not know, and I was very willing to ret the story 
Prince of Wartes!!” After which he subsides, occasionally break- | out of Rrorva.p. ; 
ng the silence to sigh aloud, ‘‘ O Maman /” and thenceforth, for} ‘* Well, I come o’ pretty mod’rately *spectable folks, I do; and I 
the greater part of the journey to Paris, he slumbers in a more or| ml mad to chum up with no thieves’ sons an’ as like as not thieves 
less jumpy manner. ’ , theirselves. Nothankyer. Them Board Schools i ixed. 
At the Grand Hotel, Paris.—‘* Aha!” cries M. le Baron Buum,— | Thet’s ‘ow I come to know about ey ag, father ade <- 
ways in full Blum at the Grand Hotel,—“* At last! arrived!” as | thet were what ’is father did for a livelihood, an’ ’is mother were up 
if he had expected us for several weeks past,—‘* How are you? I | afore the beaks for poppin’ shirts what she’d took in to wash. Well 
have your rooms ready for i pe He must have seen us driving | I ain’t one to brag, but my father were a ’air-dresser’s assistant in 
into the courtyard, and settled our numbers there and then, not a/ Pimlico. Pretty well up, too,’e was. The way ’e’d shive yer were 
minute ago. It’s a great thing for weary travellers to be welcomed | sutthin’ to see. Shivin’? Yer couldn't call it shivin’; it were 
narrival. No matter if they’re forgotten again the next moment, | gen’us, thet ’s what it were. Speccilation rooined 'im. "E stawted 
and not thought of again until the hour of their departure. It is the | a small plice of 'is own, and bust. Then’e took tothe turf, and bust 
welcome that is everyt! ; it implies so much, and may mean so;agin. ‘hen Mother begun dress-mikin’ and there weren’t no dress- 
little. But, at the Grand, Paris, Avis aux Messieurs les voyageurs, | mikin’ to be ’ad; so that bust. We was unfortnit. Heve’rythin’ as 
“When in doubt, consult Brom!” We enjoy a good but expen-| we touched bust. But we never run no barrers, an’ we never was 
sive dinner at the Maison Dorée. For myself, I prefer the simple | up afore no beaks, and if there weren’t such a thund’rin’ lot of us, | 


fare at half the price to be found chez Noél, or at some other quiet | shouldn’t be doin’ this now. Anywye, I respecs myself. So I'm 


and moderate restaurants that I could name. Next morning a brief 
but welcome breakfast at Amiens, a tranquil crossing, and we are | 
bidding each other adieu at the Victoria Station. Music to the} 
situation, ‘‘ Home once more.” Good-bye to my excellent ami| 
DaverveT, who stays a few hours in London, and then is off to 
Russia, Egypt, Iceland, Amstralia. 

‘Da Karascho ! All r-r-right!”’ 

And so ends a pleasant holiday trip to the Champagne Country, or 
real ‘* Poppy-Land.” 





STORICULES. 
V.—A Born ARISTOCRAT. 


Wuevever I forgot to put the matches in my pocket on leaving 
the chambers, I used to buy a box from a boy who stood at the street 
corner, Where the "busses stop. He was a small boy, somewhat 


ragged and occasionally a good deal splashed with mud. He was | 
bright and energetic, | 


and he did a very| 
fair trade. There| 
was an air of com- 
plete independence | 
about him, which | 
one does not often! 
find in match-boys. | 
His method of re-| 
commending his| 
wares was consider- 
ably above the 
average of the peri- | 








emporium, plate 
glass, mahogany 
counters, and gor- 
geous assistants 
with fair hair parted 
in the middle : 

‘* Now off’rin! A 
unooshally lawge 
ay of wax _— 

or one penny. Shop 
early and shop often. 
Foosees, Sir? Yessir. 





si stock. 
This was smart of him. By differing a little from the usual 


| match-boy manner, he attracted more attention, and grins, and 


| Coppers, 


One morning I had climbed up to the top of the ’bus and taken my 


| 
| Seat, when I saw that the boy had followed me. 
| ‘No use,” I said; “*1 don’t want any this morning.” 
* Well, I ain’t sellin’ none this mornin’, Sir. I’m goin’ a ride on 
| this ’ere "buss. My wife’s got the carridge hout in the Park ; so 1’m 
druv to takin’ busses—same as you, Sir.” He took the seat next to 
mine, and added seriously, ‘I expecks as you ain’t likely to be 
uyin’ no more matches from me.”’ 
‘; Why, Wittram?” 
“My name is REGGERNULD, Sir. Yer see, I’m movin’ inter other 
a, as yer might say. I’ve give up my stand at yon corner.” 
¢ jerked his thumb in the direction of it. 
* What’s that for?” 





patetic vendor; it} 
suggested a large | 


goin’ to start a new pitch an’ chawnce it.” 

I inquired where the new pitch was to be. 

** I’m swoppin’ with another boy (Eppups ’is nime is) up fur end 
o’ this street. ’E ain’t so perticler as I am. Clerks lives there 
mostly, an’ the biz ain’t so good as it was in my old plice. Them 
clerks wears top-’ats, an’ conserquently they daren’t smoke pipes. 
They cawn’t afford to smoke cigars, and cigarettes is off’rin’ eyep'ny 
oices to a stawvin’ man. S8o they don’t smoke at all, an’ don’t want 
no matches. An’ | don’t blime ’em, mind yer. Pussonally, I chews 
—but if I smoked a pipe I wouldn’t do it with one o’ them ’ats on. 
’Cos why ?_ ’Cos I believes in a bit o’ style. Not that I’m stuck-up 
as yer might say, but I don’t see no sense in lettin’ myself down. 
If I'd liked I could ’a made it so ot fur thet newspiper boy that ’e’d 
’ave ad to go. I could ’a mopped up the mee with ’im if I'd 
wanted. But I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t conterminate myself by so 
much as ’ayin’ a word with ’im. I’d sooner leave—even if | lose 
money’on it. My father were one for style too, afore ’is shop bust. 
Thet ’s ow it is, yer see. Some goes up, and some goes down. We've 
come down, but I draws the line somewheer fur all thet—sure 's my 
name’s ReacerNuLp. An’ what do you think ?” 

I told him that I was rather inclined to think that he was an idiot, 
and tried to show him why he was an idiot. But he would not be 
convinced. Class prejudice was strong within ’im. 

** Look ’ere,” he said,.‘‘ you may think I’m young to be a’visin’ o’ 
you, Sir. But jest mark my words—you cawn’ be too keerful what 
comp’ny yer gits familyer with. I gitsoff ’ere, All-right, 
kinducter, yer needn’t stop.” 








; ‘ ; 
MORE EXCITEMENT IN PARIS. Holiday 
[A valuable porcelain vase having been stolen from | Fare 
Versailles Palace, a band of English tourists who were | —— 


visiting the place have been searched by the police; but 
nothing was | upon them, and they have been liberated.”’ | 
—St. James's Gazette, Sept. 17.) the billow, 
A Loaf by 
the shore, 
A Fig for 
fashion, 
And Cream 
galore! 


A Row on 


| 
| 
| 


‘* What's 





ed o’ a bankrupt’s | 


in a 

Name ?”’ 

Mr. Avous 
TIN Daty 
| says, ** Il have 
never found, 
jas CHATTER- 
ton did, that 
| SH AKSPRARE 
spelt Kuin.”’ 
poses he 
148 been more 
inclined to 





j 


| 
| 








| : negli : think that 
Portrait of English Tourist searched . i ) © 
in Paris on suspic ion of havinga The Porcelain Vase SHA KSPEARE 
valuable Porcelain Vase concealed in question. may REMAN, 
about his person. eh? 
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TRULY CONSCIENTIOUS. 


, 2 Ener, / 
+O bs Mw 


ONR-AND-NINEPENCE!” 
BuT WE'RE NOT ALLOWED TO TAKE MONEY FROM ANYBODY BUT GRANDPAPA 


Toyshopman. ‘‘ Bea PARDON, MIss, BUT HERE'S YOUR CHANGE, WHICH YOU 'D FORGOTTEN 
Littl Maid, ‘‘On, THANK YOU VERY MUCH! 








TURNING THE TABLES; 
Orn, THe Bear as LEADER. 


[“ The French believed so implicitly in Russian 
friendship, even when there was nothing whatever 
to indicate its existence, that they may be excused 
for rating at more than they are worth expressions 
of goodwill, which, after all, are as ambiguous as 
they are tardy .. . The success of a Russian Loan is 
not dearly purchased by a little effusion, which, 
after commits Russia to nothing. French 
sentiment is always worth cultivating in that way, 
because, unlike the British variety, it has a distinct 
influence upon investments.” — Daily Paper.] 

“ But just fancy the confusion 
When a bear has burst his fetters! ” 
Hetnr’s Atta Troll. 
“ Bloudie Jacke.” 
Ou! why does your “a so bright ? 
ussian Bear ? 
Oh! why does your eye gleam so bright ? 

You've broken your fetters. Like some of 

your betters, 


all, 


AIR 


Your freedom moves some with affright. 


All right ? 
Well, that’s reassuring,—oh ! quite / 
Yes, your optic gleams piggishly bright, 
Russian Bear ; 


| It gleams with true ursine delight. 


. I ia done 
fun 

To hold it in shackles, which, slight— 

o! ho!— 


France is won, And ’tis capital 


Yet fit so remarkably tight. 


The chains may feel light as a thread, 
Russian Bear! 
As light and as slight as a thread ; 


| Makes 


| You pipe and he dances 


| But though light be the chain. Will his 
| might and his main 
| Again rend it in twain? Fear is fled! 
Quite tled ! 
And old animosity dead. 
Haw! haw! 


Nay, laugh not I pray you so loud, 
Russian Bear! 
Oh! laugh not so loud and so clear! 
Though sly is your smile The heart to 
beguile, 
Bruin’s chuckle is horrid to hear, 
O dear ! 
And makes quidnunes quake and feel queer. 
You have quite turned the tables, that ’s true, 
Russian Bear, 
| The dancer did use to be you. 
Now you thump the tabor, And France, 
your ** dear neighbour,” 
Seems game to dance on till all’s blue. 
| Hurroo! 


| Alliances are pretty things, 

Russian Bear ! 
Seductive and promising things ; 

| That rat -a- tat-too, 


Which suggests a 

Review— 

his legs whirl as swiftly as wings. 
How he springs 

And leaps to the wild whillaloo ! 

this time, 

Russian Bear! 

The Bear and his Leader change places. 

Quicker and quicker he, Steps; 
TERPSICHORE 


Miss 


| Searce could show prettier paces. 


Houp la! 


| Atta Troll could not rival his graces. 


He who pays for the Pipe calls the tane— 
Russian Bear! 
Pooh! that old saw’s quite obsolete. 
Just look at that stocking! What matters 
men’s mocking ? 
He'll pay, but your tune is so sweet— 
Rat-tat-too !— 
That it keeps him at work hands and feet! 
How long? That remains to be seen, 
Russian Bear ; 
But in spite of political spleen, 
And Treaties and Fables, You Aare turned 
the tables. 
Such sight is not frequently seen. 


You ’ve slipped yourself out of your chains, 
Russian Bear ; 
’Till hardly a shackle remains 
In Black Sea or Bosphorus. 
mean loss for us, 
Bruin cares not whilst he gains. 


Treaties and protocols irk, 
Russian Bear ; 
And therefore are matters to shirk. 
Berlin and Paris, No longer must harass 
This true friend of France—and the Turk. | 
Hrumph! hrumph : 
Well, well, we shall see how *twill work! 








‘‘Hanoine Taeorocy.”—Readers of the 
Times have been for some time in a state of 
suspense—most appropriately—as to the result 
of the correspondence carried on by Lord 
GrimTHorPe & Co. under the above heading. 
At all events the Editor of the Times has 
been giving his correspondents quite enough 
rope to ensure the proverbial termination of 


| their epistolary existence. 
cc 





This may 


| 
| 


| 
| 


| 
| 
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“TURNING THE TABLES.” 


(“ The success of a Russian Loan is not dearly purchased by a little effusion, which, after all, commits Russia to nothing. 


worth cultivating in that way, because, unlike the British variety, it has a distinct influence upon investments.” — Daily Paper. 
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French sentiment is always 
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Should not be confounded unduly, 


| As Tempe and Ultima Thule! 


To distinguish ’twixt which and abuses 
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“REVOLTED MORTIMER.” 


(Dr. MortImER GRANVILLE, in a letter to the 
Times, attacks the logic and disputes the dogmas 
f the fanatical Teetotaller, and carries the war 
into the enemy’s country by boldly asserting that 
“incalculable harm has been done to the average 
human organism, with its functions, which we are 
wont to classify as mental and physical, by the 
spread of teetotal views and practices.’’} 


Ono! Doctor MontTrIMER GRANVILLE, 

You are scarcely as bland as Dg BanvILte. 
On the Knights of the Pump 
Your assertions come thump 

Like an old Cyclops’ ‘* sledge”’ on his anvil. 

Fanatical logic ts ‘‘ quisby”’ ; 

Each crank . his bonnet , He his bee. 
They swagger, dod rot ’em !— 
Like loud ully Bottom 

When playing the Thraso to ‘* Thisby.”’ 


Total abstinence purel pernicious ? 

Oh, Doctor, that’s really delicious ! 
That’s turning the tables 
On faddists, whose fables 

Do make the judicious suspicious. 


Your modest and moderate drinker, 

Who’s also a fair-minded thinker, 
Would look in the face 
The fell scourge of our race. 

Sense from logic should not be a shrinker. 


jut drinking and drunkenness, truly, 


Fanatics here blunder ; 


As far they ’re asunder 


We thank you, whose lucid urbanity 
Assures us our favourite ‘‘ vanity ’’ 
(To quote cheery Sam) 
Need not be a ‘* dram ” 
To drive us to death or insanity. 


Good wine and sound ale have their uses, 


he clear-headed want ; 
_. But illogical cant 
Will ne’er solve our worst social eruces, 


“Table waters and watery ” wines, Sir, 
Don’t cheer up a man when Le dines, Sir. 
To gases and slops, 
And weak “*‘ fizzles,” and ‘* pops,” 
The weak stomach only inclines, Sir. 


Like teetotal cant, they’re ‘‘ depressing,” 

And if you can give them a dressing. 
With a compact, 

Firmly founded on fact 

Sober sense will bestow its best blessing. 


But drunkenness, Doctor is awful, 
Tis that we could wish made unlawful. 
’Tis that which will prick 
A man’s conscience when sick 
Of fanatics of flatulent jaw full. 


Your sots are sheer abominations, 

But they who deserve castigations 
Much more than poor ‘‘ drunks,” 
Are those pestilent skunks 

Who poison the people’s potations ! 

Good wine and sound ale need apology ? 

No! But there ’s something to follow G. ! 
Distilling and Brewing 

- Must work our undoing 
When branches of mere Toxicology ! 


Good malt, hop, and , though fermented, 
ay leave a man well end contented, 
But poisons infernal 
_ , (See any Trade Journal !) 
Drive decent souls drunk and demented. 


Meanwhile, Punch admires plain 
speaking. 

Enough of evasion and sneaking! 

Let fact, logic stout, 

And sound pluck fight it out. 


Truth’s ‘‘ at home” to right valorous seeking. 


your 


THE LATEST WEATHER-WISE 
DOGGEREL. 
By a Scientific Rain-maker. 
[It is stated that rain may be brought down by 
the explosion of dynamite and blasting-powder 
attached to oxyhydrogen balloons and kite-tails. | 


Of course, my dear Doctor, you’ll catch it. |. . 
: Eventne red and morning grey 


The Pump is aggressive ; you match it. 
Whee oves right, | Will send the traveller on his way ; 
Your sind cate a good fight, | But—blasting-powder on kites’ tails spread, 


Will bring down rain upon his head. 


And Punch is delighted to watch it ! 
———————— Retort by a Washed-out Wayfarer. 


——— | 


THE CONQUERED “WORTH.” | If dynamite would bring fine weather, 


| Scientists might be in fine feather, 
(Some way after Poe's ‘Conqueror Worm.”) | 





waite sing, to the schoolboy tune, 
bey, = —_ 7 ‘” 
“When women no longer interest themselves in Yah-bah ! (oxyhydrogen) - loon | 
silks and satins, ribbons and furbelows, it will be —— 

an infallible sign that the great drama of humanity 
is at length played out, and that the lights are to 
be turned down, and the house left to silence and 
the dark.”—Daily Chronicle.} 


I. 


FATHER AND SON. 
(A Possible Dialogue after a Recent Decision at 
Marylebone. ) 


Father. And now, my dear Son, I must 
ask you for your rent. 

Son. But surely, Father, I am entitled to 
a room in your house ? 

Father, Out of my 
thisis amatter of busi- 
ness; and, if you de- 
sire to be a Voter, you 
must behave as such. 

Son. But I have 
had some difficulty in 


Mimes, dressed in fashion now gone by, scraping up enough 
Mutter and mumble low, | to pay you. 
And hither and thither fly : | Father. Surely, 
Mere puppets they who come and go | eighteen shillings a- 
At the bidding of a huge} week is a reasonable 
formless Thing sum for an apart- 
That shifts the scenery to | ment, however small, 
and fro, |in Mayfair ? 
Ruling the World from flat! _ Son. I do not deny it; still it seems hard 
i that I should be mulcted to that extent some 


Lo! ’tis a gala night 

Within the ‘‘ Rational” latter years! 
A female throng, dowdy, bedight 

In veils, and drowned in tears, 
Sits in a theatre, to see 

A play of — and fears, 
Whilst the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres, 


I 


a 





and wing— 
Paris and Pimlico! | fifty times a-year. : 
Father. 1 cannot see the hardship, nor the 
Til. money ! 
That motley drama—oh, be| Son. If you really want it, it is here. 
sure [Produces a pocket-book, from which he 
It shall not be forgot! takes oufcient change to satisfy the 





With its Phantom chased | claim, 
for evermore _ .| Father (pocketing coin), Thank you; and 
By a crowd that seize it | now we may say, adieu! 


not, Son. But how about dinner—am I not to 
£)/ Through a circle that ever | dine with you? 
returneth in | Father. Dine with me! What an idea! 
To the self-same spot ; | Why should you ? 
With much of Folly, and waste of Tin, 


; Son. Because 1am your Son, | 
And Vanity soul of the plot. Father. You mean someone infinitely more 
IV. 


important—my Lodger. 
Son. And you absolutely refuse me food ? 
But see, amid the mimic rout 
A mystic shape intrude ! 


Father. Not 1, my boy; not I! It is the 
law! If I was to give you what you ask, you 
A formless thing that writhes from out 
The scenic solitude ! 


and I would be had up for bribery. 
Son. Then you prefer patriotism to paternal 
It writhes! it squirms!—with mortal pangs, | affection ? 
Mocked at by laughter rude ; 
There’s no more snap in its sharp fangs, 


Father. Well, to be candid with you, I 
do! It is distinctly cheaper! 
Which once that crowd subdued. eel 
¥. 


Out—out are the lights—out all ! 
And over each id form, 
The curtain, Mode’s funeral pall, 
Comes down amidst hisses in storm ; 
And the audience, dowdy, but human, 
Jprising proclaim, with wild mirth, 
That the play is the Comedy ‘* Woman,”’ He’s hit upon a plan 
And the hero the conquered ‘*‘ Wortn.”’ And all the perseentors cry, * 
—— e Man!” 








Muscovite Version of a Music-hall 
Chorus. 


Hresen! Hiesew! Hrrsen! 
Here comes the Bogie Man ! 

| He wants to help the Hebrews; he "ll catch 

them if he can. 

Hrescu! Hrescn! Hreser! 





Here comes the 

















Verb sap. ! ‘ cuse suggesti Extremes Meet. 
They soften bee fae = soe Ir is a noticeable thing LINES ON A er 2 us 
rae? | and Bo That when Kent bines pgednee their crop. Downes has photographed “the Fires” at 
n the . P d is al ‘“ t . ” ome. } ‘ " a 
There, Doctor, ’s the eal Drink aol aa ‘Gountieas’ a the Hop’ ad Aha! Domesticmusic! Frreand ‘‘drum’”’! 
eats 





love and affection ; but | 
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MR. PUNCH ON TOUR. A LITTLE HOLIDAY IN WALES. 
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| 
OUR REAL DESIDERATUM. | 
(By a“ Well-informed” Fool.) 
An! I was fogged by the Materialistic, 
By Hvextey and by Zora, Kocn and 
" Moore ; Mystic, 
And now there comes a Maélstrom of the 
lo whirl me further yet from sense’s shore. 
Microbes were much too much for me, bacilli 
Bewildered me, and phagocytes did daze, 
But now the author ’cute of ** Piccadilly,” 
Hirers the Prophet, the BLavatsky craze, 
Thibet, Theosophy, and Bounding Brothers— 
No, Mystic Ones—Mahatmas I should say, 
But really they seem so much like the others 
In slippery agility !—day by day 


Mystify me yet more. Those germs were bad 
enough, . ies 7 | 
But what are they compared with Astral 


Of Useless Knowledge I have almost had 
[really envy uninquiring noddies, [enough, 
I would not be a Chela if I could. 
I have a horror of the Esoterical. 
Besant and OLcott may be wise and good, 
They seem to me pursuing the chimerical. 
Maddened by mysteries of ** Precipitation,” 
The Occult Dream and the Bacillus-Dance ; 
We need Societies for the propagation 
Of Useful—Ignorance ! 


Dwarfs in and about London. 

Str,— We need not go so far afield as Messrs. 
Harrsvrton & Co. in search of dwarfs. In 
the suburbs of London, and even in the more 
\ensely-populated districts of this vast Metro- 
polis, there are numbers of people who are un- 
ommonly short. About quarter-day these 
extraordinary individuals may be heard of, 
but are rarely seen; which fact, however, 
iffords no proof of their non-existence. 

ours, Taxos GATHEROS, 





Latest PUBLICATION (OF THE POLITICAL 
NatvraL History Serres). — Curious De- 
—— of French Froggies into Toadies | 
if Russia. 








““WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST.”~—-No. |. 


WHEN HE MAGNANIMOUSLY CONSENTS TO GO ON THE PLATFORM AT A ConsuRING PeR- 
FORMANCE, AND UNWONTED OBJECTS ARE PRODUCED FROM HIS INSIDE Pockets, 








TO THE GRAND OLD CRICKETER. 
Dear Dr. Grace, the season through 
_ You ’ve struggled on, and striven gamely ; 
Your leg, for all you’ve tried to do, 
_Has made your record come out lamely ; 
Your county suffers, too, with you ; 
Your failures very dear have cost her. 
But better luck in ’ninety-two 
To you, oid friend, and good old Gloucester! 








THE MODERN GAGLIOSTRO ; OR, THE POWER OF THE SPIRITS. 
(A Page from a Romance up to Date.) 


Axp so Perer, learning that the veteran Alchymist was to be seen 
on the presentation of a small coin of the realm, approached the old 
man's residence. He had heard that the Sage had discovered the 
secret of immortality—barring accidents, he would live for ever. 

. Now that Joseruive is true to me,” he murmured, ‘*I have no 
oojection to a further century of existence, or even two.” 

And he continued his walk, He had never seen so many taverns in 
ae life. On every side of him were distilleries, public-houses, and 
beer-shops. He marvelled that a man of so many summers should 
ave chosen such a bibulous spot for his home. 

w He must be exceedingly eccentric,” he thought to himself ; 
K rst. that is nothing to me. If he can teach me how to live 

Taaaoualy this bag of gold, now mine, shall change masters.” 

, the small coin of the realm was presented, and Perer stood face | 
10 lace with the Sage of the Ages. 
P A. hat do you want ? ” asked the ancient Alchymist, with a 
“ stening eye. ‘* What d’ye want with an old man—a very old | 
nan And the Sage wept. 
eaid meant not this,” remonstrated Peter, greatly distressed at the 
neautnt. “* came here merely to crave your aid. I wish to live 
fr wee JOSEPHINE is true to me.” 
_ "Who's Josepuive ?” asked the Sage, in the same thick voice. 


a 








‘** Never heard of JosEPHINE. 
JosEPHINE’s jolly humbug!” 

‘Well, let that pass,” said Perer, ‘‘I am here to ask you why | 
you have lived so 4 You are one hundred and twenty-seven 
years old, I think, and yet you are still alive.” 

** Why, certainly. But you know all about it. Secret no longer. 
Dr. Mortimer GRANVILLE has told the Times how it’s done. Con- 
sider it great shame. Takes the bread, so t’ speak, out of one’s 
mouth.” Here the Sage gave a lurch and seated himself acciden- 
tally on a stuffed alligator. Seeing that his host was about to indulge 
in an untimely nap, Perer thought the moment had arrived to urge 
him to reveal his wonderful secret. ‘‘I implore you to tell me how 
you have managed to live for so many years when all your contem- 
poraries are gone.” 

‘* Well, sure I don’t mind,” was the reply. ‘‘ Won't hurt me— 
may do you good. Want to know how it’s managed ?”’ 

‘That I do, indeed,” was the earnest answer. 

‘‘ Why reason I’ve lived for more than century and quarter is 
this! I’ve never been—mind, never been during all that time—see 
—during all that time—never been sober!” 

Perek was astounded. 

* Why, Sir Wire Lawson says——” he began. _ 

“Never mind what Sir Wrir-Lawson says. I say if you want, 
keep your health you must—hic—always—be—in—in intoxicavated! 
Now go to public-house. My patients in public-houses yonder.” 

And, urged by a sense of daly, Peter withdrew ; and, joining the 
Sage’s cures, found them in various stages of renewed health and 
increased intoxication. 

The Bitter Cry of the British Bookmaker. 
(After a famous Original.) 
’T1s a very good land that we live in 
To lend, or to lose, or to give in; 
But to sell—at a protit—or keep a man’s own, 
’Tis the very worst country that ever was known. 
Men give cash for their wines, wives, weeds, churches and cooks, 


Josepuine’s bore—swindle! Old 
| 

















But your genuine Briton won't pay for his—Books ! 
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JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 


Erentn Entry. 


Srvce my call to the Bar, have been treating myself to rather a 
long roll abroad. Now, however, the time has come to devote 
my} to the work of the profession, which seems to mean studying 
practical law with some discreet and learned Barrister. 

Met a few nights ago, at dinner, a very entertaining fellow. Full 
Told that it was Dick Fresrys, a Barrister, 

‘*ond rather a rising one.” Dick (why 
not RicnarpD?) talked about County 
Courts with condescending tolerance ; 
even the High Court Judges seemed 
according to his own account) to 
habitually quail before his forensic 
acumen. 

Mentioned to Frssrys that I had just 
been ‘*‘ called,” and was ‘‘ thinking of 
reading in a Barrister’s chambers ;”’ 
and he seemed to take the most friendly 
and generous interest in me at once— 
asked me, indeed, to call on him any 


‘ 
seit 


anecdote 


day I liked at his chambers in Waste | 


Paper Buildings, which I thought 
extremely kind, as I was a complete 
stranger. 

Gonext day. Clerk, with impressive 
manner, receives me with due regard 
to his principal’s legal standing. | 

Query —has a rising Barrister any | 
standing ?) Ushered into large room, 
surrounded with shelves containing, I 
imagine, the Law Reports from the 
Flood downwards. Just thinking 
what an excellent ‘‘ oldest inhabitant ” 
MeruvuseraAn would have wmade| 
in a “Right of Way” case, when 
Dick Fresrs rises from the wooden 
arm-chair on which he has been sitting 
at a table crowded with papers, and 
bundles tied up in dirty red tape, and 
shakes hands heartily. 

‘What’s your line of country ?” he asks—‘ Equity or Common 
Law?” | 

I admit that it’s Common Law. Have momentary feeling that 
Equity sounds better, Why Common Law? 

** Quite right,” he says, encouragingly ; ‘‘ much the best branch. 
Iam a Common-Law man too.” Refers to it as if it were a moral 
virtue on his—and my—part to have avoided Equity. Wonder if | 
Equity men talk in this way about ‘‘Common” Lawyers? If so, 
oughtn’t there to be more esprit de corps in the Profession ? 

Been before old Prosrr, Queen’s Bench Division, to-day,” he 
proceeds. ‘* Do you ever sit in Court ?” 

I reluctantly confess that I have not made an habitual point of 


Ah,” he finding that I can’t contradict him as to what 
did really happen in old Proser’s Court to-day ; “ you should have 
been there just now. Had Brownarp, the great Q.C., opposed to 
But, bless you, he couldn’t do anything to speak of against 
my arguments. Prosrer really hardly would listen to him once or 
twice. Made BLownanp quite lose his temper, I assure you.”’ 

** So he lost his case, too, I suppose ?”” I remark, humorously. 

‘*Um,” replies Freprys, sinking into despondency, “not exactly. 
Prosrer didn’t quite like to decide against BLownanp, you know ; 
he—er—decided for him, in fact. Of course we appeal. 
goes on Frnetns, more cheerfully, *‘do Birownanrn’s 
of good. Only run their bill up. I’m safe to win 
before the Court of A ype al. Lord Justice Grit a first-rate lawy¢ r 
reverse old Proser. I can,” he ends with conscious pride, 
‘twist Grit round my finger, so to speak.” 

he idea of twisting a Lord Justice round one’s finger impresses 
me still more with Dick Freerns’s legal genius. How lucky I am | 
to have made his acquaintance! Feel impelled to ask, as I do| 
rather nervously, not knowing if a bitter disappointment does not | 


await me. j 
‘* Do you—er—take legal pupils ever ?’ 

I feel that I’ve pes it in a way that sounds like asking him if he | 
But Frssrys evidently not offended. He 


Dick Fibbins 


a , 


eavs 
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won't,” 
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indulges in dria 
answers briskly, with engaging candour. 

Well, to tell you the truth, though I’ve often been asked to— 
quite pestered about it, in fact—I’ve never done so hitherto. © The 
Solicitors don't like it quite—makes ’em think one is wasting the 
time whi , ought to be given to their briefs on one’s own pups—I 
mean pupils 

Perhaps, after all, Fresrxs will dash my hopes (of becoming his 


‘ 


“pup!” Query, isn’t the word infra dig.—or merely pleasantly 
colloquial *”’) to the ground. — ’ 

‘*T was,” I say boldly, ‘‘ going to ask you if you would let me reg 
with you.” 

‘* Were you?” replies Dick, apparently intensely astonished 
the idea; “ By Jove! I should be really sorry to disappoint you 
Yes,” he goes on in a burst of generosity, ‘‘I will make room fg 
you—there ! ”’ 

’ This is really kind of Dick Fresrys. We finally arrange that | 
am to come in two days’ time—at the usual, and rather pretention 
hundred guineas for a year’s “‘ coaching”—and begin | 





of 


work. 

** You'll see some good cases with me—good fighting cases,” Fp. 
pins remarks, as I take my leave. ‘* Whenthere are no briefs, why. 
you can read up the Law Reports, you know. My books are quite st 
your dis 908al,”’ 

- « But” I remark, a little surprised at that hint about no briefs 
I thought Drcx Fresrys had more than he knew what to do with- 
| “I suppose—er—there’s plenty of business going on here?” 

‘*Oh, heaps,” replies Frenrys, hastily. en, as if to do away 
with any bad impression which his thoughtless observation about nm 
| briefs might have occasioned in my mind, he says, heartily,— 

‘** And, when I take old Proser up to the Court of Appeal, you! 

shall come too, and hear me argue !’ 
| I express suitable gratitude—but isn’t it rather “‘ contempt o 
| Court” on Frenrys’s part to talk about ‘‘ taking up” a Judge ?—and 
| feel, as I depart, that I shall soon see something of the real inner life 
of the Profession. 


fee 


ON THE MARLOWE MEMORIAL. 
eiled by Mr. Henry Irving at Canterbury, September 16, 1891. 


MartoweE, your ‘‘ mighty line” 
Though worthy of a darling of the Nine, 
Has—in quotation—many a reader riled. 
Like SuaksPrarer’s ‘* wood-notes wild,” 
And Popr’s ‘‘ lisped numbers,” it becomes a bore 
When hackneyed o’er and o’er 
By every petty scribe and criticaster. 
Yet we must own you master 
Of the magnificent and magniloquent, 
And modern playwrights might be well content 
Were they but dowered with passion, fancy, wit, 
Like great ill-fated ** Krr.” 





THE LAST OF THE CANTERBURY TALES. 
BEeroreE THE UNVEILING. 


She. What do you know about Martowe ? 
He. Isn’t it somewhere near Taplow ? 

She. I think not, because Mr. Irvine went to unveil Mar.owe, 
and I don’t think he is a rovin 
He. But he may be doing it 

a place at Wargrave. 
She. Yes, but then the papers would have said something about 
wouldn’t they ? 


He. Very likely; they would say anything in the silly season. 
APTER THE UNVEILING, 


She. Well, I know all about MaRLowe now. 
—greater than SHAKSPEARE, or thereabouts. 

He. Always thought that they would find some fellow greater 
than SHAKSPEARE. SHAKSPEARE always bores me awfully. But 
what did this fellow write ? 

She. Oh, lots of things! Faust, amongst the rest. 
. He. Come, that must be wrong, for Faust was written by GovnNoD. 
Vasn’t it ? 

She. Now_I come to think of it, I su 

He. Yes, they did it together. 
come in ? 

She. Well, I am not quite sure. 

He. You had better write to Mr. Invine about it ; he will tell you 
He ’s awfully well up in the subject. As for me, I’m still under th 
impression that Marlow is somewhere on the river. 


| 
| 


fo. sir 
or Sir Moretti Mackenzie, who bas 


it 


He was a great poet 


it was—or BERLI02. 
ut where does Marlow! 


Honours Divided. 

Writers can’t speak in public. So says WALTER. 
They mumble, p aoe Tog | oat 2 tes ty falter! 
Besant, why grumble at fate’s distribution ? 

To writers, sense; to speakers, elocution ! 

Some books are bosh, but all experience teaches 
‘*Rot’s” native realm is—After-dinner Speeches ! 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. IX. 


| Scene—The Burg Terrace at Nuremberg. Popsvny on a bench, 
grappling with the Epitome of Spencer. 

Podbury (reading aloud, with comments). ‘‘ For really to conceive 

‘the infinite divisibility of matter is mentally to follow out the 
divisions to infinity, and to do this would require infinite time.” 
You're right there, old cock, and, as I haven’t got it to spare, I 
won't trouble you!—um—um... “ opposite absurdities” — *‘ sub- 
jective modifications” . . . “* ultimate scientific ideas, then, are all 
representative of ideas that cannot be comprehended.” I could have 

told him that. What bally rot this Philosophy is—but I suppose I 
must peg away at it. Didn’t she say she was sorry I didn’t go in 
more for cultivating my mind? (He looks up.) Jove, here she 

| comes! and yes, there’s that Cutcuarp with her! I thought 
| he’d—how the dickens did he manage to——? I see what he’s after 

—thiaks he ’ll cut me out—twice over—but he shan’t this time, if I 

| can help it! 

| Culchard (to Miss Hypatta Prenperacast). No, the Modern Spirit 
is too earnestly intent upon solving the problems of existence to 

| tolerate humour in its literature. Humour has served a certain 
purpose in its day, but that day is done, and I for one cannot pretend 
to regret its decay. 

Miss H. P. Nor I. In fact, the only humour I ever really 

| appreciated is that of the ancient classics. 

ere has been no true fun since ARISTO- 
pHaNes died. At least, J think not. 

Podb. (catching the last sentence). Oh, I 
say, come, Miss PRENDERGAST. Have you 

| ever read ‘“‘ The Jumping Frog ”’ ? 

Miss P. I was under the impression that 
all sna jumped. ButI never read—I—ah 
—study. 

Podb. (declining to be crushed). Well, I 
call Mark Twarn funny anyhow. But I’m 
going in for study now. I am—honour 
bright! I’m swotting up Spewcer—look ! 

He exhibits the volume proudly. 

Miss P. And are you not enchanted by the 
logical lucidity of that great thinker ? 

Podb. Um—I should be more enchanted if 
I ever had the faintest notion what the great 
thinker was driving at. Look here—here’s 
a simple little sentence for you! (Reads.) 
“ Let us therefore bear in mind the following: 
—That of the whole incident force affecting 
an aggregate, the effective force is that . 
which remains after deducting the non- 

| effective, that the temporarily effective and 
the permanently effective inversely, and 
that the molar and molecular ¢ wrought 
by the permanently effective force also vary 
inversely.” (With pathos.) And that’s 
only in an Epitome, mind you! 

Miss P. Really, Mr. Popsvry, I see nothing particularly incom- 
prehensible in that. 

Culch. (with his superior smile), My dear Popsvey, 
hardly expect to master the Spencerian 
thought without at least some preliminary mental discipline ! 

Podb. | (nettled). Oh—but you find him plain-sailing enough, I 

| suppose 7 


| in his works as yet. 
| Podb. Well, I'll just trouble you to explain thiw—wait a bit. 
(Opens volume again.) Ah, here we are—‘‘ And these illusive and 
| Primordial cognitions, or pseud-ideas, are homogeneous entities 
which may be differentiated objectively or subjectively, according as 
they are presented as Noumenon or Phenomenon. Or, in other words, 

| they are only cognoscible as a colligation of in: ous coalescences.”’ 
| Xow then—are you going to tell me you can make head or tail of all 

at? 

Culch. (percewing that Miss P. is awaiting his reply nm manifest 
suspense). It’s simple enough, my dear fellow, only | can’t expect 
you to grasp it. It is merely a profound truth stated with masterly 


PPodb. Oh 
. Oh, is that m 
hd fan you! Wh 
if understand 


roe), I — I 
went , an 
than I do! %~ a He roars with laughter. 
Miss P. (behind her handkerchief). Mr. Ccuvcnann has evidently 
gone through the—the “‘ preliminary mental discipline.” 
Culch. (scarlet and ). Of course, if Mr. Poppury descends to 
childishness of that sort, y can’t pretend to—— 





|, Culch. I have certainly not encountered any insuperable difficulties | : s 
| beginning to think too much of—and with my peculiar position with 
| Miss Trorrer—(Mavp, that is)—not that there ’s anything definite 


dear fellow? (He flings up his heels in | 
y, I made that up myself | 
it, it’s a jolly sight more | 


Podbury grappling with the Epitome of Spencer. 


! 
| 


ou can | indifferent enough from behind ? one | 
logy and habit of | not—she may have begun sketching me. If she imagines I’m sus- 


| and gone off in a huff, I expect. 


| Miss PrenpeRGast ! 





Podb. (wiping his eyes). But you did pretend, old chap. You said | _ 


it was “profound truth” and “masterly precision”! I’ve got 
more profound truth where that came from. I say, | shall set up as 
an intellectual Johnny after this, and get you to write an Epitome 
of me. I think I pulled your leg that time, eh ? 

Culch. (biting his lip). When you have extracted sufficient enter- 
tainment from that very small joke, you will perhaps allow Miss 
PRENDERGAST to sit down and begin her sketch. You may not be 
aware that you've taken her place. 

(He withdraws majestically to the parapet, while Popsver 
makes way for Miss P. with apologies. 

Podb. (as he leans over seat while she sketches). I wish your 
brother Bor had been here—he would have enjoyed that ! 

Miss P. It was really too bad of you, though. Poor Mr. Ccicnanp! 

Podb. He shouldn’t try to make me out a bigger duffer than I am, 
then. But I say, you don’t really think it was too bad? Ah, you're 
laughing—you don’t ! 

Miss P. Never mind what I really think. But you have got us 
both into sad disgrace. Mr. Cuicnarp is dreadfully annoyed with 
us—look at his shoulders ! 

Culch. (leaning over parapet with his back to them). That ass 
Popsury! To think of his taking me in with an idiotic trick like 
that! And before Her too! And when I had made it all right about 
the other evening, and was ucing an excellent impression on the 
way up here. I wish I could hear what they were whispering about— 
more silly jokes at my expense, no doubt. Bah ! as if it affected me! 

Podb. (to Miss P.). I say, how awfully well you draw! 

Miss P. There you betray your ignorance 
in Art matters. Sketching with me is a pas- 
time, not a serious pursuit. (7hey go on 
conversing tn a lower tone.) No, please, Mr. 
Popsvry. I’m quite sure he wallave— 

Podb, (rises ; comes up to CuLcHarD, and 
touches his shoulder). I say, old chappie-——— 

Culch. (jerking away with ieamert Now, 
look here, Popsury. I’m not in the mood 
for any more of your foole 

odb. (humbly). All right, old boy. I 
wouldn’t bother you, only Miss PrenDERoast 
wants a figure for her foreground, and | said 
I’d ask you if you’d keep just as you are 
for a few minutes. Do you mind? 

Culch. (to himself). Afraid she's gone too 
far—thinks she’ll smooth me down! Upon 
my word, it would serve her right to—but 
no, I won't be petty. iy Pray tell 
Miss Prenpencast that I have no immediate 
intention of altering my position. 

Podb. Thanks awfully, old chap. 
you'd oblige. 

Culch. (incisively). 


I knew 


I am obliging Miss 
Prenpereast, and her only. ms his 
voice, without turning his head.) Would you 
prefer me to face you, Miss Prenpercast ° 
Miss P. (in tremulous tones). N—no, thank 
you. It—it’s somuch more n—natural, don’t 
you know, for you to be 1—looking at the view. 
Culch. As you please, (To irmaelf Can’t meet my eye. Good! 
I shall go on treating her distantly for a little. I wonder if I look 
I cross one foot? Better 


ceptible to feminine flattery of this palpable kind, she ’ll——how her 
voice shook, though, when she spoke. Poor girl, she’s afraid she 
offended me by laughing—and I did think she had more sense than 
to—but I mustn’t be too hard on her. I’m afraid she’s already 


at present, still——( Aloud.) Ahem, Miss Prenpencast—am I stand- 
ing as you wish? (Zo himself.) She doesn’t answer—too absorbed, 
and I can’t hear that idiot—found he hasn’t scored so much after all, 
So much the better! What a time 
she is over this, and how quiet she pm pe I wish I knew whether it 
was coquetry or—shall I turn round and see? No, I must be perfectly 
indifferent. And she did laugh at me. I distinctly saw her. Still, 
if she’s sorry, this would be an excellent a for— Aloud. ) 

No reply—louder.) ay I take it that you 
regret having been betrayed into momentary approbation of a 
miserable piece of flippancy? If so, let me assure you—(Turns 
round—to discover that he is addressing two little laren-haired e 
in speckled pinafores, who are regarding him open-mouthed. Miss 
Prenpercast and Popsury hare ye Popsvry again ! 
He must have planned this—with her! It istoomuch. I have done 
—yes—done with the pair of them! [Strides off in bitter indignation. 








Scnoor-poy’s Frrst EXPERrENce oF Smoxinc.—One sickarette, 
and he never could do another. O si sic omnes ! 
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| that the words descriptive of Napor.non BUONAPARTE used 


had each course been omitted from the menu. 
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| 
| “HOTEL ME, GENTLE STRANGER!” 


‘Mrs. WoeeLer and Mrs. Custer, two literary ladies of New 
‘ York, are starting a hotel for women only.]} 

S,ys Mrs. Custer to Mrs. WHEELER : 

‘| propose we put out a ‘ promoting’ feeler!”’ 

Savs Mrs. WHEELER to Mrs. Custer, 
| ** Monopolist Males we shall greatly fluster ;”’ 

‘ Hotel it not in Gath !’—at present 
Till we have made things nice and pleasant. 

First ruale—‘ No Rules!’ O, of course male noddies 
Will snigger at once, the superior bodies! 

jut Oscak WILDE must ‘ pull up his socks,’ 

Ere hell equal women at paradox. 

What I mean is this, in our ‘ Women’s Hotel,’ 

We’ll have no such thing as the ‘ Curfew Bell,’ 
And no fixed hour for the ery, ‘ Out lights!’ 

We will give free way to true ‘ Woman’s Rights,’ 
Which are to thump, strum, tap, twirl, trill, 
From morn till night at her own sweet will. 
That ’s why we cherish, despite male spleen, 
Typewriter, Piano, and Sewing-Machine ! 
The ‘ woodpecker tapping’ is, indeed, not in it 
With Emancipate Woman—no, not for a minute! 
Our Hotel will be, when we’ve won the battle, 
‘The Paradise of unlimited Rattle,’ 
‘The Realm of the Spindle,’ ‘ the Home of the Duster !’’ 
Says Mrs. WHEELER to Mrs. CusTer. 
‘*Nought tabooed save Man! Socomes Peace the Healer!”’ 
Says Mrs. Custer to Mrs. WHEELER. 
Punch hopes their Hotel may flourish—only, 
Spots ‘‘ Reserved for Ladies” are often—lonely ! 








Tae German Emperor Gorne Nap.—It now appears 


by the German Emperor, and to which the French took so 
strong an exception, were not ‘* Le parrenu Corse,” but 
* Le conquérant Corse,’’ which, of course, makes all the 
difference. At this banquet it would have been better 


| ee. 


A Vain Vaunt. 


Ia belle France boasts of being Art’s true henchman! | 
That cosmopolitan claim she should be mute on. 
* Art for ‘Art’s sake! ”’ shouts the thrasonic Frenchman, 
‘Save when that Art is Teuton,’ 
Though Art’s not marred for him by subtle sin 


| A German twang poisons e’en Lohengrin. 

















































INDISCRIMINATE CHARITY. 


Benevolent Old Lady. “‘“No, Mr. Smirn; I SHaLu NoT conTINUR My Sup 
SCRIPTION TO YOUR CRICKET-GROUND ANY LONGER—FOR I FIND YOU ALLOW IT 
TO BE USED IN THE WINTER FOR PIGEON-SHOOTING!” 

Secretary to the Local Cricket Club. ** But, MADAM, YOU CAN’T BE AWARK THAT 
WE SHOOT AT NOTHING BUT CLAY PigRoNs!” 


B. 0. L. **1 pon’? CARE WHAT THE BREED MAY BE—IT'S EQUALLY CRVEL!” 











THE ARMADA FROM THE SPANISH. | 


Commenced by Mr. J. A. Froude and concluded 


But why 
of the next 


vred and beaten. 


should I dwell upon the events 
few days? We were out-maneu- | 
1 myself took refuge ina 


“IN CELLAR DEEP.” 


Latest Up-to-Date Version of a celebrated Bae 


by the Duke of Medina Sidonia. ) 


It may be remembered that the English 
writer in Longman’s Magazine, had got to 
the point when after trying to get out of the 
expedition by pleading poverty, incompe- 
teney, and anything else P could ‘think of, I 
was forced to go on my way to England with 
apparent satisfaction. 
and mouldy biscuit, but still I informed the 


King that we were ** content and cheerful.” | 


Had I given him any other intelligence, the 
chances are that he would have had my head 
—not a good one, but sufficient to meet my 
modest requirements. 

Well, we sailed towards England, and as 
Mr. J. A. Frovpe has already explained 
quoting from my own letter to King Parr), 
“knowing nothing of navigation,” I soon 
made a bad shot. 
I drifted towards Cronstadt, even then a for- 
tress of some consideration. I could tell you 
a great deal more, were it not that I suc- 
cumbed to sea-sickness and gave up my com- 
mand. The expedition was now, of course, 
commanded by the steward, but the duties 
of his unpleasant office left him but little 
time for directing an invasion. 
got within reach of England when the wind 

gan to blow, and before I could hitch 
myself up with a marling-spike, every man 
Jack of us was ready for Davy Jones’s locker! 


We had putrid pork | 


nstead of going to Tilbury, | 


Well, we! 


| wood of mahogany trees, and it was my de- | 
light and my privilege to supply the require- | 
ments of the British colony in all that they 
desired. The result of this was that I and a 
few personal friends took refuge in a forest 
in which mahogany trees flourished. It was 
in this leafy prison that I supplied the genuine 
| old , even mahogany ‘‘as advertised.” 1 
would be afraid to say how many places | 
supplied with wood fromthe Armada. I may 
}hint that I know something of the tables at 
| Westminster and the benches of Gray’s Inn. | 
But there, that is many years ago, and all || 
|can say now is, ‘‘ Heave away, boys,” and 
| ‘* Three cheers for the Don, the Keys, and the 
| Donkey.” I was the Don, the keys were 
| supplied to those who paid for them, and the | 
|donkeys could defend themselves. The 
4 was not a success, and after this | 
frank avowal, it seems to me that Mr. | 
Frovupe need render no further explanation. | 
Surely the story of the Spanish Invasion is 
copyright. And if it is, Mr. Frovpg has no 
right to tamper with my work, the more} 
| especially as it is immediately appropriated | 
that model of modern journalism the | 


| by 
ide of Reviews. 


PuiLosopnicaL Reriection. — We have | 
five senses. That’s quite enough. If we had| 
|a sixth sense, what a new sense it would be! | 





beer) to quench thirst.’’- 


chanalian ditty, as it might be revised by 
Dr. Mortimer Granville and Mr, James Payn.) 


[No one drinks aleoholie liquor (unless it be 


James Payn.]) 


[y Cellar deep I sit and steep 
My soul in GRanvit_r's logic. 
Companions mine, sound ale, good wine— 
That foils Teetotal dodge io! 
With solemn pate our sages prate, 
The Pump-slaves neatly pinking. 
He’s proved an ass, whose days don’t pass 
In drinking, drinking, drinking ! 
In water pure there ’s danger sure, 
All fizzle-pop ’s deceiving ; 
And ginger-beer must make you queer 
(If GRANVILLE you’re believing). 
Safe, on the whole, is Alcohol ; 
It saves man’s strength from sinking. 
I injure none, and have good f—fun, 
Whilst drinking, drinking, drinking ! 
Hic! Hic!! Hooray!! New reasons gay 
For drink from doctors borrow ! 
The last (not first) is simple thirst. 
Thatsh true—to Lawson’s sorrow ! 
Good Templarsh fain would ‘‘ physic Payy,” 
And GRANVILLE squelch like winking ; 
But all the same, true Wisdom ’s—hic— 


game ahs can 
Is drinking, drinking, drinking | 
(Left playing ut. 
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MR. PUNCH’S NAVAL NOVEL. 


[Mr. Punch has 


brochures pr 


bserved with much gratification the success of various 
fessing to give, under the disguise of retrospect, a prophetic but 
f the naval battle of the immediate future. a Pench has 
For some time he has been living, 
midst of magnificent iron-clad fleets. In vain have tor- 
n launched on their occasionally death-dealing mission inst him, 
immense shells exploded in his immediate neighbourhood. 
Nothing, not even the ramming of one whole squadron by another, bas suc- 
ceeded in daunting him. He has remained immovable in the midst of an 
alling explosion which reduced a ship’s company to a heap of toe-nails. 
now, his mind fired by the crash of conflict and the intoxication of almost 
slaughter, he proposes to show the world how a naval novel that 
e accurate as well as vivid, to be bought by the public in thousands 
s well as to teach useful lessons to politicians and sailors, ought really to be 
tten Mr. Punch may as well state that he has not submitted this story 
to any naval experts. His facts speak for themselves, and require no merely 
professional approval to enhance their value. } 


WHO’D BE A SAILOR? 
(A Story of Blood and Battle.) 
Cuarrer I. 


Listen, my Grandchildren! for you are mine, not indeed by the 
ridiculous accident of birth (since to speak the truth I am an un- 
married old sea-dog), but by 
the far higher and more 
honourable title of having 
been selected by me to hear 
this yarn. You :know well 
enough that such a tale must 
be told to grandchildren, 
and since you undoubtedly 
possessed grandparents, and 
have been hired at a shilling 
an hour to listen to me, 
have every right to address 
youas] did. Therefore I say, 
my grandchildren, attend to 
what I am about to relate. 
You who live under the bene- 
ficent sway of the mighty 
Australo - Canado - Africo - 
Celto-Americo-Anglian Fe- 
deration of Commonwealths, 
can have no notion of the 
degraded conditions under 
which I, your grandfather, 
and the rest of my miserable 
fellow - countrymen lived 
fifty years ago in the year 
1892. Naturally you have 
read no books of history refer- 
ring to any date anterior to 
1902. The wretched records of ignorance, slavery and decrepitude 
have been justly expunged from your curriculum. Let me tell you 
then that a little country calling itself the United Kingdom of Great | 
Britain and Ireland at that time arrogated to itself the leadership 
of the mighty countries which you now call your home. You smile 
and refer me to a large-sized map on which, as you justly observe, 
this country occupies a space of not more than two square inches. 
Your surprise is intelligible, but the melancholy fact remains. All 
this has now been happily changed, and changed too in consequence 
of a war in which England (for so the country was often inaccurately 
called, except upon Seotch political platforms, where people naturally 
objected to the name) in which, as I say, England bore the chief part 
and obtained the decisive victory. The story of this war I am now 
about to relate to you. 


accurate «& 


read them ca 


efully over and over again. 


~ speak, in the 


ped en Det 


in vain have 


iverea 


Cuaprer II. 


War had been declared. We had known for a long time that it | 
was coming. For months past the bellicose bench of Bishops had | 
been pomeching wer in all the Cathedralsof the land. Field Marshal 
the Duke of WorseLey, who was then a simple lord, had written 
articles in all the prominent American reviews, and had proved to 
demonstration that with 50,000 boys and the new patent revolving | 
ammunition belt, Britain (for that too was the name of my late | 
country) was ready to defy and conquer the world. Rear-Admiral 
and Lieutenant-General Sir Wituiam T. Sreap, G.C.B., C.8.I. 
K.G., V.C.—the great journalist in the shade of whose colossal 
mounted statue we are now sitting—had suddenly become a convert 
to the doctrine that war is the great purifier, and had offered in a 
spirit of extraordinary self-abnegation to command both the Army 
and the Fleet in action. Volunteer corps armed with seythes, paper- 
knives, walking-sticks and umbrellas had sprung up all over the 
country, and had provided their own uniforms and equipment. 


The Explosion. 


| been literally blown into 


Lord Raynotrn Cuvrcnitt, father of the present Earl of South 

Africa, had been recalled to office by an alarmed country, and had 

united in his own person the‘offices of Secretary of State for War, | 
First Lord of the Admiralty, Premier, Chancellor of the Exchequer | 
and Lord Privy Seal. As a first step towards restoring confidence, 
he had, with his own hands, beheaded the former Prime Minister, 
the Marquis of Satispury, and had published a cheap and popular 
edition of his epoch-making Letters from Mashonaland. His Lord- 
ship’s official residence had been established at oo Club 
where they still preserve on constant relays of ice the Bécussine 
bardée aux truffes which Lord RanpDoLPH was about to eat when he 
snubbed the united ambassadors of Germany, France, Austria, Russia, 
Italy and the Republic of Andorra. The immediate consequence was 
a declaration of war against us. 


Cuapter III. 


I was at that time in command of H.M.S. Bandersnatch, a vessel 
of nine hundred thousand horse-power, and a mean average displace- | 
ment of four hundred peat tons. Ah, the dear old Bander- 
snatch! Never can I forget the thrill of ag emotion which 

rvaded my inmost being as I stepped on rd in mid-ocean. 

iverything was in apple-pie order. Bulkheads, irders, and beams 
shone like glass in the noonday sun. The agile torpedo-catchers 
had been practising their sports, and I could not resist a feeling of 
intense pride when I learnt that only fifty of these heroic fellows 
had that a perished 
owing to the accidental ex- 
plosion of one of their charm- 
ing playthings at the very 
crisis of the game. The 
racers of the after-guns had 
been out for their morning’s 
exercise. Indeed the saddles 
had only just been removed, 
and the noble animals were 
now enjoying a good square 
meal of corn in their bomb- 
proof stable. Keep your 
animals in good fettle, and 
they’ll never shirk their 
work: that was always my 
motto, and right well has it | 
answered. The roaring fur- | 
naces, the cylindrical boilers, | 
the prisoned steam, the twin 
screws, the steel shot that | 
crashes like thunder, the | 
fearful impact of the ram, | 
the blanching terror of the 
supreme moment, the shat- 
tered limbs and scattered 
heads,—all these were ready, | 
waiting but for the pressure | 
of my finger on the middle | 
button of the boatswain’s mess-waistcoat to speed forth upon their 
deadly work between the illustrated covers of a shilling pamphlet. 


Cuarter IV. 


In another moment the enemy’s fleet had hove in sight. Our 
movements in the ten minutes preceding the fatal conflict will be 
best understood by consulting the annexed diagram :— 

We advanced in this 
imposing order for five 
minutes. Then came a 
puff of smoke, and, in less 
time than it takes to tell 
it, two thousand men had 


thin air, their sole rem- 

nant being the left shoe of 

my trusty second in com- 

mand, Captain GLIM- 

powseE. I trained the two 

turret-guns until I had 

got them into perfect con- 

ition, and gave the word. 7 

The crash that followed was terrific. One of the massive missiles 
went home, and stayed there, no amount of inducement availing to 
bring it out again to face the battle. ‘The other, however, behav: 
as a British missile should, and exploded in the heart of the hostile 
fleet. The result was terrific. French, German and Russian Admirals 
by the thousand were destroyed, their scattered fragments literall 
darkening the face of the sun, and a mixed shower of iron, steel, 
stanchions, bollards, monster guns, Admirals, sailors, stewards, 
cocked-hats, and Post Captains fell for ten minutes without intermis- 
sion from the clouds into which they had been driven by the awiul 




















—— 


| lapse of time I may call him 


|on which fingers long since dust have worked a sketch of the 


| more on that account; which I thought very considerate. He also 
| said he might be able to get mesome more pieces. But this, I think, 
| will do to go on with. 
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force of the explosion. I turned to my Lieutenant, who was standing 
beside me, to give a necessary order. As I was about to address him, 
the machine-guns in the enemy’s tops belched forth a myriad pro- 
jectiles, and the unfortunate Lieutenant was swept into eternity. 
‘All that was left of him was his right hand, which, curiously enough, 
remained for a minute d in the air in its — relative 
position to what had been the Lieutenant’s body. 1 mastered my 
emotion with an effort, as I reverently grasped and shook the melan- 
choly relic. Then, shedding a silent tear, 1 dropped it over the side, 
ond with an aching heart, watched it disappear beneath the wave 
on which many of its former owner’s happiest hours had been spent. 


Cuaprer V. 

This catastrophe ended the battle. The allied fleets had been swept 
off the face of the ocean. I packed what remained of H.M.8. Bander- 
snatch in my tobacco-pouch, attached myself to_a hen-coop, and thus 
floated triumphantly mto Portsmouth Harbour. 





CHARLEMAGNE AND I. 


Aiz-la-Chapelle, Monday.—I have always had a strange longing 
to know CHARLEMAGNE. To shake him by the hand, to have 
opportunity of inquiring after his health and that of his family, to 
hear his whispered reply—that indeed were bliss. But CoarLEMaGNnE 
is dead, and desire must be cur The only thing open to an 
admirer is to visit the place of his last repose, and brood in spots his 
shade may yet haunt. CHARLEMAGNE was buried at Aix-la- 
Chapelle (German Aachen), but since my arrival in the town, I find 
great difficulty in discovering his tomb. The great soldier Emperor 
resembled an unfortunate and unskilful pickpocket in one respect. 
He was always being taken up. He died in the year 814, and was left 
undisturbed till the year 1000, when the Emperor Orro tue Turep 
opened his tomb, and, finding his great predecessor sitting ona marble 
chair, helped him down. The marble chair is on view in the Cathedral 
to this day (verger, 1 mark) to witness to the truth of this narrative. 
One hundred and sixty-five years later, FrepErick BARBAROSSA 
opened the second tomb where Urno had placed C., and transferred to 
a marble sarcophagus what, at this date, was left of him. In the 
following century C. was canonised. hereupon nothing would 
satisfy FREDERICK THE SECOND but to go for the bones again. They 
were now growing scarce, and only a few fragments fill the reliquary 
in which at length all that is left of my revered friend (if after this 
im so) reposes. 

{ have been fortunate in securing a relic, not exactly of Caroxo, 
but of the time at or about which he lived. It is a piece of tapestry, 


Emperor going to his bath. Considering its age, the tapestry is in 
remarkably fresh condition. The old Hebrew trader, whom for a 
consideration I induced to with it, said he would not charge any 


_But if there be nothing left of Caroto Maeno, there still is the 
city he loved, in which he lived and died. Here is the Kaiserquelle, 
bubbling out of Biichel in which, centuries ago, he laved his lordly 
limbs. Going down into my bath this morning I observed in the 
dim light the imprint of a footstep on the marble stair. 

“That might have been CHaARLEMAGNE’s,” I said to YanKOB, my 
bath attendant. 

Ja wohl,” said Yanxop, nodding in his friendly way, and, going 
out, he presently returned with a hot towel. 

That did not seem to follow naturally upon my observation, which 
was, indeed, born of idle fancy. (I know very well C.’s death even- 
tuated long prior to the building of the stately colonnade that fronts 
the present baths, and that therefore the footprint is illusory.) I am 
growing used to a certain irrelevancy in YAHKOB’s conversation. My 
German is of the date of CHARLEMAGNE, and is no more understood 
here than is the Greek of Socrates in the streets of Athens. YAHKOB 
was eas den off for my service because he thoroughly under- 
stood and ed English. He says, ‘* Ye-es” and ** Ver well.” 
But when I offer a chance remark he, times out of five, nods 
intelligently, bolts off and brings me something back—a comb and 
brush, a newspaper, but oftenest, a hot towel. Once, when I asked 
him weir there were two posts a day to London, he lugged in an 
arm-chair, 

A get on better with Witiam. Witx1am is a rubber—not of whist, 

ven entendu, but of men. In build Wri11AM is pear-shaped, the 
upper part of him, where you would expect to find the stalk, broad- 
ening out into a perpetual smile. He has lived in the Baths twenty- 
three years, and yet his gaiety is not eclipsed. If he has a foible it 
is his belief that he thoroughly understands London and its ways. 





“A ver big place,” he remarked this morning, ‘‘ where dey kills 
| de ladees,” 


a jovial ‘click! But it was only when, his eyes brimming over 
with fun, he said, “* Yax de Reeper,” that I followed the drift of his 
remark. 
It is gratifying to the citizen of London travelling abroad, to 
learn that in the mind of the foreigner the great Metropolis is 
primarily and chiefly associated with ‘Jack the Ripper” and his 
exploits. 
“I rob you not hard,” Wit1aM incidentally remarks, pounding 
at your chest as if it were a parquet flooring he was polishing ; “ but 
I strong so I can break a shentleman’s ribs.” 
I make due acknowledgment of the prowess, being particularly 
careful to refrain from expressing doubt, or even surprise. WILLIAM 
always smiling, repeats the assertion just as if T had contradicted 
him. Try to change subject. 

“I wonder if CuaRLemaone had a massage man in his suite?” I 
say, ‘‘and who 
was his Doc- 
tor? Now if 
he had had Dr. 
Branpis, I be- 
lieve he would 
have been 
alive at this 
day. But we 
cannot have 
everything. 
CHARLE- 
MAGNE~had 
the Iron Crown 
of Lombardy ; 
we have Dr. 
Branpis.” 

“Vee 8,” 
said WILLIAM, 
still gloating 


thought; ‘‘ eef 
I like I break 
a shentle- 
man’s ribs.” 
Sometimes 
WILLIAM’S 
smile, con- 
tracting, 
breaks into a 
whistle, hor- 
ribly out of 
tune, He 
rather fancies 
his musical - 
powers, and is 
proud of his 
intimate ac- ’ 
uaintance with the fashionable chansons current in London to- 
y, or as he puts it, “‘ Vat dey shings at de Carrelton Clob. 
Then he warbles a line of the happi y long-forgotten * Cham - 
ne CHARLIE,”, with intervals of “Oh what a surprise!" He 
sings both to the same tune, and fortunately knows only two lines of 
one and a single line of the other. 
Try to bring him back to CaroLo Maeno, 
““Wouldn’t you,” I ask ‘* give all you are worth to have lived in 
the time of CHARLEMAGNE? Suppose some day you walked into this 
room and discovered him sitting on his marble throne as Orno found 
him with the Iron Crown on his head and his right hand ‘grasping 
the imperial sceptre, what would youdo’” é ‘ 
‘*T would break hees ribs,” said WiLL14M, his face illumined by a 
sudden flash of delighted anticipation. 
Alack! we are thinking of two poreeneges sundered ,by centuries. 
My mind dwells on Cuartemacne, whilst WititaM is evidently 


thinking of Champagne CHARLIE. 





“TI would break hees ribs!" 








“ANNALS OF A VERY QUIET FAMILY.” 


THERE were eight of us, each within a year or so of one another. 

Father was a = om 4 quiet man, engaged all day in his study. 

Mother was equ uiet. 

Father ooull’ not flew a trumpet, drum, or any instrument of 
torture, except the piano, to be brought into the house. 

Mother quietly saw his orders carried out. 

In due course we all left home one after the other, and having 
been so quiet for so long, each one of us has contrived to make a 
considerable noise in the world since, and are all doing well. ** Doing 
may be used in the widest possible sense. Among other accomplish - 
ments we blow our own trumpets, as you see. As father and mother 





| This reference not being immediately clear, WILLIAM assisted dull 
| comprehension by drawing his finger across his throat, and uttering 


object to noise, we have not encouraged their visits. 
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DEA EX MACHINA! 


A Reminiscence. ) 


. ‘9 - mm» 
\S HE’D LIKE IT. 
e more free ly ad ty ted to the 
siluation 
il, and we want, to do for the villages, 
hat the tirst reformed Parliament did in conferring 
rnment upon the towns. We knew 


hat t Tory Party did not really mean to give 
s Village or parish Councils....‘The Radical 
ugitators,’ says Sir Micwuag. Hicxs-Bracn, ‘ want 
» see a complete change in the social condition of 
ral society.’ What if we do?... Why, it was 
this that many of us, seven or eight years ago, 
ind many more years ago, fought for getting the 
abourer a vote Mr. John Morley at Cambridge } 
Scene— The Forest of Ha(w)arden. 


Tow hstone (Mr. J-u~ M-RL-¥); Audrey, 
rhe Agricultural Vote); Jaques (Mr. P-ncn), 


behind. Afterwards William (Sir M-cu-1 
H-cxs-B-cu.) 

Touch. Come apace, good Auprer: I will 
fetch up your votes, AuprEy. And how, 
Auprey ?—am I the man yet? Doth my 
simple programme content you ? 

Audrey. Your programme ! 
us, what programme ? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy Votes 
as the glittering poet-god Apollo was among 
the herds of Admetus. 

Jaq. (aside). Oh, knowledge oddly applied ! 
Fancy Olympian Oracles in a_ thatched 
cottage ! 

Touch. When a man’s speeches cannot be 
understood, nor a man’s good platform wit 
seconded by the froward child popular under- 


Lord warrant 


standing, it strikes a man more dead than a| 


| small minority on a big Bill. 


Truly, I would 
the gods had made thee political. 
Aud. 1 do not know what political is, [s 
honest in deed and word? Isit a true thing? 
Touch. (with sardonic frankness), No, 
truly ; for the truest politics show the most 
feigning ; and Tories are given to politics: 


and what they swear, in politics, may be said, | 


as Tories, they do feign. 

Aud. Do you wish, then, that the gods had 
made me political ? 

Touch. I do, truly; for they swear to me 
thou art true Tory, rson - and - squire - 
ridden Tory. Now, if thou wert political, | 
might have some hope thou didst feign—to 
them ! 

Aud. Would you not have me Tory ? 

Touch. No, truly, unless thou wert for- 
tune-favoured ; for Toryism coupled to 
poverty is to have folly a sauce to misery, 

Jaq. (aside). A shrewd fool! 

Aud. Well, 1 am not rich; and therefore | 
pray the gods to make me Liberal. 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away Liberalism 
upon a willingly ‘‘ unemancipated”’ Voter, 
were to deck a porker with pearls. 

Aud. I may net be ‘‘ emancipated,” but I 
thank the gods I am “ enfranchised.” 

Touch. Well, praised be the Liberals for 


thine enfranchisement ! Emancipation—from | 


‘‘ squarsonry’’—may come hereafter. 
be it as it may, I will marry thee. 

Jaq. (aside). I would fain see this wed- 
ling. Methinks there will be sport forward 
ere it be fully achieved. 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy! 

Touch. Amen. . . . But, AUDREY, there is 
a youth here in the forest lays claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who ’tis: he hath no in- 
terest in mein the world. Here comes the 
man you mean. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see 
a—Tory: by my troth, we that have good 
wits have much to answer for; we shall be 
flouting ; we cannot hold. 


Enter Wit1taM. 

Will. Good even, AUDREY. 

Aud. Give ye good even, WILLIAM. 

Will. And good even to you, Sir! 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend... Art 
thou wise ? 

Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. You do desire this maid ? 

Will. I do, Sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand, 
learned ? 

Will. No, Sir. . 

Touch. Then learn this of me; to have is 


Art thou 


But, | 


| 
| 
| 


to have ; for it isa great figure in Gladstonian | 


rhetoric, that votes being deducted from one 
Party and added to another, by putting the 


one Out do put the other In; for all your | 


writers do consent that ipse is he: now you | 


are not ipse, for I am he. 

Will. Which he, Sir? 

Touch. He, Sir, that must marry the 
woman. Therefore, you Tory, abandon— 
which is, in the vulgar, leave—the society, 
which in the boorish is, company—of this 
female,—which in the common is, woman; 
which together is, abandon the society of this 
female, or Tory, thou vanishest; or, to thy 
better understanding, skedaddlest; or, t 
wit, I defeat thee, make thee away, trans- 
late thy majority into minority, thine Office 
into Opposition; I will deal in programmes 
with thee, or in eloquence, or in epigram ; 
will bandy with thee in faction; I will 
o’errun thee with policy; I will “‘ mend thee 
or end thee” a hundred and fifty ways; 
therefore, tremble, and depart! 


Sone (behind). 
It was a lover and his lass, . 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 


—— 
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M.P.’s (who are 
About three acres 


cow. 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 
The artful country folks know now. 
In the time of autumn, &c. 


Since that the franchise was their dower, 
With a hey, and i 

The Country Voters are a power. 
In the time of autumn, &e. 

And, therefore, at the present time 
With ‘‘an Agricultural Polic 
Both Parties simple Hope would lime 

In the time of autumn, &c. 
Will. (aside). Truly, though there is no 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note is very 


untuneable. 


Touch. Trip, AupreY, trip, AuprEy,—I 
d! Exeunt 


attend,—I atten 


Jaq. (appearing). There is surely another 
political deluge forward, and these motley 
would-be couples are seeking the official ark ! 


That o'er the stubble fields did pass 
(Together WILL caught ’em), 

| In the time of = ge [about ; 
When M.P.’s spout, 

iP *‘out ”’) love autumn. 


and ‘“mancuvre’ 


and a 


a ho, and a hey nonino, 


hy += 
y; 
, 


[Ezit. 





the Poet Laureate 


Lord of Burlet h, and the actual fact, there 
seems to be little incommon.” Henry CEcIL, 
Earl and afterwards Marquis of Exerer, 
married Miss Saran Hogerns under the name 
of Joun Jones, having a wife alive at the 
time, and she did not die as the poem relates. 
It is obvious then that Tennyson must be 
re-written, and we offer his Lordship the 
following humble suggestions. The Lord of 
ae should henceforward run somewhat 
48 IOLIOWS :— 


Quoth he, “ Gentle Sanam Hocorns,” 
Speaking in seductive tones, 

“You must wed no Hopes or Scrocarns, 
But espouse your own J. Jonzs.” 

Oh! he was an artful party, 
And that marriage was a crime. 

He'd a wife alive and hearty, 
Though she’d left him for a time. 


_ The above discovery has, of course, led to 
doubts regarding other Tennysonian heroines. 
Was Lady Clara Vere pe VERE, for example, 


as black as the 


the thought! Here are a couple of specimen 
stanzas for an ame: 


Lady Clana Vere pz Varz, 
I vow that you were not a flirt, 
The daughter of a hundred Earls 
; Would not a single creature hurt. 
* Kind hearts are more than coronets,”’ 
What abject twaddle, on my word; 
And then the joke is in the end,— 
We know they made the bard a Lord. 


a tale of how poute Laurence died, 
1 some audacious print began ; 

The fact is that he took to drink,’ 
He always was that sort of man. 

And as for ALFRED, why, of course 

nat snubbed him ; 
iat he should go and call you names, 
And print his atrabilious ‘apes > 


Then, again, was the Amy of Locks 
| Hall quite as Pc By Mme | and so ra 
as the angry rhymester declares? It will 
probably turn out that she was not. Hence 
¢ verses should run in this fashion :— 
| - said, “My Cousin Amy, speak the truth, my 
| ee eart to v5 
| Shall it be by banns 


pered, “ Which you please.” 


THE TRUE TENNYSON. 


We have all been startled to find from the 
researches of Mr. Woopant in Notes and 
Queries, that ‘‘ Between the story sung by 


in his romantic The 


t has painted her? Perish 


version :— 


but was that a crime, 


or license?”? And she whis- 
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George (about to enjoy the first new-laid Egg from the recently set-up Fowl-house). ‘‘ Wuy— 
CONF——THEY ‘VE BOILED THE PorceLAINn Nest-Eco!” 


Love took up the glass of Time and waved it gaily | : aa 
in the i. - [Camden Sc cook DOCTOR LAURIE. 
Married life was sweet at Number Twenty-Six in | Song by a Scotch Student. Aim—“ Annie Laurie.” 
Amy faithless! Bless your heart, Sir, that was | [“ According to Dr. Lavnie, of Edinburgh 
not the case at all : , (Hall. | University, the “‘ teaching of Greek, so far as it is 
It was pure imagination that I wrote in Locksley | attempted in our secondary schools, is positively 
This process will doubtless have to be | harmful.”—Daily News.) 
applied to many of the poems, but we must Pepacoave brays are bonnie, 
leave the congenial task to the Laureate. | When Greek they ’d fain taboo ; 
And 'tis here that Doctor Lavnie 
| Gi’es utterance strictly true, 
Gi’es utterance strictly true, 
Which ne’er forgot should be, 
And for bonnie Doctor Lavnzie, 
A Scottish boy would dee. 


Auld Homer is a humbug, 
ANACREON is an ass ; 

Sumphs scrape enoo o’ baith o’ them, 
The “* Little-go” to pass, 
The Little-go to pass— 














A SONNET OF VAIN DESIRE, 

Arrer THE HoLipays. 

As when th’ industrious windmill vain | 
ea 


yearns , 
To pause, and scratch its swallow-haunted 
Yet at the wind’s relentless urging turns 
Its flying arms in wild a outspread ; 
So am re vex’d by vain desire, that burns [fled, | 
These barren places whence the hair hath 
To wander far amid the woodland ferns, It affects them “ harmfullee.” 
Where cnt a shine along the gossamer Ah! but bonnie Doctor Lavnie, 
read ; He kens Greek ’s a’ my ee! 
Where its own sunlight on the reddening leaf Lik - s wr wi wher 
Sleeps, when soft mists have swathed the al yas 7 peso” ond ve ‘ ine ’ 
Or on billows onet: Why should Seotch lads sit sighing 
Yet must I busily dissemble grief ; Ae | — >" 
Whirl’d in the pitiless round of circumstance, | Tomnneinn a iidiode-lee? 
Rigid with trained respectability. Oh, for bonnie Doctor Lauri, 
I'd shout with three times three ! 
| ee 








New Way out of a Wager. 
a eee, sow Cate) Ussen-Lessp— Geld | _ Ho gna 
: aad “ » | Harcourt, at Ashton-under-Lyne, ‘I am 
hn dies Nes ~ Loh dn mes very glad to be enabled to come here from 
Warni hi a0 ay om imitate the hospitable roof of Mr. Rurerr Masow.” 
Man a Betti Man who'd h La oer tock ..+» And again, “I have come here also 
Mast wish h > Mahat t his hack, from the roof of Mr. Maruer.” Quite a Sir 
“ y a | Wittram Roorvs! But what was he doi 
jon the roof? Was there a tile off in eac 
case? Something wrong with the first house 
| that a Mason couldn't set right? And with 


; ‘th 1i veg | the second, did Sir Roorvs sing, ‘‘ Oh dear, 
a se oat he lent, Sie, wi Sei ‘pull what can the Mather be?” And why the 
My exchequer’s affected with tightness, | invidious distinction between the two roofs ? 
But ing ’s the pink of politeness, |The first being hospitable, and the second 
reaping 's Sir, “* I beg—to remain /”’* | having no pleasant epithet to recommend it. 
° idn’t C in his most de- | 7 
lightful essay oy 3 "47, » Reapers, deplore| Provosep New Trtte ror Lory Gr-m- 
their quutaal Manggemnanes? | rH- RPE.—Baron (H)atter Eso, 





The Beggar’s Petition. 


(New Version.) 
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* eames = 
pOPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG; | 
Oy. Miss BowDLER AT THE Music HAtts, 
INTRODUCTORY. 


Dear Mr. Poncu, ? 

Lv these seogventes days earnest re- 
formers, especially those of the London 
County Council type, yearn to chasten and 
estheticise the Muse of the Music Hall, who 
. perhaps the only really popular Muse of 
the period. My name gives me a sort of 
Scalitery right to take exceptional interest 
in such matters, though in my 4 
and respectable, ancestor is not in all things | 
the ee of his more catholic and cos- 
mopolitan descendant. The McDougall regi- 
men would doubtless be a little too drastic. 
To improve the Music-hall Song off the face 
f the earth, is an attempt which could only | 
suggest itself to puritan fanaticism in its most | 
arbitrary administrative form. The pro-' 
etariat will not ‘‘ willingly let die” the only 
Muse whose ministrations really **come home | 
to its business and its bosom.” No, Sir, 
the People’s Pegasus cannot, must not be 
ruthlessly consigned to the knackers. But 
may it not be gently bitted, discreetl 
bridled, and taught to trot or amble with 
park-hack paces in the harness of Respect- 


ability ¢ 

It is in this hope and faith that the 
following drawing-room versions of some 
of ‘the most popular Comic (and Senti- 
mental) Songs of the Day” have been 
attempted by 

Your respectful admirer, 
Vrrernta BowDier. 


To the Respectable Citizen, the Moral 
Matron, and the Young Person, with a love 
of larkiness and lilt, but a distrust of 
polities, pugilism, and deep potations, the 
tollowing eclectic adaptation of this pro- 
digiously popular ballad may perhaps be 
not altogether unwelcome. 


No. L—TWO LOVELY BROWN EYES. 
Atrn—* Two Lovely Black Eyes.” 


Strolling one Sunday near Bethnal Green, 

This ‘* esthete”’ you might have seen, 

Surveying “‘ the People” with scornful spleen, 
When, oh, what a surprise ! 

An Art Exhibition I chanced to see, 

Therein I entered right speed-i-lee, 

When—on a canvas—there shone on me 
Two lovely brown eyes! 


Chorus. 


Two lovely brown eyes! 
_ .. Oh, what a surprise ! 
Smiling right down on a dingy throng, 
Two lovely brown eyes! 
From a canvas of “High Art” sort they 
_ shone, 
elr owner was cinctured with 
one, 


classic 


| She was spare of flesh, she was big in bone, 


Oh, what a surprise! 
A parson, whom everyone owned ‘‘a good 


J ’ 
Had hung them there for the pleasure and 


_— 
‘f the dreary dwellers in slum and court, 
Those lovely brown eyes. 
Chorus. 
Two lovely brown eyes! 
_ Oh, what a surprise ! 
Drawing the gaze of an East-End crowd, 
Two lovely brown eyes! 


My own regard, as I loitered there, 


astened on one proletariat pair 

With finery frowsy, and oily hair ; 

Oh, what a surprise ! | 
~aucnaiiiistnstenmnenaiasiieieit 


“Satire” and “ Bru.” were the names they 
Frankly abroad with unreticent tongue, [flung 
Lounging and staring where graciously hung 
ose lovely brown eyes. 
Chorus. 

Two lovely brown eyes! 

Oh, what a surprise! [thrill ; 
Sartre and Birt your calm beauty could 

Two lovely brown eyes! 


Art (so I argue) for all is best, 
Here, in the East, on the Day of Rest, 
Lo! my pet theory put to the test ! 

Oh, what a surprise ! 
The chap staring there is a Coster true, 
Trowsered in corduroy, belchered in blue ; 


| What does Ae think of your heavenly hue, 


Two lovely brown eyes ? 
Chorus. 
Two lovely brown eyes! 
Oh, what a surprise! 
‘* Satire,” he whispered, ‘* she’s got, like you, 


9 


Two lovely brown eyes ! 


The picture was one of BuRNE-JoNxES’s best ; 
‘* Satire” was snub-nosed and showily 


rest ; 
I sought her visage in querulous quest, 
en oh, what a surprise! 
lump in the midst of a “* puddingy ”’ face, 
Coarse-cut in feature, devoid of grace, 
Nature capricious had chosen to place 
Two lovely brown eyes! 


Chorus. 
Two lovely brown eyes! 
Oh, what a surprise ! . 
There on each side of a salient ‘‘ snub, 
Two lovely brown eyes. 


Brown? Ah, yes! But, alack! alack! 

The brown was fringed with a halo of black, 

Fruit, it was plain of some marital thwack, 
Oh, what a surprise ! 

“* She, sighed the girl, 

chump, " 

Though she do seem to ’ave got the ump. 

Them pair o’ lamps never felt a thump, 
The br 


m lovely brown eyes!” 


“has a beautiful 


Chorus. 


Two lovely brown eyes! 
Oh, what a surprise ! 
Something seemed telling that man he was 
wrong, 
Two lovely brown eyes! 


Say, was it fancy? I saw a flush 
O’er the coarse cheeks of that Coster rush, 
** Stash it!” he murmured. A Coster blush ? 
Oh, what a surprise ! 
SALLIE,—she clung to his muscular arm— 
With a look half lovingness, half alarm, 
He stooped and—kissed her! Now, was it 
your charm, 
Two lovely brown eyes ? 
Chorus. 
Two lovely brown eyes! 
Oh, what a surprise! 
Was it your influence, gentle yet strong, 
Two lovely brown eyes ? 


‘* Bit,” whispered she, *‘ you may bet two d 
She never nagged at ’er bloke—like me— 
He never wheeled a whelk-barrer, d'yer 
Oh, what a surprise ! see * 
Parties with cultcher and piles 0’ cash 
Ain’t no temptation to row or bash, 
But—who’s to tell but she’s jilted 'er 
mash— 
Miss Lovely Brown Heyes?” 
Chorus. 
Two lovely brown eyes! 
Oh, what a surprise! [frown, 
Twinkled like stars ’twixt a tear and a 
Two lovely brown eyes. 


The moral you’ve caught I can hardly 
doubt ; 
On Art versus Morals men sneer or shout, 
Leave it to Oscar to fight that out, 
If you would be wise. 
Better, far better, it is to let [het ! 
Beautiful things work their way—you 
Then the Coster’s wife may less frequently 
Her lovely brown eyes. [wet 
Chorus. 
Two lovely brown eyes! 
Oh, what a surprise ! 
Art-loving Man is /ess likely to black 
‘Two lovely brown eyes! 


MEN OF THE PAST. 
(CoMPILED BY THE MAN OF THE PRESENT. ) 


CromweELL.—An English Brewer. Un- 
certain about his aspirates. Distinctly 
vulgar. Face disfigured by warts. 

Peter THE Great. — Quite a common 

sort of Russian. Man with coarse tastes, 
Came to England to learn ship-building. 
Fond of low society ; in fact, the type of an 
enterprising cad. ; een 

Wasuinotox.—Entirely provincial Eng- 
lish rebel, who caused considerable trouble in 
|America. Family fair, but not to be 
beyond three generations. Used to eat peas 
with his knife. r 

HannrpaL.—Brutal barbarian. Feeblest 
ideas of stategy. Went the wrong way over 
the Alps. Given to oaths from childhood up. 
Quite a classical nobody. 

Bvowararte.—A Corsican Parrenu. 








The Garrick School. 
Scnoor for young actors is the Garrick Play- 
house. 
| Upon ‘he vend to fame a quarter-way house 
For Invine fils. And likewise note we there 
|The heir apparent of a parent Hane. 





“ Dic, age!” of which the classic Ameri- 
can translation is, ‘* Do tell!” 
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JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 


Niuvyta Esrry. 


Corrovs thing, now that I am installed as a pupil in Fresrys’s| 
Chambers in Waste Paper Buildings, Temple, how few new briefs 
Usual routine is for Dick Frepmvs to hand me 
s brief on which the dust of ages has collected, and to leave me to 
‘* vet up the law about it’ ; but when he (Fresrns) comes back from 
his day's business in Court, about 4°30 p.m., he doesn’t seem to care a 
Seems tired, and prefers to 
I do the same, or “follow on the same side,” 


I am given to read. 


bit to know what the law is. 
smoke; #0 
expresses it. 


** It strikes me forcibly,” I begin, ‘‘ that the Plaintiff, Surrnens, 
ou asked me to read to-day, hasn't got 
Why, in Blatherson vy. Snipe, the Court 


in that running-down case 
the ghost of a chance. 
r iled os 


‘Tried the lawn-tennis in the gardens yet ?” Fresrys interrupts, | 


in the rudest possible manner. 
“No,” | reply, =i 


courts.”’ (One 


that 


‘Oh, did they ?” he interrupts again ; 
Was I for plaintiff 


** doosid interesting. 
or defendant ’” 
** Plaintiff, Surrnwers. A 


running-down case.” 


— ee the 
he 


‘Wish it had been a 
running-up case—a case of 
fees,” he 
laughs. n, resuming a 
more professional style, ** You 
see, |’ ve had such multitudes 
of cases since then, that I’ve 
forgotten the precise details. 


| But you write out og own 





Opinion not to-day; to- 
morrow will do. Then I’ll 
see what it’s like. Now let’s 


go a trot down the Strand 

Another circumstance that 
strikes me as 
is the frequency with which 
I hear the Impressive Clerk 
in the little room next to 
mine) requesting persons who 
have called to ‘* settle up that 
other little matter.” Then 
the strange voice laughs, and 
says—‘‘Oh, your Governor 
can wait.” ‘No, he can’t,” 

it’s the Clerk who says this 

‘it’s been going on for 
three years, now.”’ ** Well,” 
chimes in the unknown, “* let 
it go a bit longer. When’ll 


your Governor have settled “ Looks like a Prime Minister in reduced 
; ” 


those pleadings?” ‘* When 


your people settle about the five guineas, and not before,” replies the 


remarkable, ~ 


was speaking of the Court, not 
or Freers, I think.) ** All 
the Judges held in Blatherson vy. Snipe, 






circumstances. 


impressive Clerk in his best eg my | debati 
nance whi 


follows a long wrangle, not on law, but on 
far as I can judge—ends in the Clerk getting his way, and his money 
live new brief comes in 
Impressive Clerk—who looks like a Prime Minister in reduced cir- 
brings it to Fresrmys when I am in the room. More | &°F 
“From Roerrs, in Chancery Lane —an 
Poor Frserys tries, ineffectually, to 
conceal his delight, and his eye turns instinctively to the place where 


Astonishing event happens. 
cumstances 
impressive than ever. 
excellent firm, Sir,” he says. 


the fee is marked. 


he comments, rubbing his hands. 
and lays it down there. 


Iam given this precious brief, and am asked to write a “ draft 
“Just to try your hand,” says Fissrns, who 
Then I'll write my own after- | 


Opinion ’’ about it ! 


does not wish me to be conceited. 


wards,” he adds. 


I make a very elaborate commentary, 
parallel cases in English, American, an 


But, a few afternoons later, when Impressive Clerk ha 
in. At last, go mysel 


out, a knock comes. Nobody 
infra dig. ?) and open door. 
a) {ere ‘ 


CH NOTICE—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pietures of any description, wil 
ene Ca tee nes, sat oven when aittagaaiel ty © Gampel end Adtmmed Bavelige, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rue 
ere BO ex 


A real 


Fresrys dusts a corner of his desk, 


‘ 


n 


uoting from innumerable 


Solicitors, 


\the World’s Fair.” 


answering a knock! 


don’t catch you at it, that’s all!” 
| whistling, before I can think of a suitable rejoinder. 
The same brief retu 

up a Statement of Claim,’”’—and my “* Opin 
it Dick sent these clients of his my valuable advice, pretending the: 


Open the papers. 


it was his own ! 


My learned ‘‘ leader,” when he comes in, treats affair very coolly 
‘** Oh, did I send your ‘ Opinion’ to them as well i " 
I wonder what they thought of it?” 
In looking over the returned brief 


an ass | am! 
I also wonder. 


ever, I certainly did not come across the ion, 
by Fresrns himself, of which that learned 
have no second chance of examining it, as he is careful to take “ ql] 
the documents in the case”’ ( phrase of the Impressive Clerk's 
home with him, for what he calls re-perusal. 

The conviction that it was my Opinion, and mine alone, whid 
Fresrys dispatched, probably out of sheer D 
‘hancery Lane, is one that I still retain. But it is 


Having a nap, hay? Take car 


with 
” 


7) 








AT THE CLOSE OF THE SUMMER. 


lawn-tennis | Frspins who retains the fee ! 


(By one who idled, To his Lady-help.) 


I am back at my work, which is far from exciting 


After nothing to do for a month at a time, 
So I am not astonished to find myself writing 


To you, dear Metenpa, and writi 


In my rooms very often the scent of the heather 
Brings back with it sweet recollections, and so 


I think of the days when we idled 


ther, 


Far away in the country a fortnight ago. 


Yes, the two afternoons when, although we were sorry 
That it rained, we went out as to do we had vowed, 

And the wonderful echo we found in a 
That took what we whispered and sai 

Whilst we wandered through fern- 


So happened a dragon-fly flew by your side. 


You remember, I’m sure, how you laughed as I stalked it, 


And how it seemed hurt, as it finally died 


Then I think of our pic-nic. The sunshine came glinting, 
And we thought that the summer had come—come to stay. 

We did not walk too fast, you were constantly hinting 
You were really afraid we were losi 


I seemed to be catching two glimpses of heaven, 


As I gazed at the sky and kept looking at you ; 


For the party that started by being just seven 
Had a curious habit of shrinking to two. 


Why, that’s quite sentimental. It isn’t the fashion 
To write of such things in so high flown a style. 


Yet maybe I’m entitled to so much of passion 


As to say that you won me outright with your smile. 
Though a merciless fate ma 
For we know not at all what there ma 
Yet next year, if you ’re down there—an 
Shall we do what we did in the summer before ? 


not let it befall so, 








“To Err 1s Humay.”—‘ Even I am_ not always infallible,” | 
observed Mr. P., on noticing that, in the dialogue under a pictur, | 
| last week, the spelling of ‘‘cover-coat” for ‘‘ covert-coat” hat| § 
;| escaped his eagle eye. 
| such things could be, his other and eagler eye caug 
espondence, per ‘* Dalziel,’ from Chicago, in 


Just as he was wondering to 


pt. 23:—‘‘ Great Britain has chosen a sight for her buildings *| 
If ‘‘ taken ” had been substituted for ‘‘ chosen, | 
| the mistake might have borne a satirical meaning. 
Britain has not made any error as to the site she has selected, fra 


‘* Six guas”’ (legal slang for guineas) “‘ for an Opinion, not bad,” | ®2Y pout of view. 





MEM. IN COLOURS, 


Mav's life is in two colours, simply told: 


Green while you’re young, and grey when you are old. 





Domestic Cooxery.—( For a future New Edition of ‘‘ Mrs. Glas | 
with-care.”’)—It will contain aguas for new dishes, to 


Roman law, and, after | arranged according to grammatical divisions of gender 
giving it to Dick Fresrys to read, I don’t see it again. 


says a juvenile, who apparently mistakes me for the | Troglodytes, D , s be “a pd 
Clerk, and rudely chucks some papers to me, which hit me in the | question ;” though at the same time politics will be rigidly excl" 
chest, “give these to your Governor. What a time you take | from the new publication. 


as ** og p”? 


|example pro 





already exists. 
ns to be| Femme-lette, a female companion dish to Un ’Ommelet. A 
posed is La Petite Marmite and Le Petit Pa’ mite, 
|dishes most suitable for a very small family 
**‘Number” of dishes must alway 


A specimen of the first 


Juvenile disappears 
equest to “ dray 


as mine? What 
past now, how. 
mani 


nsel spoke, 


laziness, to Rogers & (o,, 


in rhyme. 


dit aloud 


laden hedges and talked, it | 


our way. 


Jet. Another 


hla 


downstainy, 






! It looks as 











And | 
























































be in store, 
Lamtherealso, | Devor 
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IF IT BE POSSIBLE, AS MUCH AS IN YOU LIES, STUDY 
7@ 1AVE AT PEACE WITH ALL MEN. 





i 


= 
a O world! 
sien O men! what are ye, and our best designs, 
That we must work by crime to punish crime, 
trv And slay, as if death had but this one gate P—Brnoy. 
as eA 

‘thet "WHAT IS MORE TERRIBLE THAN WAR? 
ely, brn manned MATURE. She kills and kills, and is never tired of killing, till she has taught man the 
That t lesson ke is 80 slow to learn—that Nature is only conquered by obeying her. Vor the means of 

prevention, and for preserving health by natural means, use ENO’S ‘‘ FRUIT SALT.” Its simple bu: 
he! Sistem! action removes all impurities, thus preserving and restoring health. If its great value in keeping the 
rared in health were universally known, no family would be without it, 

R PROBLEM.—In th litical world, Ho: Rule means negotiable bal n@ aanita 
md Bethe whe Bet, ‘upwards 0 20,000 lives are sil ye A sacrificed ; an, in the a. tated thes Uni 3 
ictums causes which are preventibie, —_ Ot less t 

ork’ s) Beet Sie es ona of poor rates “ conser Tiltnees «7 nh th aden “a ,000 


high may be prevented.’""—Cuavwicx. PASS IT sone tere Bor if 19 TZ 


woot "FEv Tt TO MANKIND AND THE sede ENTAILED 
AL P—What dashes to the earth so many hopes, breaks so many sweet 
so inay susp nti a ts to say nothing of the immense increase of rates aud taxes aris Fi 


from the loas of the bread winners 


AT HOME, = on HOUSEHOLD COD; ABROAD, MY “ VADE MECUM” ! 
IMPORTANT TO ALL LEAVING HOME FOR A CHANGE. 


from Ascot on Jan. 2, 1886, says: “ ee ay: your ‘FRUIT SALT’! I trust it is not 
, I swear by it. Here stands the ch bottle, my little idol—at home, my howse- 
Think not this the rhapsody of a hypochondriac! No; it is the outpouring of a grateful heart! 


Ydare wd by 4 numerous old fellows of my age (sixty-seven), now and i on with a tiresome liver. No 


Peralgpaeel remedy, than exit pain—' Richard is himself in!’ hly do 1 value your compositi+n 
ees ciwage 2 remaining at the bottom of the giuae ere the following advice to those 
ace. jate its “its inastionnBle he 
* betimes — take But drain the dregs and lick the cup 
make ; , Of this, the perfect pick-me-up.” ; 
GYPT, CAITRO.—Since i oS arrival in in Pe. last, T have on three ron BAL 1 attacked by fever : on the first occasion I Jay in hospital six weeks. The last attacks 
E° ave been completely repulsed in a short er the use of id ae to whieh I owe my present health at the very | if not my life itself. ' Heartfelt 
gratitude for my -esteetias inapelp sao to ee ae ana ae S Meena in oo deine I feel that I am but obeying the dictates of duty.— Believe me, 
sv, gratefully yours, A Corporat, 19th Hussam, May 
Tr —ey- oF SUCCESS. roses Are of HOMRSTY. = HOUT IT LIFE IS A SHAM !—“A new invention is brought 
fore the public, of abominable imitations are im: eT e the unscrupulous, who, in copying the original closely enough to deceive the 
public, and yet not so a as to infringe upon legal rights, exercise an ingenuity that, englpel in an original channel, could not fail to secure reputation and profit.""—Apans. 
Examine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked BNO’S “ FRUIT SALT.” Without it, you have been imposed on by a worthless imitation. 
SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


PREPARED ONLY AT ENO’S “FRUIT SALT! ” WORKS, LONDON, S.E, BY J, C. ENO'S PATENT, 
“THE 


G. B. , MINVALIDG, 
UMBETES WHKY NEAV ES 28 F FOOD 222 


snsno Sugar. Is not stored in Sherry Casks. 


eee sion | eae ten here "Te ARLTON 


48s. per Doz. ry 75 a —_ HIGHLAND MALT 


GEO. BACK & CO, B, QO. S, | WHISKEY. 


: BLENDED OLD SCOTCH ELEVEN YEARS OLD. Continue to be supplied to 
Devonshire Square, London. eas in combluntion—Pomeming | GOLD MEDAL, CALCUTTA EXHIBITION 1906 Her Majesty the Queen. 
character so novel and so entirely 2a. the Gall; Ss. the Doz. 














constituents are far above the 











BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 


their own that they may fairly Canaiuor Pai Casu Onty 
s fick’ Class “stimulants” ‘Clever | A single bottle, as s sample, will be sent post free AND BROWN LABELS 
= udges pronounce them “unique | to any address on receipt of P.O. for 4s, td - 
1 unrivalled.” May be had 
: through any Wine Merchant or | RICHD. MATHEWS & cO., 


Grocer,orw ill be forwarded direct. | 


spss dive number of Stars indicat. | 24 and 25, Hart St., Bloomsbury, W.C. 
sf ual eer ( s 
s Zs zg Sos, dos mi Blue ‘epeutie. “ae Sold by al rae _ Meneses GNEEON COLT'’S NEW 


3 * Green Capsules, 42s. doz. | 
8.0.8. ts sold in Square White | 


THE FAMOU . ict Jottles (6 to the gallon), labelle , 
S OLD SCOTCH. | Few [micro scycity as) DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. NAVY REVOLYER 


>. ~ ¢ the quality | 
~~ one EVERYWHERE. 2 6 . bottle. tro ene Bid Me or MACH, HEARTBURN for House Protection, Travellers, and 
TED iy ALACE AND THE SEIZLIN f am For ACIDITY or run STOMACH, » 
Th ri a * ¢ : M —~ y, He! re a7 = ies ire allowed HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION. d 
ee , AY for Bold throughout the World 
er peepee Ree U/ /| Sample | es xia | : COLT'S LIGHTNING MACAZINE RIFLES. 


: J Game, Mook shouting, and 
Kecommended by the Medical Faculty. 7 fy ¢ unsurpassed for accuracy an 
WTS b GRIEVE, EDINBUROE and LODO. | — eles te cb <3 3 wal "e COLD Tareet Brie, oe hulled tor rapidity offre. 
E PEASE, SON & CO. LEITH, SCOTLAN MEDAL cOLT’s nado Yee a ’ 
nglish Addresses, LO! LONDON and ‘DARLIROTOS carried off all pip iigiaos Pier, 3 din 
ti ore eh kp 


Visaris | *- EXSHAW & 00-8: Geng’ RANGE 


A pol /, CHaAVLS OLD BEANDY. The Best Liqueur. 


T. Ww. Pate - ———— Street, W 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” jms 1878: 1889. 


“Comepoian JOSEPH EPH GILLOTT’S PENS, 


British MepicaL JouRNAL The new (very large Barrel Pen) “MAMMOTH QUILL,” No. 1001, three in Box 
with Holder, 2s.; No. 1001 Gilt, two in Box with Holder, 20. 

















tablished 1608, ( 
ordering.) © 


2 Million Bottles filled in 1873. 
18 Mil.ion 
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CAUTION. 
“THE THREE CASTLES” 
TOBACCO. 
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Ta the Chamcery Division al the High Court of Y 
netic mn an action of W 2un.0.W 
ageiost Mances Be severe and Muse Bx vena. oF 
Aldershot, Surrey, Tohacconista, Mr Justice North 
the }4th day of Mare) ). granted « perpetua a 
injunetuon restraining the Defendants from offering 
for sale or eciling tobaece not of the manufacture 
merchandise of W. D. & H Ww * a8 and for 
The Three Castles” Tobaces The Defendants | 
ware giao ordered te pay the costes of he action | | 
w * hi 0. Ww Li " i RP Ls "e as rLEa ' 
TORACG that firm give this p lic notice, that 
"ty Tumse Castine’ ra #4; —4 os 
4 by Mesers. W. D. & HO. WILLS, will be 
pie tose aguinat MCKENNA & CO 
7 & 18, Rasinghal) Street ar FEC 
Bolicitors for Messrs. ¥ a} “ 5. 
TO SAVE THE TEETE, USE DAILY 
THOMPSON and CAPPER’S 
DENTIFRIGE 
Renutifies and Preserves the Teers | 
NR The success of this the first liquid Dentifrice 
made in England hes led te many rmsenious i 
mitations It is necessary for pare masere to see i 
T & C.'ssignature band on each Rott i 
Hotties, le 4d. te Od ds. Sd, and fe Od, of all y 
Chemists and Stores, er sent, post free, from j 
&, HOLD STRERT, LIVERPOOL. | 
Por a most comfortable, remarkably easy, luxurious, 
and delightful share or 
ARBENZ & celebrated Mandaria 
with Y WeReantee 
iiaden. no: 
cited teatime 
nials bs each | with? blades, 6s with «bi, > 
im handac case, % Prom all Dealers, or the maker, 
Pr AKKE NZ Gt. Charles Street, Birmingham, intro < 
dueer of the original and enly Genuine Gem Air Gans ie} 
WEAR THE VENTILATED > 
CELLULAR CLOTH 5 
< 
AND CLOTHING. | : 
HEALTHY AND DURABLE. | 
UNDERWEAR, DRESS SHIRTS, > 
NIGHT CLOTHID | z 
strated Price List, with names ef 16° Country ov 
Age onte sent a = Pome ey A complete > 
ROBERT SCOTT, 4 & 14, Pocurnr, Curarsren, B.C - 
ILIVER BROG., 617, Oxrone Sr., Loxnes, W 
~ 6 
“ 
THE FINEST TONIC : 
most effective in resto- - 
ring the vitality of the 
FER BRAVAIS blood and enabling the - 
constitution te resist ng 
climatic influences, ‘ ™ 5 
FER BRAVAIS 0: "smonia, sntconca The World’s most Marvellous Cleanser and Polisher. Makes Tin like : 
and general debility. * 
FER BRAVAIS ae Ry Silver, Copper like Gold, Paint like New, Brass Ware like Mirrors, 
ed ehildr . ‘ 
LANCET "A beautiful and lnteresting Spotless Earthenware, Crockery like Marble, Marble White. 
preparation.” 
wins posencavinetet | SOLD BY GROCERS, IRONMONGERS, AND CHEMISTS 
G gostion-end it does not blachen the teeth” 
emp BY ALi CMRMISTS WITU DROP MEASURE. 4d. bs Large Bar. 
BEINSMEAD PIANOS. ruses. | TOD FAT Dr, Gordon’s 
JOUN saixexeee bor s -: Aeon s Elegant Pills 
ranean AR th ne ae | Co ATUL ye ary, 
mtn. iatablished over bait a century De. Goapos’ ¥6 , Brunswick equiee, tedton, Ww 
le ' MENIER. 
AWARDED PRIZE MEDAL 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 
THE IMITATIONS OF “VINOLIA” SOAP ARE 50 Tow 
EVERY ONE OF THEM ALKALINE, STATEMENTS | | Daicy Gonsumprion, ~ 
} - rT: 4 y ER 
TO THE CONTRARY NOTWITHSTANDING. | SOLD RETAIL EVERYWH 
fbury er Linites 
peg ee EN eR Ge PAS ne eee oe ae Cea ere ta 








“THE ARTIST OF 
yODERN MANNERS.” 


SATURDAY. 


PUBLISHED eveEeRvY 


rm 
“JOHAN 





“To turn over the pages is to look into a social kaleidoscope.”—Cwardian. 
PARTS 1, 2, and 3 (a handy form of issue), are now published of 


SOCIETY PICTURES from “Poxcn” 


in silk-grained cloth, price 5/6 each. Also the First VOLUME, containing PARTS 1 and 2, 
ina sumptuous binding, price 12/- “The beau ideal of a drawing-room book.” —Daily Chronicle. 


A pleasanter companion it would be hard indeed to find.” —JDaily News. 
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“THE ARTIST OF 
MODERN MANNERS.” 
Daily Telegraph. 
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PUNCH, OR THE 
Tee Tive—"A mages which hes ae rival in | 
Prgiané i 
THE OCTORER NWUMPER commences a New 


Volume, in which each Articles will be fully | 
Tilustrated, aod thas presents a favourable 
opportunity for New Subscripers 


THE ENGLISH | 
ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE | 


“6d at, conte 

1. Mis Honour Judge Hughes, 0. C., Author of 7 
Browns h« re y lacour Py - 
& pictere by “— kinaor Front. 

a ® Behoo! ‘ munued) Judge 
jughes a H oe Warner lLustrations by 
©. 6. Merray 

3% Broad Engines A. HW. Malan [Illustre 
tiess from Photographs by the Author 


4 The Sherif and His Partner 
Iilwetrations by W. DD. Almond 


&. The Birds of London 


Prank Harris 


Benjamin Kidd. Tilustra- | 


tions by 4. Wycliffe Taylor and George E 
lodge | 
& Boston: The Capital of the Pens. John FE 
Locking Illustrations by W Harold Oskiey 
7 Elepement. W. (iark Reassell 
liiustrations by W. HM. Overend 
MACMILLAN a ©O., LONDON 





MACMILLAN'S MAGAZINE. 


Ne. ™%. OCTORER. isl 
Con terre 
1. A Piret Pamity of Tasajara; by Bret Harte 
Chaps. VI tl 
Among the Lonely Hills; by G. W. Hartiey 
The Poetry of Common-sense ; by J. A. Noble. 
Im the Year of the Terror 
A Summer Holiday in Japan 
Seott's Heroines. IV 
A Street; by Arthur Morrison 
His Private Honour: by Rudyard Kipling 
Leaves from s Note Book. 
The Master Art; by Ernest Myers 
MACMILLAN @& 00, LONDON. LONDON 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Fund, 74 Millions Stg. 


Bee-~eeere 


FOR PROTECTION 
ANIWLSIANI P 





EDINBURGH, 3 George Bt. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 83 King William Street, B.C. 
» 3 Pall Mall East, 6.W. 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
Branches & Agencies in India & the Colonies. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


SCHOOL 
OUTFITS. 


AMUEL 
BROTHERS have ready 
large” assortment "of 
: «a 
s YOUTHS’ 
Cc LoTe NOG 

will also te pleased 

send, w 
Parneans of 
for the wear 








new I:toernaren Cara- 
Loe wr, containing abeut 
#0) ~Engravin This 
furnishes detalles of the 
various departments, 
with Price Lists, &c. 


ton Riding and Lining 

Tweeds, Chevicts, 

ec 

A very assortment 

of the uetions of 
this eminent firm 

always kept in stock 


BROTHERS 





“ Brox 
SAMUEL 


Serr 


Merchant Tailors, yee &c., San, Levesrs 
nH . LONDON. EX ’ 
Ladgate Hill; and 46, Gray? Inn Reed 


Borwic PBS 


Baking 
IAOLTUMAR 





PURE 
SOLUBLE 





Chapman & Hall 
Lome a 
BUMBLE. 
( OLIVER TWIST.) 





VAN HOUTEN’S 
Cocoa 


> 


po ya 7 
ee 
Mines Aha Avard 
—C yttodueed 
Tan CovcTen' 7 


BEST & 
S FARTHEST. 


/ DP an§ 


Coys’ 


Pirertk* 











PERFECTLY PURE, ano FREE FROM ALUM. 








ISWEET SCENTS. 


LOXOTIS OPOPONAX | 


FRANGIPANNI PSIDIUM | 











A NEW ROMANCE BY HALL CAINE. 
In 3 Vols. At all Libraries. 


[HE SCAPEGOAT. By Hat ».: 
Cana, Author of “The Bondman,” 


Wiutus Hewemaee, Se bween wc. 
LADIES, WRITE AT ONCE TO 


HENRY PEASE & C0.’S SUCCRS., 
THE MILLS, DARLINGTON, 
Tor Patterns of their New Autums and Wister 


Dress Fasrics. 


Seer Poser Pare on Arrnoval To at Aponess 
£8 AMY LENGTH CUT AT MILL PRICES. “Ga 
All the latest and most (incin, World rome and 


Sress- Warp weavings of their — 


New 


and Ready 
Shades for the Season in ¢ harming variety 
Any article not approved exchan, sages within Seven 
Days. All Goods are warranted to be equal to 
Sample. Carriage = on all Orders to any Hailway 
Station in Great Britain, and to Dublin, Belfast, 

Limerick, Cork, and W aterford. 

London Sale Room— 


244, REGENT STREET, 
Over JEFFS & HARRIS, the Furriers, 
where a full range of » as well as goods in 
the piece, and Goishea” Costumes, may be seen 
Experienced A are in dance to take 
measurements and Instructions fi for 5 
and prompt execution of all orders 








FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATE. 
Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 


| 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 


TABLE KNIVES. 


'e of Parties offering imitations of 


‘MAGRIVEN & CAMERON'S PENS 


* They are the best 
¢ justice to the pa 


64. and ls. 


Sample box oi 


Waverley Works, EDINBURGH. 





ms invented, and it is only 
Fontes te record the fact 


News. 


Box, at all Stationers. 
all the kinds, Is. 1d. by Post 





Prevents the decay of the TERTH 


Renders 
Is perte “ 


Deliciou 


Is partly comp: and extracts 
from oweet herbs and plants 
Of ali Chemists and Perfumers thrvughout the 
world. 2s. 6d. per bottle 
FLORILINE TOOTH POWDER caly, 


Put up in glass jars. 


The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 
33, Farringdon 


in the World. 


the Teeth PEARLY WHITE, 
tly harm 
st e 





Price ls 


Prepared only by | 


Road, London, E.C. 





PAY oo Pune | 
COCOA 


“1 consider it a very rich, delicious Cocoa.”—W. HE. &. STANLEY, M.D. 


CONCENTRATED 
SOLUBLE 








OXFORD.-MITRE HOT 


ONE OF THE MOST Ecoxoy 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE ri, 


NEW YORK. 
THE BUCKINGHAM Hg 


NEW YORK. 
THE BUCKINGHAM 4 


(Evrorgas Pras), 

FIFTH AVENUE. 
The most fashionable, conyenics 
healthy locality, with magnificen: 
Rooms, superb Cuisine, elegant py 
private Sitting every 
provement, perfect sanitation, and , 

charges. WETHERBEE & 
Proprietors, 


(GRAND HOTEL 


LONDON LONDON, ENE 


————» 


sc 





OTE, 













FINEST SITUATION 
EVERY LUXURY up 
COMFORT 
MOST RECHERCHE 
CUISINE. 






VERY MODERaTE 




























wholisemk 


Cog Rthecyvri/yy/* 
1 


ance, 


“WHITBHALL COUR’ 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING Till 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITEHALL Fl 
5.W 
These excellent Suites are fitt: 
convenience, Hot and Cold 
Light and eile’ 





























Visitors’ « 
operation 4 and day, and up 
osition in London, affording extensit 


he River (with the Surrey Hi 
and the Embankment Gardens 
conveniently and centrally situate wit 
the principal Clubs, Theatres, & R. 
to suit the wishes: fi ne 
ents include all Kate 
Supply, lighting and heating . 
Staircases, and the services « t 
Suites may be viewed at any ‘amet on app 
the Superintendent, J. C. Scxmenrise, © 
Office on the premises; or to Haxrrov &® 
Estate Agents, 1, Cockspur St. (late 
House), 8.W . 
TENERIFE (sAsss) CICA 
18 8 
*‘REPUBLICANOS FEDERALIS 
A Cool and Delicious Summer Weed of + ™ 
shape. Mild, Aromatic, and Delicate. Pats 
bundles of 10 in oe ls. 9d. and 2s. 34.7 
3d. extra and iis er 100, Post Pret 
REWLAY & CO. (Lia) Stran d, W.C.; 4,8 
Fast India House), nod ied, Cheapside, B.C. lt 


ROWLANDS 


ODONTO 


itty tooth 


all finishe 











a pure, fragrant, non-£ 
pow der ; 


WHITENS 
THE TEETH, 


yrevents decay, and swe im 
reath. Its antiseptic and antiseor ra 
properties are most valpable for 
preservation of the teeth and sa 
2s. Od. 























UATION 


JRY ang 
HERCHE 


DERATE 
F. 
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THE CYCLIST CENTAUR OF THE FUTURE. 


Tue Dream or A (PNevmatic) Tyro, 


ATROPOS AND THE ANTHROPOIDS. 
(A Dirge at the Zoo. 

[‘‘The Anthropoid apes, of which there was 
recently such a representative series in the Zoo, 
have dwindled sadly in numbers this year. The 
lamented decease of ‘Sally’ was referred to a few 
weeks ago; we have now to record the death of 
* George,’ the Orang-Outang.””—Daily News. | 


Late for the Chimpanzee the requiem rang, 
Now the bell tolls for the Orang-Outang. 
Well may spasmodic sobs choke childhood’s 


gorge, 
Now they who sighed for ‘* Sally” grieve for 
** George.” 
A * wilderness of monkeys” can’t console, 
For Anthropoids defunct. Of Apedom's 
whole, 
One little Chimpanzee, one Gibbon small, 
(Who ought to write his race’s ‘‘ Rise and 


Alone remain to cheer the tearful Zoo, 
| And mitigate lone boyhood’s loud bohoo! 
|‘* Sally” adieu! to “George” a long fare- 
ve 


well! 
Ah! muffle if you please their ing bell! 
Only one thought (a cheer cai the least ; 
\**No doubt the stock will shortly be in- 
creased.”’ 
Thanks, Daily News! Wipe, childhood, the 


wet eye, ; 
And A vedom for dead kin soften the Simian 
sigh! 








| 
| Cnartry’s Worp or Commanp.—" Present 
lalms!” 








OYSTERS (NOT) FOR EVER! 


He was a gentle Fishmonger, and WILLIAMSON his name, 
No doubt you may have heard before his philanthropic game. 


“SAVE ME FROM MY FRIENDS!” 


Scene—A Place of aatigs Enter Parliamentary Leader and his 
Subordinate. 7’ 


ey greet one another effusively, 


The lack of oysters pause him much, for how could people royster 
And happy be in r-less months without the luscious oyster ? 

A look of pain was in his face, a pucker on his brow, 

Long time he pondered very try and find out how. 


Leader (cordially). And now, my dear fellow, how are my interests? 
Sub. (with much heartiness), Getting on capitally ! Just been 
writing to all the papers to say that it is stupid to call you “* Old 
Dot-and-go-one,” because it is inapplicable to either your age or 


At last he eried, ‘‘ Eureka! from France I’ll go and bring them, 
And into beds I’ve got at home without a murmur fling them.” 
Then they came across the Channel, and he very sweetly said, said it ? 
“So glad to see you looking well, would you like to see your bed ? 
For there, my little dears,:you stay; you’ll one day 

know the reason. 
I'll rouse you when the month of May makes natives 

out of season.” 


The Fishmongers, the Worshipful, sent down a man 


to see, 

He wrung his hands and shook his head, and said, 
“Oh, miseree ! 

It pains me very deeply, and it drives me to distraction, 

You’ve done what ’s wrong, and I shall have to insti- 
tute an action,’ 


Then Wrttiamson, he sobbed aloud, and shed a bitter 


tear, 

“Oh, hang it all,” he cried, “why must you come 
and interfere 

I quite admit, however, that I see your point precisely, 

So don’t let ’s quarrel, let’s be friends, and bring the 
action nicely.” 


They brought that friendly action, and the clever 
counsel tried 


To prove to Favpett, Purixrps that the law was on A Native Hoister. 


your mode of controversy. 
|” Lead. (with a feeble smile), That was kind of you! But who had 


Sub. (airily). Oh, someone of about fourth-rate importance! and 


it had been quite forgotten you know. So I dragged 
it up again, and put it all right for you. 

Lead. (shaking hands), ‘Thanks, so very much. 
But if persons had forgotten it, why revert to it ’ 

Sub, Oh, don’t you see? Why, the point is, you 
are not a bit like it—not a scrap like it! Next week 
I shall write and say that it’s rubbish to call you a 
turncoat, because you have always been consistent. 

Lead. (ongtaih, But is anybody calling me a 
turncoat ¢ 

Sub. Not that I know of, but they might, don’t you 
see, So it’s as well to be on the safe side, I shall 
say that, if any one did call you a turncoat, that the 
speaker would prove himself a liar! That ought to 
give you a leg up, oughtn’t it ? ; 

Lead. (with some hesitation). My dear friend, you 
are most kind; but if you don’t mind, I would be se 
immensely obliged if you would leave my interests 
alone. 

Sub. (with great cordtality). What, leave your 
interests alone! Never! You may be always sure of 
my hearty support! 

Lead. (earnestly). But as a personal matter, I must 
beg of you kindly to leave me alone. 


is side : 
| But the oyster-dealer found the law for Lim was one too many, | Sub. (reluctantly). Well, of course, if you make it a personal 


| So he had to pay the piper—to be quite exact, a penny. 


And you who love your oyster in the latter end of May, 
In June, July, and August, too, will sadly rue the day, 
or philanthropic folk will find it unremunerative 
| To introduce in summer-time this Franco- English native.* 


* Oysters are to be six shillings a dozen this winter!! How many of he 
the eS careless will now be compelled to go by Ruies wit 
going in for Oysters. N.B.—“ Action” in these verses is poetic license 
“summons.”? ~ 








VOL. Cr. Q 


hout we heartily 


matter, I must consent. But the Party will suffer. 
Lead. (dryly). Possibly—from your point of view. 


[Exeunt. 





Jawrct News!—TZhe Diminution o the Jaw m the Civilised 
Races is the title of a pamphlet by Mr. F. Howarp COLLINS. We 
aven’t read it; but if it be in favour of the diminution of ‘jaw, 


recommend its study to all Members of Parlia- 
for ment, actual or intending, and to all post-prandial speechmakers 
generally. 














ee 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIV ARI. ([Ocroser 10, 1891, 














BUMBLEDOW’S BIG OPENING. 


eat er See 


Amey a ES 


Bumble. ‘‘ Dox’? BOTHER ME ABOUT YOUR DRAINAGE AND sich! Wuy, NOW THE SWELLS IS ‘OOKIN’ IT, I’M A-GOING TO BE 
CHAIRMAN OF THE County CouNcIL!” 
Bumble (after reading Dr. T. Orme Duffield’s Report to the Vestry of Kensington on the health and sanitary condition of the district), loguitur 
Ou bother this sanit’ry bosh! Always piping | Wich my nose is a dalicot one, and I don’t | ‘‘ Bumbledom and Disease!” I like that,— 
the same dull old strains, like the job, not by lumps ; like the 7imes’ dashed himperence, | think. 
One would think there wos nothink in life to And I won't be pe npotaal poke od up by these | We porochial pots is to pass all our time 
be done but go enifling tt the Drains! peeping and prying ol pampe. prospecting for Stink ! 























————_ 
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Doctor Dvuprretp thinks Wr should | 
inspeck, periodical, all privit | 
dwellings, 

Discover and show up defecks, sech as 
fumings and leakings, and smell- 
ings, 

As “ lurk unsuspected about,” which 
the tenants theirselves do not 


twig, 

And the landlords, in course, don’t 
remove. Well, your tenant is 
mostly a pig, 

And your landlerd is sometimes a 
‘or; still between ’em we jest | 
slip along, 

But do dooty for both of ’em? Snakes! 
that is coming it slightly too 
strong. 

The tenants ’old on jest as long as 
they ean, and the landlords ’old 

T 





ort. 

A sort of a ketchy sore-throat, or a 
bit of a qualm or a korf, 

Make some idjots go fair orf their 
chumpson diphtheria, and typhod 
and such ; 

But then others, who don’t like a) | I 
hupset, put up with the lot, pooty 
much, 

Jest to save topsy-turvey and ’oles 
in the garden, and mud on the 
stairs ; 

Landlords, likeways, is dabs at post- 
poning, and patching, and ‘ush- 
ing up scares. 

But if we are to spot wot goes quisby, 
and be the responsible chaps, 
Wheugh! we should ’ave a regular 
beanfeast with sockets and air- 

pipes and traps! 

No, no, westry worrying sneaks, it 
won’t work. As for’* W.B. E.” 

He may frighten the Kensington lot, | 
- won't ’ave no effeck upon 

| me. 

Diphtheria be jolly well dashed! It 





Mere ‘‘ follicular (—hem !—) tonsilli- 
tis.” Me bother my ’ed about Drains? | 
Goto! I’ave got other fish, in a manner of | 
_ speaking, to fry, 
That L. C. C. gave itself airs and declared 
it would wipe my old heye 
| With its bloomin’ 
gressives.” Aha! where the doose are | 
_ they now ? 
Mister Kosepery resigned, regular sick of | 
| bad manners and endless bow-wow ; 
Now Lussock and Farrer are orf. FARRER 
gave the 7imes one in the eye, 


“ 
Cos it seemed for to ’int even he of them | 


_ precious Progressives wos shy. 

Swears their manners is quite up to dick, 
_ most consid’rit, and all that there stuff. 
Well > may ’ave been Brummels of course, 

_ but he seems to ’ave ’ad quite enough ! 

Owsomever, wotever the cause, now they ’re 
quit of the Great Toffy Three, 

They must ’ave a new Chairman, in course, 


and—ha! ha!—wot a hopening for | 


Me!!! 


. “? 
Porochial Bumble must rule, spite of fads, in 


a steady and sane age, 


And ’aving a heye on High Orfice Pa can’t | 


waste my time on mere Drainage! 
[Kicks Report, and strikes an attitude. 








Hide and Seek. 
Au! Pirate Krn’s Treasure has done good we 
now, 
It suggested a rattling good story to Por. 
But the “‘ Syndicate” started to seek where 


’tis hid 











‘IT USED TO, ONCK; BUT HLvERYBODY 


is often, as DupFIELD explains, | carve nim uP!” 

TEA IN TEN MINUTES. 
(A SONG AT A RAILWAY STATION.) 

“Thee, Thee, only Thee.” 

TeN minutes here! The sun is sinking 


Big Pots and ‘ Pro-| And longingly we’ve long been thinking, 
Of Tea, Tea, fragrant Tea! 





The marble slabs we gather round, 

They ’re long in bringing what is wanted. 
The china cup with draught embrown’d 

Our thirsty souls are wholly haunted 

By Tea, Tea, fragrant Tea! 

Now then, you waiter, stir, awaken! 
I'll hardly save my bacon. 
Tea, Tea, bring that Tea! 





Will probably find that same Treasure—"‘ all | Time ’s u 
Ip!” 





TRUE LITERARY EXCLUSIVENESS. 


‘Don’r you ADMIRE RoBert BrownING as A Poet, Mr, Firzsnoox!?” 
ADMIRES HIM NOW, DON’TCHERKNOW—8O0 I'VE HAD TO 


At last! The infusion’s rayther dark. 
But hurry up! Can’t stay for ever! 
/One swig! Br-r-r-r! Hang the cunning 
shark! 
Will ’t never cool? Nay, never, never! 
Tea, Tea, scalding Tea! 


More milk; don’t be an hour in bring- 


ing ! 
Heavens! That horrid bell is ringing! 
‘Take your seats, please!” Can’t touch 
the Tea! 
Cup to the carriage must not take ; 
Crockery may be lost, or broken ; 
Refreshment sharks are wide awake. 
But—many a naughty word is spoken 
O’er Tea, Tea, scalding Tea! 


| 








Noruinc New.—The Editor of the Gentle- 
woman announces a forthcoming novel to be 
written by about a dozen or more novelists, 
Mr. Punch highly commends this spirited 
enterprise. The scheme is not absolutely a 
novelty, as in Mr. Punch’s pages some time 
ago, was there not a “* Limited Novel Co.” of 
Authors and Artists to produce ** Chikkin 
Hazard?” They combined, but did not 
collaborate. But any way, success to the 
Gentlewoman ! 


| “Were 1s pat Barty Now? ”—After 
the recent suicide of le pauvre Général, 
the Boulangist party cannot be said to 
have been left without leaders, at all 
events, in England, as they have had leaders 
in all the papers, and actually two in the 
| Times. 
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materially affected the harvest prospects at home; they say there 
T I iE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. will be little or no fodder for the cattle this year. saw somewhere 
No. X I forget where it was exactly—a suggestion to feed cows op 
; — : ‘ | chick weed. 
f steps by the lake m the grounds of the Insel | Podb. (at the bookcase). Capital thing for them too, Sir. Know, 
nce Time, late afternoon. 2 A small boat, con | man who never gives his cattle anything else. 
persons, is just visible far out on the glassy grey-| The Curate. Oh, ¥ ally? And does he find the experiment 
Bos Prenperoast and Popsury are perched side | oy ewer 2 
1 parapet, smoking disconsolately. | Podb. They take to it like birds. And—curious thing—after h, j 
Do they look at all as if they meant to come in? I tell | tried it a month, all the cows turned yellow and went about chirping 


uu what, B I vote we row out to them and tell them they'll be | and twittering and hopping. Fact, I assure you! 


late for table d'héte, Eh? He knocks out his pipe. The Curate, Dear me—I should searcely have—— 


Prendergast ( phlegmatically). Only be late for it ourselves if we do. | He gradually comes to the conclusion that he is being trifled with. 
They ’ll come in when they want to. and after a few moments of uncomfortable silence, gets up and 
Podb. {t's not safe for your sister,—I’m hanged if it is—going quits the room with dignity. 


| out in a boat with a duffer like Corcuarnp! He’ll upset her as sure Podb. (to himself). One of ’em gone! Now if I can only clear 





as errs. | these old tabbies out, I can tackle Cutcnarp. (Aloud, to Chaplain’s 

Prend. (with fraternal serenity). With pin-oars? Couldn’t if he| Wife.) You don’t happen to know if there’s a good doctor _ I 
tried! And they ’ve a man with them, too. The less I see of that | suppose? A lady was saying in the Musik-saal—the lady with the 
chap Curcnarp the better. I did hope we'd choked him off at three daughters who came this afternoon — that she was afraid they 

Nuremberg. I hate the sight of his supercilious old mug! were in for bad feverish colds or something, and asking who there 

Podb. You can’t hate it more than I do—but what can I do? | was to call in. 

Pathetically.) I’ve tried rotting him, but somehow he always The C.’s W. Oh, I’ve no belief in foreign doctors. I always find afew 
manages to get the best of it in the end. I never drops of aconite or pulsatilla,——I have my homeo- 
saw such a beggar to hang on! pathic case'with me now. Perhaps, if I went and had 

Prend. What on earth made you ask him to come a talk with her I could—— [She goes out energetically, 
on here, after he declared he wouldn’t ? ; Podb. Another gone! (7Jo the Old Maids.) So 
Podb. 1! I ask him? He settled it all with vf. you ain’t going down to the Cloisters to-night ? I’m 
your sister. How could J help it ? told there ’s to be some fun there—Hide-and-seck, 
Prend. 1'd do something. Why can’t you tell or something—first-rate place for it, especially now 
him right out he ain’t wanted? J would—like a ) the moon’s up! 
shot ! First Old Maid. Nobody told us a word about it. 
Podb. It’s not so easy to tell him as you think. Hide-and-seek—and in those quaint old Cloisters 

We haven’t been on speaking terms these three ; too—It sounds delightful! hat do you say, 
days. And, after all (feebly) we’re supposed to be TasirHa. Shall we just ? Only to look on, you 
travelling together, don’t you know! You might 4 know. We needn’t play, unless—— 
drop him a hint now. ph [The Two Old Maids withdraw in a pleased 

Prend. Don’t see how I can very well—not on # ~ flutter. Popsunry crosses to CULCHARD. 
my own hook. Might lead to ructions with Hypati, oh: Lh, j Podb. (with determination). Look here, CuLcHarD, 
too. Fae I’d just like to know what you mean by the way 

Podb. (anxiously). Bos, you — you don’t think ~ you ’re going on. 
your sister really eh? Culch. I thought we were both agreed that 

Prend. Hyratia’s a rum girl—always was. She ; discussions of this kind—— 
ce rtainly don't seem to object to your friend Cc1- Podb. It’s all bosh our travelli together if 
cuarp. What the dickens she can see in him, I we’re not to have any discussions. »~ ’ve been 
don’t know !—but it’s no use my putting my oar AN on the sulk long enough. And I’ll thank you to 
in. She’d only jump on me, y’know! \ inform me what you’re after here, going about alone 

Podb. (rising). The n I must. If that’s what with Miss Prenpereast like this, in the Museum 
he’s really after, I think I can stop his little game. \ with her all the morning, and on the lake again this 
1’ll try, at any rate. It’s a long worm that has no j afternoon,—it won’t do, you know! 
turning, and I’ve had about enough of it. The F Culch. If she happens to prefer my society to 
first chance I get, I’ll go for him. / yours and her brother’s, I presume you have no 

Prend. Good luck to you, old chap. There, : claim to interfere. 
they re coming in now. We’d better go in and 4 Podb. 1 don’t know about that. How about Miss 
change, eh? We've none too much time. TROTTER ? 

[They go in Culch. If I remember rightly, you yourself were 

In the Lese-zimmer, a small gasht room, with glazed “ Gets up and quits the room with not insensible to Miss TrorTER’s—er—attractions ? 

doors opening upon the Musik-saal. Around a - dienity,”*: ae Podb. Perhaps not; but I am not engaged to her 
table piled with German and English periodi- : —you are. You told me so in the train. 

cals, a mild Curate, the Wife of the English Chaplain, and| Culch. You entirely misunderstood me. There was no definite 
two Old Maids are seated, reading and conversing. CULCHARD is | understanding between us—nothing of the sort or kind. In fact, it 
on a central ottoman, conscientiously deciphering the jokes in| was merely a passing caprice. Since I have had the privilege of 
** Fliegende Blatter.”” Popsvuny is at the ahem turning over | knowing Miss Prenpereast, I see clearly—— 

odd Tavcunttz volumes. | Podb. Then you mean to propose to her, eh ? 

The Chaplain’s Wife (to the Curate, a new arrival). Oh, you will| _Culeh. That is certainly my intention; have you any objection to 
very soon get into all our little ways. The hours here are most con- | offer ? 
venient— breakfast (table d’héte) with choice of eggs or fish and coffee; Podb. Only that I mean to propose too. I daresay my chances are 

really admirable coffee—from eight to nine ; midday dinner at one. | as good as yours—cvin now. ; 
Sapper at nine. Then, if*you want to write a letter, the post for| Culch. I doubt it, my dear fellow; however, don’t let me dis- 
England goes out at—(&c., §c.) And on Sundays, eleven o'clock | courage you. 
service (Evangelical, of course /) at the——(§c., §c.) My husband! Podb. Idon’tintendto. (The figure of Miss PRENDERGAST is seen 
—(§e., Fe. to pass the glazed doors, and move slowly across the Mustk-saal ; 

First Old Maid (looking up from a four days old *‘ Telegraph”’). | both rush to the door, and look after her.) She’s gone out into the 

I see they are still continuing that very interesting correspondence | baleony. ‘Joye, I’! go, too, and get it over ! 
on ** Our Children’s Mouths—and are they widening?” One letter! Culch. I should not advise you todo so. It is possible she may 
attributes it to the habit of thumb-sucking in infancy—which/haye gone there with the—er—expectation of being joined by—by 
certainly ought to be checked. Now I never wou/d allow any-—— somebody else. [He smiles complacently. 

The Chaplain’s Wife. Nor I. But corals are quite as bad. Only! Podb. You mean she’gave you a rendezvous there? I don’t believeit: | 
this afternoon I was telling a Lady in this hotel that her little boy| Cudch. I did not say so. But I am not prepared to deny that | | 
would be much happier with a rubber ring. You get them at a shop | have been waiting here with some such expectation. 
in the Hoch-strasse~I can take you to it at any time, or if you like| Podb. (holding the door). If you go, I go too—that’s all. 
to mention my name——(&c., &c.) Culch. Don’t be absurd. You will only be de trop, I assure you. | 

Second O. M. One correspondent thought the practice of eating! Podb. De trop or not, I mean going—she shall choose between us. 
soup with table-spoons tended toenlarge the mouth. I really believe| Culch. (turning pale). I suppose you intend to enlighten her as to 
there may be something in it. A pause. my—er—little flirtation (before I knew her) with Miss Trorres ‘ 

The Curate. The weather we have been having seems to have Do it, Popswny, do it—if you think you’ll gain any good by it! 











nce LO 
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Podb. Telling tales is not exactly in my line. But you don’t go 
on that baleony without me—that’s all. 

Culch. Well, listen to reason, my dear fellow. What you 
is ridiculous. I—I don’t mind conceding this: we'll each go, and— 
er—tit up, as you call it, which goes first. 

Podb. Done with you! (Produces a mark.) Sudden death. You’re 
Fagle—I’m the other Johnny. te Eagle! Confound you! 
But I mean to have my innings all the same. 

Culch. You ’re perfectly welcome—when I’ve had mine. I’ll—er 
—wish you good evening. 

He stalks out triumphantly. Popzsury places himself in a 

"position from which he can command a view of the Musik- 
coal, over the top of “‘iiber Land und Meer,” and awaits 
results, 








STORICULES. 
VI.—Bupwet.u’s REVENGE. 


My friend, Tuomas Givin, is something indefinite and authori- 
tative in the Post Office. He is a practical man. He can do fret- 
work, cook a steak, clean boots, find out what’s wrong with the gas, 
and understand Waterloo Station ; in an pe | he is invaluable. 
This is just as well, because destiny has decided that the life of 
Tuomas Grptine shall be a series of emergencies. He has comfort- 
able bachelor quarters at the very top of Parkington’' Chambers, which 


———< 





“Oh? Then I’ve emptied this water-jug do 
chimney. We'd better Fe out of this.” aebupe tar? amd 

At this juncture Hanxrn returned, and Grourxe said a good deal 
to him. Hanxry was left to put out the fire, and we went back 
again to the Club. Grpiove seemed rather annoyed with me for 
laughing about his mistake, 

‘It’s a deuced awkward thing,” he said. ‘‘ That water went 
down somebody's chimney, and it’s put somebody’s fire out. That 
means unpleasantness, you know, if he or she finds out who did it.”’ 

** Who live in the flats below yours?” I asked. 

“An Art-student and her mother in the flat below mine—they are 
really most charming peo le, and I hope to ss it wasn’t their 
chimney that I poured the water down. I’m on rather friendly 
terms with them. Then on the first floor there’s Bupwett. He’s a 
conceited affected ape. I only hope it was he who the benefit of 
that water-jug. It’s rather amusing, you know. fo ELL ’s very 
much in love with Miss Vane (that’s the Art-student), and she 
loathes him—at least I believe so. Poor beggar!” Grozine laughed, 
ey: ** Yes, I hope that was Bupwetu’s chimney, not the 
other. 

It turned out afterwards that it was Bupwe1’s chimney, and he 
found out that it was GrpLine who had done the So BupweEL. 
determined on revenge. He climbed up on to the roof with a large 
bath-can of water, intending to empty it down Grotine’s chimney. 
Chimneys ought to be labelled. e whole of the contents of that 
can descended into Mrs. Vanw’s fireplace. Bupwett called and 


i : Bae, apologised, but it was of no use. ey consi it mean of 
been with Grotrva'at his Club; | Bupwett to take revenge for what was cae a mistake on GrpLino’s 
after-dinner he that we should go round to his flat for a| part; and they were not very well pleased at having their own fire 
talk and a smoke. GmDLENG, being practical, can make coffee, which | put out. ‘‘ A chimney’s not the place for a cataract, you know, 
is athing that they eannot do at Gipiine’s Club, nor, indeed, at) Mr. Bupwet,” said Miss Vane. 
many others. So I consented. BupWELL went back to his own flat and brooded over his mis- 

We had climbed painfully to the top of Parkington Chambers, and | fortunes. He had now grown still more angry with Gin.ino, which 
had just got inside Grpiine’s outer door, when we noticed a very | was irrational of him; and he determined to take a still fiercer 
marked and curious| revenge. Late at night he conveyed the bath-can and several jugs, 
smell. ‘‘ There’s| all full of water, on to the roof. There was no fear of his selectin 
something wrong| Mrs. Vane’s chimney by mistake this time. One by one he cmptied 
about this,’ remarked | the jugs and the water-can, and then descended to his own ‘lat, 
Griptine, severely. | fiendishly triumphant, as he thought of the havoc he must have 

with him, | made in Gro.rve’s fire-place. 
adding, out of aner-| But when he got to his own flat, he found that he had emptied all 
vous politeness, from | that water down his own chimney. 
which I suffer some-| After that he gave up his revenges pies with his affections 
4 times, that I rather| and his apartments. But Groxine tells the story with considerable 
liked the smell. unction ; the factsof it were partly derived from Bupwett’'s servant 
“Then you’re an/and partly from Miss Vanz—with whom Gip.ive is beginning to be 
idiot,’”’ said GrpLiNe, | on more than friendly terms. 
who never suffers 
from politeness at all. 


He opened the door) tNTRRNATIONAL NURSERY-TALE CONGRESS. 
of his sitting-room, | 
Tue Chair was taken by Mr. Jonn ry oy Ne R.LN.T.C., lineal 


are situated in Blog a 
One night last winter I 











and then we saw at 
once what was the | descendant of the celebrated ‘‘ Jack” of that i , 

matter. The lower; The President said he had no desire to waste the meeting's 
part of the chimney | valuable time. He would at once address himself (and the company 
was on fire ; the fire- | present) to the myth, if myth it could be called, which had immor- 
place was covered |talised his own name. Need he say he alluded to the legend of 
with glowing masses |‘ Little Jack Horner” ? (Cheers.) Some : 
of soot which had | commentators are of opinion that ‘* Hor- of 


) 
fallen. ‘‘ Hankin ’s|wer” was a typographical ,error for we - 
SM/ 
7 
over him rather more evenly. It is always either excessive or|ever rhymed with ‘‘Homer.” He 


had another nasty |‘‘ Homer.” But the prefix and the 
| } ~N /} 4 
pep 
| defective. It comesout in lumps. In neglecting to have the chimney | knew that “‘ Cromer” furnished them 


touch of that in-/| epithet combined to militate against this 
fluenza,” remarked Guptine. HAan«krw is GipLINo’s servant, and at| ingenious and plausible, but specious, 
| regular intervals becomes incapacitated for work. Hankin himself|theory. ‘‘Homer’”’ was not in any 
| says that it is influenza, and speaks of ‘* another of them relapses ;”’ | sense ‘‘ Little,” nor was his Pagan name \) 

| swept Hankry had shown defect; in the way that he had piled up| with a rhyme for ‘‘ Homen ;” but if this were acce ited, what became 
| the tire he had shown excess. In subsequently absenting himself|of the ancient Greek, of the Syriac, of the Phoenician, of the 
| from the flat he had shown a certain amount of wisdom, for GrpLiNe | Nimrodic legends, nay, of the — Thad itself, if ** Homen” were 
| Was rather angry. la native of “Cromer”? (Loud and prolonged cheers.) No! 














| fact HANKrN would not be a bad servant if his zeal was distributed | line, could not in any language have 


| 








| GipLING thinks that it is as a rule intoxication. As a matter of | ‘‘Jack.” Again, ‘‘Corner,” inthe second 
Not but what I can put it all right,” said Grotive. “I’m a| ‘* Jack Horner,” or, as it was originally written, “*Jakorna,” was of 
practical man. Fire Brigade? I thought you’d suggest a few fire | Scandinavian origin, and it was,in all probability,a mythmic rhyth 
| brigades. No, not exactly. I'll show you how to stop a thing of this | No, beg pardon, he should say a rhythmic myth (Cheers) sung by a 
| kind.” He went into his bed-room, and returned with the water- | wandering Sam Oar Troupe on their ik Egypt and the Provinces 
jug. An iron ladder from the main staircase led through a trap-door | before the time of the Celtic-Phenician O’Srxis, or at least before the 


in the roof. Gro~rxG went up this ladder with the water-jug, while | reign of Rameses THE Frnst, ancestor of the great Scotch Ramsry 


1 waited to see the result in the sitting-room. I could hear him| family—{Cheers)—at one of the social entertainments given on a non- 
walking about on the roof, and I looked out for a deluge of water to| hunting day by that eminent sportsman Nimkop. en eame the 
descend down the chimney into the fire-place. But no deluge came. | question of where was ‘the corner” in which Jakorna secluded 
Presently Grpttxe descended and entered the room with the empty | himself? Of course, Christmas, as differentiating this pie from all 
water-jug, | others, was a modern a Lead po 2 wens wee uth 

* Did it splas Pp” " “* Kosmik.” (Zhe lecture was still proceeding when our Keporter left, 

“No, oa ee eee at all.” the dryness of the subject having unfortunately affected his throat. ) 
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r Pompey Bedell 
IT STANDS ME IN 

The New Butler. 
BorrLe OF IT 


“Tuts Botrie or Romanfe-ConTI SEEMS RATHER CLOI 
Twetve Guineas a Dozen!” 

‘* THERE CERTAINLY 413 some SepimenT, Sin Pompry 
MYyss_F THE OTHER DAY, AND FOUND IT FIRST-RATE!” 











/; 


A CONNOISSEUR. 


bY, 


Brown ! 


; BUT IT’S OF NO CONSEQUENCE WHATEVER ! 


Ir OUGHT TO BE ALL RIGHT. I KNOW 


I TRIED A 


ile 








“WHAT WILL HE DO WITH IT?” 


“The ‘tchorni nared’—the inconceivably ill- 
patient, long-suffering ‘ black people,’ as the 
mou f White Russia are grimly denominated 
by their 1 are dying by thousands, of sheer 
starvation, without a hand being stretched out by 
the ‘Tchin’ to rescue them from the greedy jaws 
Daily Telegraph. 
iks are remonstrating and even rebelling 


used, p 
ike 


llers 


The m 
onsec 


in ¢ 


| ** Lrrrie Father,”’ we have suffered long, and 


sorrTro wt d 


We the ‘ children” of the wonderful White 


Tsar, 


| Steadfast patience from staunch loyalty have 





borrowed, 
Slaved Ses Slavdom still in Peace, and died 
In ar; 
» borne the yoke of power, and its 
abuses, 
We have trusted cells and shackles served 
their turn ; 
Nay, that e’en the ruthless knout had noble 
uses ; 
Now we starve—and think—and burn. 
** Little Father,”’ is your power then so paternal 
As in pious proclamation is set forth ? 
If the round earth bears a brand of the 
infernal, [North ? 
Does the trail of it not taint our native 
Ay, we love it asin truth we've ever loved it 
Our devotion, poorly paid, is firm an 
strong : 


Have our little pitied miseries not proved it, | 
’ 


And our weary tale of wrong ! 


** Little Father,” we are hungering now, 
neglected, ' 
While the foreigner shouts praises in our 


We are honoured, say your scribes, loved, 
feared, respected, 
The proud Frank, we fought for you, your 
riendship courts. 
The golden price of it you hug most gladly. 
Well, that price, what is its destined end 
and aim ? 
The indulgence of ambitions cherished madly ? 
The pursuit of warrior fame ? 


Your realm is ever widening, Tsar, and 
lengthening, 
Though its peoples—your dear children— 
prosper not ; 
Railways stretching, boundaries creeping, 
ions strengthening ! 
And the end, ~ Tsar, is—where ?—the 
purpose—what ? 
The Afghan, Tartar, Turk feel your ad- 
vancing, (tread, 
The Persian and the Mongol hear your 
And an eager watchful eye is eastward 
glancing 
Where the Lion lifts his head. 


And your children, ‘* Little Father” ? They 

are lyin 

In their Granade at your threshold, 
waiting death. 

Gold you ather whilst your foodless thralls 


are dying ! 
Is —, oh Great White Tsar, but wasted 
reath ? 


On armaments aggressive are you spending 
What might solace the ‘ black people” 
midst their dead ? 
Of the millions the effusive Frank is lending 
Is there nothing left for bread ? 


BOUILLABAISSE. 


[There has been some correspondence lately about 
Jouillabaisse, and a writer in the Evening News 
(who misquotes THACKERAY) actually gives & 
recipe without oil !] 


Our THACKERAY in ancient days, 
Wrote of a very famous dish, 
And said in stanzas in its praise, 
’T was made of several kinds of fish. 
A savoury stew it is indeed, 
And he’s ‘‘ in comfortable case ”’ 
Who finds before him at his need 
A smoking dish of Bouillabaisse. 


And now folks laud that dish again, 
And o’er it raise a pretty coil, | 
While one rash man we see with pain, 
Would dare to make it minus oil. 
Oh! shade of Terr£, you nodoubt | x 
W ould make once more the ‘‘ droll grimace, 
At such a savage, who left out 
The olive oil, in Bouillabaisse. 








 Trovcut-Waves.” (By an Un- Esoterv. 
—The Theosophists talk mistily about “the 
concentration of mind-force on a thought- 
wave”’—which seems only another way of 
saying that such minds are, at the time, 
** quite at sea.” 





—— 
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“WHAT WILL HE DO WITH IT?” 


Starnvine Russran Psasayt. “‘IS NONE OF THAT FOR ME, ‘LITTLE FATHER’ ?” 
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MONEY MAKES THE MAN. 


|\4 Fragment from a@ Romance 
dedicated by Mr. Punch to Mr. 

Tnggle. 

“Ir is entirely your own 
fault,” said the intruder, as he 
put another silver tea~pot in his 
pag. 

“T don’t see that at all,” re- 
plied the master of the house, 
moving uneasily in his chair. 

“Well, I have not time to 
argue with you,” returned the 
other, as he held up an enamelled 
ship of beautiful wor ip. 
“Dear me, this is really ve 
fine. I have never seen any- 
thing like it before! What is 
49 


“T got it ata sale in Derby- 

shire. I fancy it must be some- 

‘thing like the old Battersea 
| enamel.” 

* Very fine! And solid silver, 
too! Well, in all my experience, 
and I have been in the profes- 
sion some twenty years, I have 
seen — likeit. Beautiful! 

Lovely!” 

“If you had not tied my hands 
behind my back,” explained the 
master of the house, ‘‘ I could 
show you, by lifting that lid, you 
would see prettier subjects in 
the interior of the vessel.” 

“You certainly tempt me,” | 
answered the intruder, ** to give 
you an incre facility in 
moving. But itis against my 
rules. I always work in a me- 
thodical manner, and one of my 
regulations is, before I open the 
sate, I must bind the master of | 
the house hand and foot in an 
arm-chair. But what were we 
talking about ? ”” 





FANCY PORTRAIT. 


SIR W. V. HARCOURT, 


Tue “Opp Fettow” Ovr. | 


(“The German officials at the 
frontier, since the relaxation of the 
passport regulations, have been or- 
dered to treat foreign passengers 
with every politeness.” — Daily 
Papers.) 

Mery Herr, will you do us 
the honour to descend from the 
railway-carriage?’ It will be 
merely a matter of form. We 
need not disturb those gracious 
ladies, your wife and daughters. 
This is the best way to the 
| Customs. You will notice that 
| we have swept the path that 
| leads to the door. 
| Certainly, these arm-chairs 
|are for the use of passengers, 
| We have placed them there our- 
selves, andcan recommend them. 

Is it asking too t a favour 
to beg you to lend me the keys 
of your boxes? A hundred 
thousand thanks, 

Your explanation is absolutely 
satisfactory. You are bringi 
| these sixteen unopened boxes o: 
cigars home for your grand- 
|mother. It is a most proper 
‘thing to do, and, under the cir- 
cumstances, the duty will be 
remitted. 
| And these three hundred yards 
‘of lace of various makes and 
|ages? Anheir-loom! Indeed! 
Then, of course, the packet must 
| pass duty-free, 
| As we have found nothing of 
| consequence in this portmanteau 
of yours, it will be unnecessary 
to search the nineteen boxes of 
| that gracious lady, your wife. 
No doubt she has obeyed your 
| instruction not to smuggle. We 
are absolutely satistied with your 
explanations, and are greatly 


| TALK FOR TRAVELLERS. 
| 





“ You were saying,” returned 
the other, with a sigh, ‘that it was my own fault that I find myself 
in this painful, this ruinous position. As a man of education I 
cannot see how you can advance such a proposition.” 

“But that’s the point. Iam not a man of education. I don’t 
know how to play the piano, and can scarcely manage a free-hand 
sketch of a cathedral. My Greek is shak , and I speak French and | 
German with an accent e h to drive a linguist mad. No, no, you 
take my word for it—this little incident would never have happened 
had you behaved wisely, and like a public-spirited citizen.” 

“What do you mean?” asked the householder. 

Why, this, thetif you had paid more to the School Board, I 

would have received a better education, and have never been a 

housebreaker. As it is, I am only making up the difference between 

the sum you have paid, and the sum you should have expended.” 

_And the burglar, helping himself to another silver tea-pot, con- 
tinued his lucrative — 9 








THE MUSIC OF THE SPHERES. 


Tue ‘‘true sphere of woman ”’—so Harrison says— 

In effect—is the family circle. Some praise ; 

But to geometricians it strange may appear, 

For a “‘ circle” is only a part of a ** sphere.” 

Since woman a) at the wickets, some think 

(Though male cricketers from the conclusion may shrink), 

That the true ** sphere” of woman must be, after all, 

A leathern one—t by a new cricket-ball. 

Young girls think a ‘‘ Ball” of another guess sort 

Is the sphere in which woman may find truest sport. 

To harmonise all these opinions, ’tis clear, 

Is hard ; but, whatever be woman’s true sphere, 

pope feaed in os dictum of ‘* Positive” Harrison, 
wha’ es call his ‘‘ degrading comparison,” 

Or otherwhere,—this will be orem bs fom 

If you’ll let angry women alone they ’ll ‘‘ come round.” 








“Tae MAN ror THE Post.”—Sir James Fenavsson. 


obliged to you for your kindness and condescension. 

This is the way to the carriage. We have placed steps before the 
door, as without a platform it is difficult to ascend. 

No, Mein Herr, it is utterly impossible! We are forbidden by the 
Emperor himself to accept a gratuity. 

Yes, Madam, it is indeed without charge. 
Instant dismissal is the penalty. ’ 

Certainly, Mein Herr, you could get the same politeness before the 
Emperor issued his Imperial instructions. 

But then the charge was a’thaler! 


Do not tempt us, 








THE GREAT TWIN BRETHREN. 

[*1 do not wish to call Mr. GLApstons by a name which would be both 
tasteless and pointless.”—-Mr. A. V. Dicey's Letter to the Times, | 
Tastecess and pointless, Dicky? Well, the time és out of joint, 
And you were born to set it right, though not with ‘‘ taste” and 

** point.” 
We dana all do all things, Sir, and if you save the State : 
(As the great Twin Brethren mean to in despite of Hanxcourt’s hate), 
What does it matter, Dicer, if your letters are not quite 
In that style epistolary, which our fathers called ** polite” ? 
Tis a little too meticulous—in you—and rather late, ‘ 
After giving Mr. Giapstone such a wholesome slashing ‘slate.’ M 
Take heart of grace, dear Dicey, and don’t let Sir WILL1AM’s ** point 
In your tough (if tasteless) armour find a vulnerable joint. 
‘Old Timbertoes”’ won’t trouble, Sir, to wish that you were dead, 
And his taste (not point) forbids him to call you “Old Wooden- 
ead |” 


Keep Watch! 


[A Visitor fishing off Deal Pier brought up a gold wateh 
hook. It is supposed to be one lost by a resident, but the luc 


and chain on his 
ky angler has 
not been seen since. } 
PaRapoxicaL portent! Most worthy of rhyme 
Is this fortunate angler who tried to kill time. : 
Fate made him the offer, and, wisely, he book’d it ee ai 
He not only killed time, but he caught it,—and “* hook’d it. 
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BOULANGER. | ne ; 
s» high he floated, that he seemed to climb; | ih Mt | Wie ' 
The bladder blown by chance was burst by we } / ‘a o 
time. WA AN, Set 
Falsely-earned fame fools bolstered at the ch H, 
rns; 1B Wty 
The — which reared the god the idol burns. pip 
To cling one moment nigh to power’s crest, Wy = 
Then, earthward flung, to oblivion’s 











rest 
Self-sought, ‘midst careless acquiescence, 
seems | 
Strange fate, e’en for a thing of schemes and 
dreams ; 


jut C#san’s simulacrum, seen by day, 
Searce envious Casca’s self would stoop to 
slay, | 
And mounting mediocrity, once o’erthrown, 
Need fear—or hope—no ger save its own. | 















From Bricut To Duty.—In an interesting 
article on artificial reproductions of Nature’s 
treasures, the Standard remarked that ‘‘ Real 
diamonds have been turned out of the chemist’s 
retorts.” What a brilliant chemist he must 
have been ! ar rane of Hibernian origin, as 
among conversational sparklers there are few 
on record more brilliant than ‘‘ Irish Dia- 
monds.” Stay, though! If the real diamonds 
were “‘turned out of the chemist’s retorts,’ 
then his retorts, without these flashes of bril- 

| lianey, must have been a trifle dull, and he is 

no longer the chemist we took him for. ‘* But,’’ 
toquote our Krpirna, ‘‘that is another story.” 





The New Evangel. 


‘M. Zoxa, in his new Novel, glorifies War, and the 
regenerative mission of human bloodshed. } 


‘ ZoLa on War,” intensifies the ‘* Hola!” 

Of ?— who are all for ** war on Zora!” 

Well, he whose pen is touched with tints 
from Tophet, 

Is the right man to pose as Red War’s 
Prophet ! 













THE RULING PASSION STRONG AT DINNER. 


Laconie Waiter (thoroughly familiar with Sporting Major's taste in Champagne), ‘‘ S¥VENTY- 
Fovr, Sir?” 
Sporting Major (down on his luck, after a bad week at Newmarket). 








A Trirte ror Tae Buitper. —‘* When 
are houses like difficulties?” And the prac- 


tical man replies, ‘‘ When the ave be t 
‘ faced,’ ” _ = they b ” DasH IT! WOULDN'T TAKE TEN TO ONE ABOUT ANYTHING 





“ Seven-ro-Fovur, Sint’ 
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r , ; DIOR word has long been a law, whether you spoke of golf, of salmon, of 
OU R BOOKING-OF FICE. folk-lore or of books. The censure of a eed ER (I wonder what has 
‘RESPECTED ANDREW LANG,” writes the Baron’s Assistant Reader, | brought that formidable name to my mind) can do little to discourage 
“T have read your eriticism in Longman's Magazine upon Mr. Barry | you. But Mr. Bary Paty is a young writer. And yet some one 
Party's In a Canadian Canoe. It s an ugly piece of bludgeon work, | remarked that Jn a Canadian Canoe was better even than Essays in 
l admit, but not convincing to any- | Little, and the audacious words were actually printed in a journal to 
one who has read the book of which || | which ANDREW Lane is an occasional contributor. I myself have 
you speak, You tearawayaline or | never dared to go sofar. There is something sacred about an es- 
two from the context, and ask your tablished reputation. And I can benestly | that I like the 
readers to say if that is wit or elegant airy trifles which your little Muse has xestowed upon us, 
humour. How your admirers would though I confess to a weariness when the talk is too much of go f-clubs 
have protested had any sacrilegious and salmon rods. And I admire your appreciation of the original 
critic ventured to treat one of your | work of other men. In the resent case you and | disagree upon a 
| own immortal works in this manner. | question of taste. Thatisall. Tant c pour moi, | hasten to add. 
Essays in Little, a book which by | ut I disagree in good company, for I note with some amusement, 
| the way, appeared in the same series | that the Payn whom you rightly praise, has a kind and encouraging 
tor which Mr. Barry Paty wrote | word for the Pary whom you so vehemently disparage. And in 
isa pleasant and inoffensive compilation but lthis case I will stake my all upon the eulogy o samme Fate as 
even Essays in Little would have presented a against the censure of ANDREW Lana. As you did me Oe peneae to 
sorry appearance if, let us say, ANDREW LANG refer to something I had written, I thought myself bound in polite- 
had reviewed it in this pe ctory and ex- ness to reply, and am Your obedient servant, 
tractory and arbitrary fashion. I remember Aw A. R. ov tue B. pe B.-W.’s Orrice.” 
that in that case the critics were respectfully ————-= 
enthusiastic. Even Mr. BLUDYER would have 
doffed his cap, I fancy, toone 


Who rhymes, researches and reviews, 
Who sometimes writes like Genesis, 
And sometimes in the Daily News. 











eVEry. 





A Straight Tip to Canadian “‘ Cross Coves.”’ 
'T1s nice ‘‘in a Canadian Canoe” : i 
To practise what the ribald call * canoodling ; 
; ut what the deuce does the Dominion do, é, i 
For, after all, you stand high in the journalistic world. Your) In this galley,” with this new game of ‘* boodling ? 
| Option passes current in many a select circle. Not even your | Paddle your own Canoe,” dear, if you will, 





































Yagaries seem to have power to offend the worshippers to whom your jut kiek all “cross coves” out, and trust to honest skill. 
ee _ 
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and the horrifying fact*is revealed to me that the sheet of “ autho. 
JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. rities” I have brought with me bears, not on the mortgage case now 
Tawra Ewrar | before the Court, but on that previous six-guinea matter on which | | 
- " : ’ ; had given Rocrrs & Co. my valuable Opinion gratis. 
Dick Freerws, my more or less “learned” instructor in practical; | hear Dick Fiserys, in this trying position, with the eyes of three 
| law, goes out to a good-many evening parties, I find. Casually | Judges fixed on him, swearing at me under his breath in the mod 
| remarks that he ‘* danced three square dances, the other night, with | awful manner. But why did he depend on me ? Why didn’t he get 
| old Davis's ugly daughter, the Solor (legal slang for Solicitor), in | up the case himself ? 
Caraway Street.” It’s Davis himself, not the daughter, that is the} Deprived at one blow of most of his precedents, “‘ shorn ”—as the 
| Solicitor, and, df seems she introduced the gay Fisprns to her Papa. | Breach of Promise Reports puts it—‘‘of its usual attractions,” 
| Hence another brief, a rather complicated one, on some dispute about | Frnzrys’s speech becomes an impotent affair. He has to quote such 
| a mortgage, . | cases as he can remember, and as neither his memory nor his legal 
| On the merning when the case is to come into Court, Dick the | knowledge is great, he presents them all wrongly, and prematurely 
Brief-hunter, who has promised to take me there, seems nervous. | sits down. I see PRroser’s wrinkled countenance illumined with an 
Yet he is still confident that, if ‘‘old Proser” is the judge, he will| exultant smile. Just as I am moving out of Court (Fiprys has to 
pall the thimg off.” It will be, apparently, a case of ‘Pull |‘ move” in Court), because I am desirous of avoiding Frnrys’s 
Finsinsy pall Prosen.” : ; | wrath,—though I feel that this fiasco is more his fault than mine, 
In Court I eeeupy a seat just behind him, beeause—as he observes |—I hear the presiding judge (the mad one) say to the Defendant's 
I’ve been “grinding away at the case, and know the subject | Counsel that he need not trouble to address them. I know what that 
down to the und ”—which | means—judgment for the Defendant ! 
I don’t think he does. I there-| Chancing half-an-hour later to enter a Strand Restaurant, part of 
fore am to act as his reserves,| which, I regret to say, is also a drinking-bar, I am startled at 
also as his prompter, and to| beholding the identical form and features of Frsprxs himself. He 
supply him with the names of | appears flushed—has two companions with him, to whom he is talking 
cases which he has forgotten, | excitedly. I hear the words—* idiot ’—‘ jackass of a pupil” — 
and which he wishes to quote. | ‘‘ regular sell’’—and; but no, perhaps I had better not repeat all 
Rather a responsible position. | that I did hear. I decide to seek refreshment elsewhere. 
Should feel more confidence in| Over the subsequent scene in Frssrys’s Chambers I prefer to 
result if Frepiws had told me|draw a veil. It is sufficient to say that 1 was obliged to leave 
of this prompter arrangement | Frpnrns, and thereafter received a solid half-year’s instruction in 
before the Very morning when | the Chambers of a learned Counsel who was not a briefless impostor. 
the trial comes on. | I heard afterwards that he had added the story to his fund of 
“Old Prosrr,” | legal dining-out anecdotes, and had considerably amplified it. It 
appears to my / came out in a shape which made Fresrs a hero, myself an imbecile 
untutored gazeto|of a rather malicious kind, Prosrr helplessly cowering under 
be rather a digni- | Frsprys’s wealth of arguments, and the other two Judges reduced 
fied occupant of | to admiring silence. I take this opportunity of stating that if any- 
the Bench. 1} body ‘‘ cowered” in Court on that memorable oceasion, it was certainly 
don’t know whe- | not poor old Proser. 
ther he cherishes SSS ee: 
any personal or , ; _e as - a — 
professional ani- THE “DISAPPOINTMENT OF DECEMBER. 
mosity _ against “It is too early yet (says the Telegraph) to announce the title of the | 
Dick _ Fists, Latest of the Laureate’s plays, but thie mack may be said, that it is written | 
but directly the partly in blank verse and partly in prose, that it is what is known in| 
latter ,opens his theatrical circles as ‘a costume lay,’ and that the scene is laid in England. | 
mouth to begin, | it may, however, interest sensitive dramatists to know that Lord Tenyt- 
PROSER seems in- | son is liberal enough to place the stage detail wholly in the competent hands 
clined to jumpjof Mr. Dary. He does not wince if a line is cut here and there, or protest if} 
down it. | a scene or a speech has to be supplied.” } 
1 
| 
| 




















“A compli-| 
| cated case of foreclosure ?’’ he growls. ‘‘ You needn’t tell us that. All | 
| foreclosure cases are complicated. J ever saw one yet that wasn’t.” | 

Freeiys goes along unimpeded for a minute or two, ProsER having | 
thrown himself back with an air of resigned inattention, one of the | 
other Judges taking furtive notes, and the third resting his elbows | 
on his desk, and his head on his elbows, and eyeing me with a stony | I leave the dress we know to-day ; 
and meaningless stare. Can he suddenly have gone mad ? On English ground my scene | set, 

I have no time to consider this interesting point, as Frentns is | And wonder if I touch as yet, 

| again in difficulties about some precedent that he wants to quote, What we have termed a “ Costume 
but which he has forgotten, and turns sharply round on me, saying, Play!” 
in a fierce whisper | ‘ ’ ; 

“* What the doose ts that case ?” If I have over-writ, and laid, 5 

I look hurriedly down on the’ sheet of paper on which (as I fancy) | It may be here, it may be there, 4 rage 
I have jotted down the authorities bearing on the subject, and reply, | The fat too thickly on,—with care A cut here and there 

| also in a whisper—‘* Cookson and ——. To cut it down be not afraid, will be necessary. | 

“The Court, m’ luds,” Fresrxs airily proceeds, as if he were in- | But oh, if here and there I seem 

| debted entirely to his own memory for the information, ** held in To have half-said what I should say, 
Cookson and Gedge that a mortgagor who desires to foreclose——” | Give me the start—I ’ll fire away, 
** Where is the case you mention?” suddenly asks the Judge who And keep up the poetic steam— 
" : ; p uf poe 
was staring at me a moment ago. He is now engaged in first looking ; : hag 
| at my instructor suspiciously, and then at me, as if he thought that Ay! keep it bs 3 in lines that run 
there was some horrible secret between us, which he is determined As glibly from the Laureate’s pen, 
to probe to the bottom. That I shall b my fellow men on 
“ Volume Six of the Law Reports, m’ lud.” Be greeted with ‘‘ That’s Texnrson! ; 
“Page?” snaps Proser. : In short, it will not be easy, from such seanty information 2s the 
‘Page 184, m’lud. As I was saying, the Court there held that | Noble Rhymester has as yet given to the pu lic, to say precisely 
the right to foreclose at any reasonable time is not taken away——”’ | what sort of a play this promised comedy, “half in prose, half in 
This time the interruption comes from the Judge who I thought | blank verse,” will prove itself to be; but it is to be hoped 
was going mad, but who now seems to be preternaturally and offen-| P;omise of May still fresh in the memory of many a playgoer, = 
sively sane. . ; the forthcoming effort may not, after all, turn out to merit ¢ 
“Tt would be odd,”’ he observes, cuttingly, “if any Court had unpromising title of The Disappointment of December. 
decided a point about mortgages in Cookson versus Gedge, because ia 
on looking at the page to which you have referred us, find that —— 
Cookson and Gedge was a runnt case!” A Mysrerrovsty Masonic Lixe.—‘ Oh, for a Lodge in 


}EHOLD, I know not anything,— 
Except that if I write two Acts in 
verse, 
And two in prose, I might do worse 
Than having a Four Act song to sing. 

















- ; ‘adie : rr 
I glance at the paper before me in consternation ; another moment, | vast wilderness ! = elie 
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CURIOUS OLD 
HIGHLAND WHISKIES 


. 7 10 15 &25 years is wood. 

es pet bet. 48/- 60/- asthoy, 

As Medical Authority, in recom- 
ont the moderate use of W Whisky Ge used 
fst on 20 account ali 

gas it eo 

eiaried List on application to 


WOREL BROS., COB COBBETT & SON 


210 & ait, iM PICCADILLY; 
is & 19, PALL MALL; 
143, REGENT ST. 
whisky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. 








(OL) MEDAL, PARIS EXHIBITION, 1878. 


KINAHAN’S «rx rnax 
a a ae LL = Fuisxras'- 
vid ESM. WHISKY. 


Tat PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1865. 
GUILDFORD STREET, YORK ROAD, 
LAMBETH, 8.B. 





FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE. 


| "SHAM & 60S 


FINEST OLD BRANDY. 


* per doz. in Cases as imported 
Srarteron & Co., 203, Regent Street, W. 


Th GUN OF THE PERIOD.” 


HONOURS WHEREVER 
SHOWN, 
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ace Price from 12 
—'*—4 Guis. ; as an ejector, 
from 16 Guis. 
ww sock of Guns and Rifles is the largest in 
England. 
2 LEWIS, 22 and 33, Lower le gonnee Srazert, 
Biauinouam. Estd. 


VSBURY & BROWN'S 
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Quod ab Omnibus Quod 
Ubique? 


Apollinaris 
“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” 


“The best beverage.” 
‘TRUTH. 








“ EXCELLENT—of Great Value.”— Lancet, June 15, 1889. 
CONCENTRATED Gold Medals, 1884, 1886, 


PEPTONIZED a 
aor = COCOA ann MILK 


Tins, ls. 6d. and 2s. 6d., obtainable everywhere. 


SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. 


For PLEASURE and PROFIT. wow 
FRUIT HOWARD 
“a acnes x srocx” IPLOUGHS. 
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ADAMS'S 
ROSE S FURNITURE 
HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS. POLISH. 


THE OLDEST AND BEST. 

















BUSHES, 8s. per doz., 60s. “Tur Qveew " (the Lady's Newspaper) “ feels no 
pave bt, RN ee hesitation in recommending it 
Bold by Gro cere, Ironmongers, Ollmen, ae 
Manufactory SHEFFIELD 
ROSES in Pots, from 15s. per doz. | : 


me mgeaaue, |HAVE YOU A BABY? 


CLEMATIS tos. 
If so, send & free bottle, with testimonials and 
N.B.—Bingle Plants C3 sia at slightly increased MO i em Modlesl Opinions, of = 


SEEDS and | Vemetabie Flower, HORLICK’S 


iin aie MALTED MILK. 
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CELLULAR CLOTH |US=D Ik THE ROYAL NURSERIES. 


AND CLOTHING. | cuz BEST 
HEALTHY AND DURABLE. 


UNDERWEAR, DRESS SHIRTS, 
NIGHT CLOTHING. 


Tilustrated Price List, with of 60 Country 

Agents, sent ne * — on @ oh application on. A complete 

ROBERT scorr. ai! 15, Powtrnr, Cuzarsipr, E.C. 
OLIVER BROG., 417, Oxromp Sr., Lonnox, W 


SAVE 30 PER CENT. by ordering your SHIRTS FOR 


Fee — D, the ome of i 
TAAFFE & COLDWELL’ ‘ 
Celebrated “ PERFECTA” 
SHIRTS 6 ¢@ 33/-| In Tins, 1s., , and 10s. A 
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AND SOLD EVEBYWHERE. 
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A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE, 


FOR 
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Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 


INDIEN *225e:0%) @ 
GRIL LON, 


BE. GRILLON, 68, Queen Street, City, London 





SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGCISTS, 2a. Ga. A BOX. 
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Her Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE p 4 » beees oF BOTH RED 
BROWN LANBILA. 





SULPHOLINE 


ram LOTION 
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from wuarever causearising. Por Scrofula, Rewrr, 
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OUTFITTER. LADIES’ TAILOR TO THE ROYAL FAMILY. 


114 to 120, REGENT STREET, and 22, CORNHILL, LONDON. 


PARIS: 29 and 31, RUE TRONCHET. 
10, MOSLEY STREET, MANCHESTER. 39, NEW STREET, BIRMINGHAM. 60, BOLD STREET, LIVERPOOL, 


NOVELTIES FOR TRAVELLING AND WINTER WEAR. 
GENTLEMEN. LADIES. 

Fur-Lixep Overcoats from £8 18s. 6d. Racing Coats, Deerstalkers, Messrs. NICOLL invite the favour of a visit to inspect their latest pp, 
and Overcoats of every description and size always in stock. dnetions for the Travelling and Winter Scasons in Costumes, Jacrey 

Surtines from £3 3s., in an extensive sclection of new rough-textured | CLoAKks. Cares. Xc. 
materials, for Winter and Sporting wear. Spécialité Riptxc Hapits and PATENT SKIRT, with which dragging 

COATINGS, OVERCOATINGS, and TROUSERINGS of the best manufacture. absolutely impossible. 

Bors’ GARMENTS a Spéeialité, from goo! durable materials at very moderate prices, 
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AN IDEAL BEVERAGE. 
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Concentrated Ci OC Wie 


56 PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED TO THE FIRM. 
Recommended by the Highest Medical Authorities 
for its Purity, Solubility, and Excellence. 














TO SECURE THIS ARTICLE, BE CAREFUL TO ASK FOR 


FRY’S PURE CONCENTRATED COCOA 
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SOCIETY PICTURES ‘om “Powcn” 


PARTS 1, 2, and 3 (a handy form of issue), are now published in silk- 
grained cloth, price 5/6 each. Also the First VOLUME, containing PARTS 1 and 2, in a 








| sumptuous bin ing, price 12/- “To turn over the pages is to look into a social 
kaleid oscope.””— Gewttien. ‘The beau ideal of a drawing-room book.’ "—Das ly Chronicle. 
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CONDY’S FLUID. Try iT In Your BaTH. ~ NEW YORK 
USED IN ALL HOSPITALS. ScrRuBB'sS A AMMONIA. THE BUCKINGHAM Kf 


CONDYs® REMEDIAL FLUID 
MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
NEW YORK. 


CONDY’S.A Household Word, 
CONDY’S.—In Sore Throats . Dafeas@ing 40 4 Turkish Bath 
Ne Fails. nvaluable for Toilet 7 Irposes 
CONDY’S The © Sovereign Cure Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair THE BUCKINGHAM HOTE 
b. bs A. Relaxed Throat. Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, &c. Evrorgax Pray . 
‘ Con cold | Restores the Colour to Cart , a ae AVENUE. 
grreie many cases being « Cleans Plate and Jewe lery | The most fashionable 
ir — ee ts. bottle for six to ten ths. healthy locality, wit “2 
4 Of all Grocers, Chemists, & Rooms, superb. Cuisx 
SCRUBB & Co., 15 Red C treet, S.E. private Sitting Rooms, « 
SORE THROATS. Slight Cases | ee Cross Street, 6. provement, perfect sanita! 


Cured at Once. “HEAVY Poss: xe charges. ™ ae 
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asabove) in Blue ee EMBANKMENT AND WHITEHALL PL 
Ink across the Label Indispensable Toilet Requisite nal 
. Delightfully cooling to the skin. These excellent Suites are fitted with every met 
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el Life 
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and the Rents include all Rates, Taxes, ¥e 

CATRAMIN ead “7 | PILLS “WHITE LILAC.” supply. mem By a soy Ae! = — 
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CATRAMIN reven AND At « PILLS RIMMEL’S POUDRE DE BEAUTE. HUNDREDS OF THOUSAND! House's. W. 


CATRAMIN 4°°2CTIONS oF THR py 1 ¢ A superior invisible adherent Toilet Powder BUSHES, 8s. per doz., 60s. 100. 
CHEST 


ae = pe =o i info vou PILLS LONDON and PARIS. ‘call in Pots, from 15s. per doz. 
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THE AUTOMATIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 


“ese—The German Erhibitwn, near an ingenious machine con- 
structed to reveal the character and future of a person according 
to the colour of his or her hair, for the small consideration of 
one penny. A party of Pleasure-seekers are examining tt. 


First Pleasure-seeker (a sprightly young lady of the name of 
Lorrie). ‘ Put in a penny and get a summary of your character 
from the colour of your ’air.” I wonder what they ll ave next! 


Second Pl.-s. (her admirer, a porridge-faced young man with pink 
eyelids and flaming hair, addressed as Ector by his intimates). Ah, 
it’s surprising how far they’ve got, it 

relly is. And beginning with butter-scotch, 


em | 6=— Aunt Maria. Come on, do—you don’t want 
& ‘0 0) to waste no more time over that rubbidge! 
\\) Fourth Pil.-s. (a lanky youth, with pale 
f=", hair and a receding chin, to his fiancée). 
, Hadn’t we better be making a move if we’re 
going to ’ear the band, Carrre? 
Carrie. I shall move on when I dike, with- 
out your leave, Freppy; so make no mistake. 
eddy. Oh, I’m in no ’urry. I only 
thought your Aunt was getting—but don't 
mind me. CARRIE does not mind him. 
, Dolph. (the funny man of the party). 
‘Old on a bit! I’ve got some coppers. I’m going to sample this 
| concern. I’ll put in for all of you—it’s my treat, thisis. We'll 
| begin with Aunt Marra. What colour do you call your ’air now ? 
| I don't see any slot marked ‘‘ cawfy-colour.” 
| Aunt Maria. Never you mind t colour my ’air is—it’s a pity 
| you can’t find a better use for your pennies. 
| Dolph. (inserting @ penny in a slot marked “‘ Light Brown’). 
| Ere goes, the oracle’s working. (The machine emits a coloured card.) 
| Listen to what it says about Aunt Marta. She is —“‘ tender-’arted.” 
| Jest what I’ve always said of her! “‘ A little ’asty in her temper ”’ 
| —ullo, must be a ’itch in the machinery, there /—" neither obstinate 
| nor ’aughty ’’—(.A snort from Aunt Maxta at this)—‘‘ her inclination 
| to love never unreasonable.” ’Ow like her! ‘“‘ Frolicsome, inclined 
| to flirt and sometimes mischievous.’’ You giddy little thing! Up 
| toall your little tricks, this machine is! ‘Fertile in imagination, 
er eae thoughtful and persevering’’—There’s Aunt Manta 
| lor yer. 

General Chorus. Good old Aunt Marra! 

Dolph. There’s a on blue paper from Napoleon's Book 
of Fate, gratis. (Reads.) ‘* Thy ’oroscope forewarns thee of a loss 
if thou lendest thy money.” Just when I was going to borrow arf- 
a-crown off of her too! 

Aunt Maria. Ah, I didn’t want no machine for that. ’Ow you 
can patronise such rubbidge, I don’t know! Tellin’ characters by 
the colour of your ’air, indeed—it’s told mine all wrong, anyhow! 

Dolph. Well, you see, your ’air’s so natural it would deceive any 
machine ! y (Movement on part of Aunt Marta. 
_ Lottie. Put in for Ector next, Dotpn, do. I want to hear what 
it says about him. 

_ Dolph. They don’t keep his colour in stock—afraid o’ losing their 
insurance policy. ‘* Red or orbun’s” the nearest they can get to it. 
He puts in a penny in the “‘ Red” slot.) Here’s old ’Ecror. 
Reads.) ‘*The Gentleman with long red hair is of a restless dis- 
position, constantly roving.” Keep your eye on him, Lorrie! “ Im- 
patient and fiery in temper »— Old "im, two of yer ?—‘* but for all 
that, is kind and loving.” You needn't ’old him—it’s all right. 

He is passionately fond of the fair sex.’”” What all of ’em, ’Ecror?’ 
I’m ashamed of yer! ‘‘ He is inclined to timidity ”—Oo’d ha’ thought 
it’—** but by reflection may correct it and pass for a man of courage.” 
You start prune at once, old chap! 

Ector (ominously, to Lorrie). If Dotpm don’t mind what he’s 
about, he’ll go too far some day ! 

(He breathes hard, then thinks better of it. 

Dolph. Now it’s Cannte’s turn. “Leave you out?” Couldn't 
think of it. Brown air, Carrre’s is. (He puts in a penny.) “A 
Lady with ’air of a medium brown colour, long and smooth ”’—Js 
your ’air long though, CARRIE ? 

Carrie (with pride). I should hope so—I can set on it. 

Dolph, That’s nothing! So can Aunt Manta set on hers! (With 
@ glance at that Lady’s very candid “ front.”) Can't you, Auntie, 
eh? If you make a effort ? 

Aunt Maria (with dignity). I'll thank you to ’ave the goodness to 

op your sauce, Mr. Apotpnvus Gaces; it’s out of place and not 
‘yrociated, I can assure you! [She walks away. 
_ Dolph. (surprised). Why, there’s Aunt Marta got the ’ump—for a 
little thing like that! Let me finish with Cannre. (Reads.) ‘She 
is of an intellectual turn of mind,” (**’ Ear, ear!” from Freppy.) 
., Very fond of reading.” Takes in Sloper’s’ Alf’ Oliday regular ! 

Steadfast in her engagements.” ’Ullo, Carers! 








VOL. Cc’. 





Carrie (firing up). Well, have you anything to say against that ? 
You'd better take care, Mr. Gages! 

Dolph. I was only thinking. Sure you haven’t been squaring this 
machine? Ah, it tells you some ’ome truths here—** Although | 
inquisitive and fond of prying into the secrets of others——"’ Now 
however did it know that ? 

Carrie. It isn’t there—you ’re making it up! 

[ She snatches the card, reads it, and tears it up. 

Dolph. Temper—temper! Never mind. Now we'll try Fxeppr. 
What’s his shade of ’air? I should say about the colour of spoilt 
*ay, if I was asked. 

Carrie (with temper). You're not asked, so you needn't give your 
opinion ! 

Dolph. Well, keep your ’air on, my dear girl, and we'll call 
Freppy’s ‘*‘ Fair.”’ (Reading card.) ‘*‘ Agentleman with this colour 
of hair will be assiduous in his occupation——” 

Carrie (warmly). What ashame! I’m sure he isn’t. Are you, 
FREppyY ? (FREDDY smiles vaguely. 

Dolph, *‘ Not given to rambling,”—Except in his ’ed,—** very 
moderate in his amorous wishes, his mind much given to reflection, 
inclined to be ’asty-tempered, and, when aroused,”’—’Ere, somebody, 
rouse Freppy, quick!—‘‘to use adjectives.” Mustn’t use ‘em 
‘ere, Freppy! ‘But if reasonably dealt with, is soon appeased.” 
Pat his ’ed, Carnie, will yer? ‘* Has plenty of bantering aoe” 

Here Freppy grins feebly.) Don’t he look it too! ‘* Should 

study his diet.”” That means his grub, and he works ’ard enough 
at that! ‘* He has a combination of good commercial talents, which, 
if direeted according to the reflection of the sentiments, will make 
him tolerably well off in this world’s goods.” 

Carrie (puzzled). What’s it torking about now f 

Dolph. Bh. it on’y means he’s likely to do well in the cat’s-meat 
line. Now for your fortune, Freppy. ‘It will be through mar- 
riage that your future will be brightened.” 

Carrie ( pleased). Lor, Freppy, think o’ that! 

Dolph. Think twice of it, Freppy, my boy. Now we'll be off and 
get a drink. 

Carrie. Wait. We haven't got your character yet, Mr. Gacos! 

aus. Oh, mine—they couldn’t give that for a penny. Too good, 

yer know! 
: Carrie. If they haven’t got it, it’s more likely they're afraid it 
would break the machine. I’m going to put in for you under 
** Black.” (She does.) Here we are. (Reads.) ‘The gentleman 
will be much given to liquor.” Found out first time, you see, 
Mr. Gacas! 

Dolph. epeveh. Come, no personalities now. Drop all that ! 

Carrie. ‘‘ Somewhat quarrelsome and of an unsettled temper ; more 
decorous and less attentive in his undertakings, and consequently 
meets with many disappointments. Such gentlemen’’—now you 
listen to this, Mr. Gaces !—** will now know their weaknesses, which 
should induce them to take steps to improve themselves.” (*‘’ Zar, 
ear!” from the rest of the party.) ‘* Knowledge is power, and 
enables us to overcome many obstacles we otherwise should have 
fallen prey to.” This is your fortune. ‘‘ Thou art warned to be 
careful what,thou drinkest!” Well, they do seem to know you, I 
must say ! 

Dolph. (in a white rage). I tell you what it is, Miss Cannre Brcx- 
ERTON, you appear to me to be turning a ’armless joke into a mejium 
for making nasty spiteful insinuations, and I, for one, am not going 
to put up with it, whatever others may! So, not being partial to 
being turned into redicule and made to look a fool in company, I'll 
leave you to spend the rest of the evening by yourselves, and wish 
you a very good-night ! 

[He turns majestically upon his heel and leaves the party stupefied. 

’ Ector. (with mild regret). It do seem a pity though, so pleasant 
as we were together, till this come up! 

Freddy. And Carrte’s Aunt Maria gone off in a tantrum, too. 
We shall have a job to find ’er now! 

Lottie and Carrie. Oh, do hold your tongues, both of you. You 
and your automatic machines ! 

’ Ector and Freddy. Our automatic machines! Why, we never 

Lottie and Carrie. If you say one word more, either of you, we ’ll 
go home! [Freppy and ’Ecror follow them meekly in search of 
Aunt Mantra as the Scene closes in. 





VOICES OF THE NIGHT. 
(In Fleet Street.) 


Ou raucous street-'' Echo,” whose vile ror clamantu 
Is, like the Salvationist’s shout, heard a mile hence, 
I wish, how I wish,—ah! yes, that what we want is!— 
Some Cockney Narcissus could charm you to silence. 
Ah, me! no such luck; in the clear autumn twilight 
Your shriek on my tympanum stridently jars. 
‘* Echo” nturders repose, mars the daffodil sky light ; 
And if one thing sounds worse ’tis ‘‘ the Voice of the Stars” i] 
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JUST CAUGHT THE POST! 





Sir J-m-s F-rg-ss-n loquitur :— 


Just in time to catch the Post! 


Pheugh! But the Pats would have ‘‘ had me on toast” 


As ’Arry would say in his odious slang), 
If I had been but a little bit later. 
Out o’ breath as itis. Ah, hang 
This hurrying business! My mouth’s like a crater, 
Dreadfully dry, and doosedly hot. 
Rather a downer, this is, for Scort’s lot! 
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Feared Mrs. Manchester might just say 

(In the popular patter of my young day) _ 

** Tt is all very well (with a wink and a jeer), 

But you, Master Feravsson, don’t lodge here - 
All right now, though! Saved my bacon. 
My defeat might the Cause have shaken. 

Just in time. There! Pome it in! 

Awfully glad it conveys a Win; 

Although One Fifty ain’t much to boast,— 

’Twixt you and me and the (General) Post ‘ 
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William Henry Smith. 
BORN, JUNE 2%, 1825. DIED, OCTOBER 6, 1891. 


0’er-BvusY Death, your scythe of late seems reaping 
Swiftly our heads of State ; 

The wise who hold our England’s weal in keeping, 
The gentle and the great. 


GRANVILLE is gone ; and now another Warden 
Falls with the fading leaf, 

Leaving at Hatfield sorrow, and at Hawarden 
Searcely less earnest grief. 


All mourn the Man whose simple steadfast spirit 
Made hearty friends of all. 

Whilst manhood like to his her sons inherit 
England need fear no fall. 

No high-perched, privileged and proud possessor 
Of lineal vantage he; 

Of perorating witchery no professor, 
Or casuist subtlety. 


A capable, clear-headed, modest toiler, 
Touched with no egoist taint, 
To Duty sworn, the face of the Despoiler 
Made him not fear or faint. 
0’erworn, o’erworked, with smiling face, though weary, 
The tedious task he plied. 
Sagacious, courteous, ever calm and cheery 
Unsoured by spleen or pride. 


As unprovocative as unpretentious, 
Skilful though seeming-slow ; 
Unmoved by impulse of conceit contentious 
To risk suecess for show. 


0 rare command of gifts, which, common-branded, 
Are yet so strangely rare ! 

Sclflessness patient, judgment even-handed 
And spirit calmly fair! 

Lost to his friends their worth may now be measured 
By the strong sense of loss. 

How ‘‘ Otp Moratity’s”’ memory will be treasured, 
Midst faction’s pitch-and-toss. 

But England which has instincts above Party 
Most mourns the Man, now gone, 

Who gave to Duty an allegiance hearty 
As that of WELLINGTON. 

Sure ‘‘ the gaunt figure of the old Field-Marshal ’’* 
Would,his successor praise ; 


As modest, as unselfish, as impartial, 
Though fallen on calmer days. 
No glittering hero, but when England numbers 
_ Patriots of worth and pith, 
His name shall sound, who alter suffering slumbers, 
Plain Writ1aM Hewry Suir ! 


* LonoreLiow’s “ The Warden of the Cinque Ports.” 








A ROMANCE IN NUMBERS. 
As we announced last week, the Gentlewoman proposes 


for publication ‘‘ the most extraordinary novel of modern | Mg ‘ may 
| asked Evsrace of the First Frenchman in France. 


times””—a tale which is to be written chapter by chapter, 
week after week, by well-known writers of fiction, with- 
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THE ETERNAL FITNESS OF THINGS. 


‘*T WANT A NICE Tikz, FoR A Weppinc. CAN YOU RECOMMEND ME ONE?” 
**CERTAINLY, Sin. A—ER—PRINCIPAL GUEST, Sin?” 








Lobby, “‘ believe me, I will do anything to 


horse you fancy for the Cambridgeshire ! 


the awaking streets to the Grand Hote 
met the President. 





‘*Frora, darling,” he said to the fair gil, as he paced by her side in the 
elp you; but what can I do?” 
Sporting Writer continues.—‘* What can you do?” she echoed, with a hearty 


laugh, as she struck her riding-habit smartly with her whip; “* why, tell me the 


'» 


He thought for a moment. He knew the good points of Bobby, and was rather 


| partial to Rosina ; but nothing wrong with Snuffboz, the stable reports were favour- 
able. Still, you can’t always rely upon what you ~ much less what you hear. 


‘* Lady,” said he, at length, ‘if you take my advice, you will back nothing 


until they go to the post.” 


Continuation by French Correspondent.—They had no further time for parley, 


because the mail train left for Dover within the hour. So they hurried to Victoria, 
| and in less than eight hours were in the Capital of the World. 


Ah, Paris, beautiful Paris! They enjoyed the balmy air as they drove through 
4 As they entered the courtyard they 


** Is it really true that the Germans refuse to take up the Russian Loan?” 


‘* T would not say thisto anyone but yourself,” replied M. Carnot, looking round 


out consultation with their collaborateurs. We did the | to see that no one was listening ; ‘‘ but those who wait longest will see best! ”’ 


same thing years ago. However, as the notion is still | 


And with his finger to his mouth in token of discretion and'silence, he disap- 


calculated to amuse and instruct our readers, we subjoin | peared. Evstacr and his fair companion hastened to the telegraph office. 


a short story, which has been written on the same terms 


by the entire strength of a paper—political, sporting, and tin 


social. It will be found below. 
WHAT? WHO? AND WHICH ? 
(A Joint Stock Mystery. ) 
Political Writer commences.— Yes, Eustace entered 


Scientific Writer takes it up.—They were, of course, desirous of transmit- 
g their important despatch to head-quarters. : ; 
‘“* You want to know upon what system the telephone is worked?” queried 


the operator, as he prepared a black-board, and took up a piece of chalk. They 
bowed acquiescence. ‘’ You must know,” said he, ‘ that if we represent the 
motive-power by z, we shall i 


Lady Correspondent turned on.—Before he could complete his sentence, Lady 


the House prepared to vote for the Government. He knew | Fora uttered a cry. 


that LadyF ora had counted upon his vote in support of 


‘*What a charming gown! Why, it is the prettiest I have seen in my 


her father, the Duke, and the other Members of the life!” and she gazed with increasing delight at the lady beneath on the 
Opposition. But when did love outweigh duty? Evsrace | boulevard. Then she began to explain the costume to her two male com- 


knew that the p: rity of the entire country depended 
upon his views. ith the price of corn falling, with the 


yanions. She showed them that an under-skirt of snuff, with a waist of orange- 
lue, both made of some soft fluffy material (which can be obtained, by the 


tussian Bear on the prowl, growing nearer and nearer | way, at Messrs. Sowe aNp Sows), made an admirable contrast. 


‘oour Afghan frontier, with the unsettled state of the 
South American Republics, he knew that only one course 


was open to him. 





And they left I f y 
foundered. When they were picked up they were both dead.—[Tue Exp. } 


Naval Correspondent uts finishing touch.—{ Please end up briskly.— Ev.)|.— 
aris, and embarking on H.M.S. Ramrod, met a gale, and 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 
No. IV.—TO POMPOSITY. 
Your Exceriencr, 

How difficult it is to succeed in giving pleasure. When I 
addressed you recently, I honestly intended to gratify you by the 
| adoption of a tone of easy familiarity. Surely, I thought to myself, 

I cannot be wrong if I address my friend Pomrosrry by his name, 

and speak to him ima chatty rather than in an inflated style. If 
| I chose the latter, might he not think that I was poking fun at him 
by cheap parody, and manifest his displeasure by bri a host of 
Bcituers about my ears? These considerations prevailed with me 
and the result was the letter you received. But, O pectora caca! i 
have learnt from an authoritative source that you are displeased. 


You resent, it seems, what you are pleased to term my affectation of | away,” said 
intimacy, and you beg for a style of greater respect in any future | once. 


commuhications. So be it. I have pondered for hours, and have 


eventually come to the conclusion that I shall best consult your | 


wishes by addressing you in a manner suited to diplomatic personages 
of importance. I have noticed that in their official intercourse 


often pletured to myself the glow of genuine pride which must 


suffuse the seul of an ambassador or a foreign Minister when, for the | 


first time, he finds himself styled an Excellency. It 
may be of course that he knows himself to be any- 
thing rather than excellent, but he will keep that 
knowledge to himself, stowed away in some remote 
corner of his mind, and never on any account 
| allowed to interfere with his enjoyment of the 
ignorant and empty compliments that others pay 
him. 
I wish to ask you a simple question. Why do 
you render those who spend their lives in your 
| service so extremely ridiculous? That may be just 
the fashion of your humour; but is it fair to persist 
| as you do? There is, for instance, my old friend 
| Benzamow Cuvwp, little Bew Cuvmp as we used to 
call him in the irreverent days, before his face had 
| turned purple or his waisteoat had prevented him 
from catching stray glimpses of his patent-leathered 
toes. Little Bew was not made Rr the country, 
that wascertain. A life of Clubs and dinner-parties 
would have suited him to perfection. In his Club 
he could always pose before a select and, it must 
be added, a dwindling circle as a man of influence. 
‘There is no Club, however watched and tended, 
but one dread bore is there.” Buen might have 
developed into a prime bore, but as he was plenti- 
fully supplied with money and had a good cook and 
a pleasant wife, he would always have managed to 
gather round him plenty of guests who would have 
forgiven him his debeaite platitudes, for the sake 
of his admirable made-dishes. Suddenly, however, 
he resolved to become a country qubtliane. As 
there is no law to prevent a Cuump from turning 
into a squire, Bew Pad not to wait very long before he was able to 
put his fatal resolve into execution. He purchased an Elizabethan 
mansion, and descended with all his airs and belongings upon the 
unhappy country-side which he had decided to make the scene of his 
rural education. Before that I used to see him constantly. After that 
I quite lost sight of him. 
papers about immense festivities due to the enterprise 
and from time to time I received local papers containing long 


accounts of hunt breakfasts, athletic sports, the roasting of whole | 
oxen, and other such stirring country incidents in which it appeared | 


that the CuumpPs took a prominent part. I will do Ben the credit to 
that he never omit 


have happened to make. 

Eventually that which I dreaded came about. Circumstances 
made it impossible for me to refuse an invitation to Carchester 
Manor, and on a certain evening in the first week of December I 
found myself a guest under the roof of the Cuumps., The entertain- | 
ment provided was, I am bound to say, magnificent. Every want 
that the most exacting guest could feel was supplied almost before 
he had expressed it, and all that gorgeous rooms, stately retainers 
and irreproachable cooking could do to secure our comfort was done 
at Carchester Manor. But Cuump himself was on that first evening 
the grandest spectacle of all. He overpowered me. Like some huge 
Spanish galleon making her way wit bellying sails and majestic 
progress amidst a fleet of cockle-shells, so did Cuump bear himself 
amidst his y. The neighbouring tes came to meet us. 
Lord and y Aerncovrt with their ¢ ing daughter Lady 
Manet Porcrizrs, Sir Georexs Buckwueat and his wife, the 
Reverend Canon and Mrs. CarsPaw, and a host of others were there | 
todo Cuumpr honour. I thought of Potrcrares and his ring and of 


ito crush a man. | 


these gentlemen move on stilts of the most rigid punctilio, and I have | 


_ : to mark with broad red pencil those parts | 
ich referred specially to himself, or reported any speech he may | 
| pleased ; yes, 


Something I knew must happen to | 
disturb this edifice of pepe ran -. The something was not | 
long in coming, for just after Caump had expatiated at immense | 
length upon the vintages of France, after he had offered to stock the | 
failing cellars of Lord Acrycovrt from his own, after the butler | 
had, with due parade, placed two corks at his master’s side in token | 
of the treat that was to follow, it was discovered by little Bitty 
SILtzerR, an impudent dog without veneration or reticence, that bot) 
the bottles of Pontet Canet were disgustingly corked. To my 
relief, but to Cuoump’s discomfiture, BrLy announced his discovery. | 
‘* Ben, my boy,” he shouted across the table, ‘‘ the moths have been 
at this tap of wine. I’m afraid his Lordship won't eare to take it of 
your hands.” Ben became blue with suppressed fury. The 
trembling butler obeyed his angry summons. ‘Take that stuf 
Ben, “‘and drink it yourself. Bring fresh wine at 
But, alas, for wasted indignation, no more Pontet Canet 
was forthcoming, and we had to satisf ourselves on a@ wine whose 
inferiority no flourish of trumpets could disguise. — 

Now there is nothing in the accident of a corked bottle that ought | 
ave seen a host rise serenely after such an 
occurrence, and nobody dreamt of imputing it to him for wicked- 
ness. But the contrast between the magniloquence of poor Bren and 
the deadly failure of his wine, was too great. Even Lady Masgt, a 

kind girl without affectations, could not 

forbear a smile when the incident was 

narrated to her in the wing-room, and 

some of the other guests, whose names | 

charitably refrain mentioning, 

seemed quite radiant with pleasure at the 
misfortune of their host. Cuump, how- | 
ever, was not long in recovering, and | 
before many hours had » he was | 

assuring us in the smoking-room, that he 
ounend to establish sport in his particular | 
district on a broad and enduring basis. On the | 

following morning there was a lawn-meet at the 

Manor, and, as I’m a living sinner, our wretched 

host was flung flat or. his back before the eyes of 
all the nei Lbouting sportsmen and sportswomen | 

by a fiery chestnut which he bought for £400 from 
a well-known dealer. What became of him during | 

the rest of the day I know not. Indeed I shrink 
from continuing the story of his ridiculous humi- | 

liations, and I merely desire to remark that if this 

be your Excellency’s manner of rewarding those 

who serve you, I pray that I may be for ever pre- 

served from your patronage. , f 

So much, then, for Benzamry. In spite of 

everything I have a sort of sneaking regard for the 

poor man, especially since I discovered that he 

was not a free agent, but was inspired in word and 

action by your blatant influence. Were it not that 

I feared to weary you, I might proceed at much 
greater length. I might ie: before you regiment | 

upon regiment of pompous lecal magnates and poli- 

tical nobodies all drilled and disciplined by your offensive methods, 
and all of them as absurd and preposterous as they can be made. 
But the spectacle would only move you to derision. One point, 
however, I must insist on. hatever Ba do, don’t throw JosHva 
PosER across my path again. I might do him an injury. We were | 


other well-known examples. 


Occasionally [ read paragraphs in weekly | at College together, he being my senior by a year, Even then he 
the Cuumps, | always assumed a condescension towards me, an air as of one who | 


temporarily stepped down from a pedestal to mingle with common 
grovellers. He became a personage in the City, a Chairman and | 
a Director of Companies, and I lost sight of him. Yesterday | met | 
him, and he was good enough to address me. ‘Yes, yes,” he | 
observed, ‘‘I remember you well. I have read some of your con- | 
tributions to periodical fitersture, and I can honestly say I was | 
was pleased. Of course the work is unequal, and I 
marked one or two passages that might have been omitted with 
advantage. For instance, the discussion between the vicar and the 
family doctor is not quite in the most refined taste, but there is | 
distinct promise even in that. By the way, why don’t you write in 
The New Congeries ? Your style would suit it. I always take that 
paper in, and | find it very much appreciated in the pantry. The 
yutler reads it, when we have done with it, and passes it on to the 
footman. It keeps them out of mischief. Now take my advice, and 
contribute to that.” I humbly murmured my thanks to this in- 
tolerable person, and left him. As I turned away I half thought | 
heard the sound of your Excellency’s bellows in the neighbourhood 
of Poser. Was I wrong? 
I remain (merely in an epistolary sense), 


Your Excellency’s humble servant, DiosEnes Rosiyson. 








Appropriate TiTLe For Mr. ANDREW Lano.—The Folk-Loreate. 


———— 
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‘AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM!” 
(A Pendant to Mr. William Watson's ‘‘ The Key-Board."’) 


Frve-and thirty black slaves, Dusky slaves and pallid, 
| Half-a-hun white slaves and white, [stool 
All their duty but to make When Minx mounts her music- 
Shindy day and night, papenene fly with fright. 
Now with throats of thunder, Ah, the bass’s thunder! 
‘ i i Oh, the treble’s trips! 
Eugh, the horrid tyrannies 





With strete er-tips. Of corned finger-tips ! 
When she quits the chamber Silent, silent, silent, 

Allthe slavesaredumb,  —S§=_—— All your janglin snow; 
Dumb with rapture, till the Minx Notes false-chorded, slithering 


Pedal-aided row ! slaps, 
| Where is Minx, we wonder 
| Ah! those scrambling skips! 
| Back she ’s come to torture us 
With her finger-tips ! 


Back shall come to strum, 
Dumb the throats of thunder, 

Hushed chromatic skips, 
Lacking all the torturing 

Of strained finger-tips. 








CHARLEMAGNE AND |. 


Aiz-la-Chapelle, Monday. — CHARLEMAGNE was doubtless well 
advised in selecting this town for his residence. However that be 
it is not a matter for us to dogmatise about. Ihave heard a lamented 
friend, si y and all too soon lost, say there are few things more 
regrettable the tendency of the present age to review the 
actions of great men, not lost but gone before, and to pass judg- 
ment te them without having enjoyed the opportunity of hears 
what they might haye to say in justification or palliation of the 
vroceedings challe 
' That is true and tersely put. Still I may observe thatif C. lived 
at this period and had his choice, say between Aix-la-Chapelle 
and Homburg or Aix-les-Bains, it is doubtful whether he would 
have built his cathedral here. Unlike the two latter watering- 
places, Aix-la-Chapelle has other fish to boil besides the invalids who 

come hither aremten De the fame of its hot springs. It is a 

manufacturing town, has all the characteristics of one. At 
| Homburg or Aix-les-Bains you walk up a street, turn a corner 

find yourself ani pine-trees, or in a smiling valley with a blue 
| lake blinkin, at the sun. Here the baths are in the centre of the 
| town, and, like a certain starling, you feel 5 en ** can’t get out.’’ 
| But invalids musn’t be choosers, and if Kusrem Rooss sends you 

to Aix-la-Chapelle—he’s always sending somebody somewhere—to 

toe elle you must carry your Aix, in the hope that you may leave 
them there. 
| “7 wonder,” said the Member for Sark, who as usual is grumbling 
| round, ‘‘ if the local female population was less unlovely in CHaRLe- 
maGNE’s time? Probably, since he married with a frequency not 
excelled by our Henry VoL But what was Hirprcarps like— 
| HitpEGARDE, his favourite spouse? If she in any way resembled 
| the women who throng the streets of Aix-la-Chapelle to-day, C.’s lot 
was not a happy one. Never in any city, in either hemisphere, have I 
suffered such a nightmare of ugly ill- women as is here found.” 
That is a most unfair and unjustifiable remark to make. Brim- 
stone evidently does not agree with Sark who is more disagreeable 
than ever. e only thing that has touched his stony nature since 
| he came to Aix is the unselfish devotion of the local aristocracy to 
the interests of the town. Visitors mustering in the Elisengarten 
for their morning eups, notice the group of musicians in the orchestra 
by the entrance-gate. Every man wears a top-hat, the only head- 
gear of the kind seen in Aix. Sank, attracted by this peculiarity, 
| made inquiries, and learned from an intelligent native that these are 
| nobles in disguise, who, desirous of contributing to the common weal, 
turn out at seven every morning to play the band. They ——e 
| to sink all social distinctions, save that they will wear the cylindric 
| hat of civilisation. Not comfortable, especially in wet weather ; but 
| it adds an air of distinction to the group. 
| “ Very nice of them,” SARK ingly admits; ‘‘ but’’—he must 
| have the compensation of a sneer—‘‘imagine our House of Lords 
| forming themselves into groups to play the band in Palace Yard, 
| with Hatspury wielding the mace by way of baton! They'd never 
do it, Tosy, even in top-hats, Germany ’s miles ahead of us in this 
matter.”’ 
| Sorry to find Squire of Matwoop, who spent a morning here on his 
| way to Wiesbaden, agreeing in Sark’s view of the standard of female 
| beauty at Aix. ‘ 
| ‘Strange,’ he mused, ‘‘ that Nature never makes an ugly flower 
| or tree or blade of grass; and yet, when it comes to men and women, 
| behold!” and he swept a massive arm round the blighted scene in 
| the crowded Kaiserplatz. 
| A small boy who thought the beneficent stranger in blue serge was 
| chucking pfennings about the 





Square, careered wildly round in search | 
of the treasure. We walked on without undeceiving him. To | la- f 
quote again from an old friend: ‘* There is nothing more conducive | brimstone he carried, he would strike only on the box. 


to the production and maintenance of a healthy mind in a sound 
body than enterprise and industry, even when, owing to misapprehen- 
sion or miscalculation, their exercise leads to no immediate reward.” 

It had been quite a surprise one morning to find the Seurre 
striding into the coffee-room at ‘‘ Nuellens.”’ 

‘* Thought you were down at Malwood,’’ I said, ‘‘looking after your 
flocks and herds, your broeoli and your spring onions.”’ 

‘*So I had hoped to be,” he said, as we strolled up and down under 
the trees in the Elisengarten. ‘* But the fact is, Tony, dear boy, | 
could not stand the weather. Iam of a sensitive nature, and it cut 
me tothe heart 
to see cold 
winds nipping 
the fruit and ~ 
trees, the flood 
of rain beating 
down the corn 
the oats, and 
the mangel- 
wurzel. 
People make a 
mistake about 
me. They re- 

me as an 
ambitious 
polit ; eian, 
caring for no- 
thing but the 
House of Com- 
mons and the © 
world of poli- 
tics. At heart 
I am an agri- 
eulturist. 
Give me three 
acres and a 
cow — any- 
body’s, I. don’t 
care —and I 
will settle 
down in peace 
and quietness, 
remote from 
political 
strife, never 
turning an ear 
to listen to the 
roll of battle 
at Westmins- 
ter. I am 
often dis- 
traught be- 
tween the 
attractions of 
interludes in 
the lives of 
Coycrywatvs and of WriLiaM or Onanor’s great Minister. Of the 
two I think Iam more drawn towards the rose-garden at Sheen than 
by Crxcrnyatus’s unploughed land. Before I die 1 should like to 
create a new rose and call it ‘The Grand Old Man.’” 

Quite a revelation this of the true inwardness of the Squire. 
Would astonish some people in London, I fancy, if ever I were to 
mention this conversation. But, to quote once more from a revered 
authority : ‘* We all live a dual life, and are not actually that which, 
upon cursory regard, the passer-by believes us to be. Every gentle- 
man, in whatever ety of the House he may sit, has a skeleton in the 
gp of his valet.’ 

‘he Saurre stayed here only a morning, passing on to other scenes. 
I watched his departure with mingled feelings ; sorrow at losing a 
delightful companion, and yey og of what might aoe if he 
were to remain here to go through the full cure. The place is, as 
Sark says, the most brimstony on the same level. You breathe 
brimstone, drink it, bathe in it, and take it in at the pores. At the 
end of three weeks or a month you are dangerously saturated with 
the chemical. An ordinary lucifer match is nothing to a full-bodied 
patient at the end of three weeks treatment at Aix-la-Chapelle. If 
the Seurre had stayed on, I should never have seen his towering 
frame pass underneath a doorway without my heart leaping to my 
mouth. Some day he would have accidentally struck his head against 
the lintel and would have ignited as sure as a gun. 

If CHARLEMAGNE were now alive, I feel certain from what I know of 
him, he would have exhausted the resources of civilisation in search 
of a preventive of this ever- nt and dangerous risk. Under 
CaroLo Maeno the patient might have gone about the streets of Aix- 
la-Chapelle with sweet carelessness, knowing that, however much 





Ask why was made the gem so small 
And why so huge the granite? 

Because ’twas meant that men should set 
The larger value on it. 
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OUR COMPATRIOTS ABROAD. 


AND ow pip You LIKE Switzerianp?” ‘On, mMENSELY! IT was ovR First Visit, you know!” 
‘*‘AND DID You @o on INTO ITaLy?” 
“Wet, wo. We rounp a Horst at LAVSANNE WHERE THERE WAS A FIRST-RATE TENNIS-LAWN, YOU KNOW—QUITE AS GOOD 
ovrs AT Home. So WE SPENT THE WHOLE oF OUR HOLIDAY THERE, AND PLAYED LAWN-TENNIS ALL DAY LONG!” 














FAMILY TIES Wheels within wheels, dear Jonnny! As to missionaries, well, _ 
sASE 55s st They are troublesome—and useful; but to put things all pell-mell 
(“Th rnal (the Grashdanin) is of opinion that in making common | On account of priests and parsons, and of quite an alien creed, 
cause with the other European Powers against China, Russia would but serve | That’s scarce * diplomatic,”’ Jounyy; it is not, dear boy, indeed. 
the ends of . . . England to the prejudice of her own interests, which demand 
that she s! 1 not jeopardise the security of her Asiatic shores, or contribute A new Tamerlane, my Jonnny, who could stir the Tartar hordes 
to the complete ascendancy of Great Britain in the Pacitic Ocean, by arousing |To—say ‘* Asiatic Concert,”—well, you know that thought affords 
the antagonism of China.”’— Times. ] To your talky ‘‘ Only General” a quite sensational theme. 
Muscovite loquitur :— But prophecy ’s not ‘* business,’”’ Jonn, and Casa should not dream. 


’ Won't you helpme bind the Dragon?” says the Briton to the Russ. | 4,1 the world is full of Bogies. I’m the biggest of them all 
Oho! ingenuous Jounny! I’m opposed to needless fuss, In the minds of many croakers who ne’er saw the Chinese Wall, 
And have other fish to fry—say near the Oxus! Not a hang But are frightened at the spreading of my kindred—on the map; 
Do | care for what may happen on the great Yang-tse-Kiang. For I’m semi-Asiatic, and half Tartar, dear old chap. 

I approve Non-Intervention. ’Tis your favourite doctrine, Jon, 
And you stick to it so closely, and that’s just why yen get on. 

[f you think that Dragon’s dangerous—I hold ’tis but his play !— 
There's but one thing you’ve got to do—clear out of the brute’s way. 


Now put this and that together, think of Pamir, Turkestan, 

Of Persia, of the Dardanelles !—I think you ’ll see, old man, 

That though this ramping Dragon you may wish to tie and tame, 

A Benevolent Neutrality is rather more my game. 

Lon sure he dos an) want — where Ly *ve stayed a deal too long ; ~~ = — 
e wishes you would up and go to—well not to Hong-Kong, “AAD : r ’ 

But the natural home of all such ** Foreign Devils,” in Seton. A PLAYGOER’S “ LAST WORD.” 

Why, he’s none too sweet on Me, Jonny; is it likely he’d like you ? (An Echo from the Pit.) 


Grattez le Russe—et cetera. You are mighty fond, J. B., Tue Season is—Aas been for some time—ailly, 
| Of quoting that stale epigram. You fancy it riles me. And lengthy correspondences are rife. 
Not a bit of it, my Briton; Tartars have a thickish skin, We have, alas! to read them willy-nilly ; 
And your foe and I are neighbours, nay a distant sort of kin. They take a deal of pleasure out of life. 
a : To flee such evils here ’s an easy way— 
The Mantchus and the Romanoffs are not exactly chums, Let morning dailies idly rant or vapour, 
And a Tartar insurrection, when that little trouble comes, At the Lyceum go and see the play, 
As it may do if you press too much at Pekin, well, who knows ” The programme there ’s the finest Daty paper.* 
here is always something pleasing in the quarrels of one’s foes. * A Correspondent, signing himself “A Knight of the Free Lists,” sug- 
The Mantchus miss a many of once subject Tartar tribes gests that free admissions to the Lyceum should be known, during the 
Who have—gravitated Russwards. Little call for blows or bribes | 4™¢Tican Company’s season, as “The Best Daly ‘ Paper.’” 
To make blood-relations mingle. On the Mantchus this may jar, — - 
But we ‘ve not forgotten Kuldja, and we recollect Kashgar. Morro ror a Depressep TRETOTALLER.—‘* Whine and Water. 
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Jouy Butt. “ AIN'T YOU GOING TO LEND A HAND?” 
il Russia. ‘‘ WELL, I DON’T KNOW ;—YOU SEE HE’S A SORT OF RELATION OF 


MINE!!” 



































—— 


Ocropern 17, 1891.) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


189 














TIPPLING SALLY. 


A Song of Sorrow on Zoo Sunday. 


‘Sauty, the Chimpanzee (late of the Zoo), is 
ated to have “ drunk beer daily.’’) 


Op all the monkeys at the Zoo 
There ’s none like Tippling Satyr. 

She was the first who quenched her thirst 
Quite al-co-hol-i-cally. 

A draught of beer made her not queer, 
But seemed her strength to rally. 

Mortrwer GRANVILLE well might cheer 
Three cheers for Tippling Satiy. 


Of all the days within the week 
I chiefly favoured one ref 

That was the day when chi dren seek 
The rapture called ‘* Zoo Sunday.” 

For then full drest all in my best 
I'd go and visit Satyr, 

And see her soothe her hairy breast 
So al-co-hol-i-cally ! 

But now no more poor SaLy’s tricks 
With glee fill girl or boy full ; 

No mug of beer her soul can cheer, 
Nor glass of O-be-joyful ! 





We yet may see some Chimpanzee 
With Drink’s temptations dally, 
To WiLrrip’s woe; but no, ah! no! 
It won’t be Tippling Satir! 











AN ESSAY IN REVIEWING. 


| 
| 
| 


We are obliged to ‘* Beginner” for the | 


a contribution to our co on of 
jook Reviews. That is, however, a depart- 
ment of the paper our noble friend the Baron 
pe Boox- Worms reserves for his own pen. 
But as Mr. Punch has never been known to 
discourage beginners, he finds room here for 
the interesting contribution, which perhaps 
should more appro- 
i ve en 








p = the Atheneu 
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Don Quizote. By 


~ We have conscien- 
*tiously plodded 


j= through this volu- 
= minous work, which 
is inly not en- 


’ toaly without merit. 
It purports to recount the wi Seinge of a re- 
sident in a village of La Mancha (Spain) who, 
accompanied by a clownish retainer, went forth 


In search of adventures. He was not very | 
— being invariably rounded 
r 


hepey ,hiaday’s 

off by a sound drubbing, received either by 
himself, his ivi or . We wish Lord 
Macavtay had lived to see the publication 
of this work, and had with fuller leisure 
relieved us the of reviewing it. 
Remembering his method of procedure as 
ulustrated in his article on Dr. Nanrr’s 
| Memoirs of Lord Burleigh, he would doubt- 
| less by ca: enumeration have been able 
to show that from first to last Don Quizote 
had more ribs broken than any man has 
wtually possessed since ADAM was pers to 
‘diminution of their original number. He 


sendin fo hale bale Eeestal pee 
0 p eir uent 
| Temoval by brute foree. As for the number 
of legs and arms he fractured, Macav- 
ues Scheel have shrunk from the 
of compu aggregate. 
These are blemishes upon a work that is, at 


least, well intentioned, and which might have 
been more successful had our author n 
inclined to give his hero credit for more 


scumen. When he represents Don Quizote 
as =—~ tilt at winaianilie under the im- 
Pression that they are armed knights, and 





MIGUEL CERVANTES. | // 








when he pictures him charging a flock of 
sheep in 
we think he too ly trifles with t 
assumed credulity of his readers. Exaggera- 
tion is, indeed, the bane of a work that, 
from first page to last, bears evidence of the 
drawback of extreme youth on the part of 
the author. We have been pleased to notice 
some indications of humour in the conversa- 
tion of Sancho Panza. But it is the penny- 
worth of sack to an intolerably large quantity 
of bread. What we have written has been 
without desire to discourage Mr. CERVANTES, 
whom we shall be glad to meet with again, 
bringing with him the fruits of unremitted 
practice and of maturer views of life. 








TO ARAMINTA. 
(After hearing Mr. Harrison's Lecture.) 


[‘‘ To keep the family true, refined, affectionate, 
faithful, is the woman’s task—a task that needs 
the entire energies and life of woman; and to mix 
up this sacred duty with the 
politics and trade, is to unfit her for it as much as 
if a priest were to embark in the business of 
money-lender.”—Frepgric Harrison.] 
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-~ frére at the office of | // / 





















I prirHer, ARAMINTA, hear 
What Freperic Harrison has said: 
Don’t read for College honours, dear, 
And put a towel round your head. 
Don’t sully what should surely be 
An unstained soul, with tricks of trade ; 
Leave stern official work to me, 
While you remain a simple maid. 
Don’t prate of woman’s function, sweet, 
Your only duty is to charm ; 
Leave shetioem spouting, as is meet, 
To men; it cannot do them harm. 
Your influence comes from gracious ways, 
Your glory in the home doth lie ; 
The guardian angel of our days, 
Until you bless us when we die. 


Don’t enter on ignoble strife 

With man, ’tis yours to soar above— 
To all the higher things of life, 

Divine compassion, and pure love. 
’Tis yours to stimulate, refine, 

To win men by a kindly heart ; 


e belief that it is an ordered w 4 
> 


++ occupation of | 





Not grovel with us where the sign 
Of Mammon hangs above the mart. 


Thine is the task to reign supreme 
Within the sacred sphere of home ; 

To make our life one happy dream, 
Thine own as spotless as the foam. 

To trade, to toil, to head the feast, 
To seek the politician's gain, 

Were hateful':—ay, as though the priest 
Took usury within the fane! 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
Baron DE Boox- Worms owns to being easily 
affected by a pathetic episode. He well re- 


' 
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members how years ago in the course of a dis- 
cussion among literary men about books and 
their writers, the Baron acknowledged that 
in spite of his having been told how the pathos 
of DickENs was all a trick, and how the senti- 
ment of that great novelist was for the most 
rt false, he still felt a choking sensation in 
is throat and a natural inclination to blow 
his nose strenuously whenever he re-read the 
death of Little Paul, the death of Dora, and 
some passages about Ziny Zim. There was 
no dissentient voice as to the death of Colonel 
Newcome ; all admitted the recurrence of 
that peculiar choking sensation, read they 
their THACKERAY never so often. Now the 
Baron differs from Josh Sedley in, as he 
thinks, many respects, but he is almost as 
‘easily moved to tears” as was that stout 
hero. Wherefore this preface? Well, ’tis 
because the Baron owns to having “‘ snivelled,”’ 
if i will, when reading a delightful story, 
published by Macmintany in one volume 
(‘* bless all good stories in one vol., clearly 
printed!” says the Baron, parenthetically), 
entitled simply, Zim. No relation to Tin 
Tim already mentioned ; quite another child. 
The Baron strongly recommends this story, 
| and especially to Etonians past and present, 
as giving a life-like picture which the latter 
will recognise, of the career at that great 
public shea of afragile little chap entirely 
| unfitted by nature for the rough and tumble 
of such a life. The considerate tutor, too, is 
no effort of imagination; he exists; and 
| perhaps, such an one may have always existed 
since the division between Collegers and Oppi- 
| dans first began. The Baron in his own time 
nigh forty years ago, knew an exceptional 
species of this rare genus ; but there are plenty 
| of witnesses to the truth of the Etonian portion 
lof Tim. “* Tolle, lege !” quoth the Baron, and 
| be not ashamed if in reading the latter por- 
tion of the story you have to search for your 
| pocket-handkere ief, and, flancing furtivel 
|around, murmur to yourself, ‘‘ But soft! 
am observed!” en when unobserved, 
| ‘wipe the other eye!” and thank the un- 
known author of Tim ; at the same time not 
| forgetting your guide, phil er, and friend, 
Tue Baroy ve Boox-Worms. 
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A FALLEN LEADER. 
CHARLES STEWART PARNELL. 
Bory, Junz 27TH, 1846. Drep, Ocronzr 6ru, 1891. 


“ The falcon-crest and plumage gone, 
Can that be haughty Marmion ?” 
Sir Walter Scott. 


Farten! And not as leaders love to fall, 

In battle ’s forefront, loved and mourned by all ; 
But fiercely fighting, as for his own hand, 
With the scant remnant of a broken band; 

His chieftainship, well-earned in many a fray, 
Rent from him—by himself! 

None did betray 

This sinister strong fighter to his foes ; 

He fell by his own action, as he rose. 

He had fought all—himself he could not fight, 
Nor rise to the clear air of patient right. 
Somewhere his strenous soul unsoundly rang, 
When closely tested. Let the laurels hang 
About his tomb, for, with whatever fault, 

He led with valour cool a fierce assault 

Upon a frowning fortress, densely manned 

With strong outnumbering enemies. He planned 
Far-seen campaigns apparently forlorn ; 

He fronted headlong hate and scourging scorn, 
Impassively persistent. But the task 

Of coldly keeping up the Stoic mask 

O’ertaxed him at the last ; it fell, and lo! 
Another face was bared to friend and foe. 

Scarce to his foes will generous judgment lean— 
Foes mean as merciless, and false as mean, 

Their poisoned pens, which even softening Death, 
Which hate should hush and stifle slander’s breath, 
May not deprive of venom, prodding still 

The unresponsive corse they helped to kill, 

Is an ignoble sight. Turn, turn away! 

Mean hates pursue the Marmion of our day, 

A nobler foe, like Dovetas, well may rue 

His fall, and sigh, ‘* Tis pity of him, too!” 





Motto for the Moment. 
(By a Militant Radical Candidate.) 
An! I must trounce the Tory foe, 
_And love my Toiling neighbour. 
The ery with which to fight I go 
Is ‘‘ Labour and Belabour ! ” 





“WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST.’~—No. 2. 


WHEN THE RoOAD-CAR STOPS SUDDENLY JUST AS HE IS CAUTIOUSLY DESCENDING 


THE STAIRCASE ! 








THE G. P. AND THE G. P. O. 
(A Dialogue strictly according to Precedent. ) 


General Public. 1 am sorry to say the condition of the Postal Ser- 
vice is really extremely defective. The delay in the delivery of 
letters is most annoying. Frequently a note which should be received 


in the evening is not obtained until the following morning—proof of 


this being given by the post-marks. 
General Post Office. Your com- 
plaint shall receive consideration. 
G. P. You are most kind. Next, 
a telegram despatched from one part 
of London to another part, sometimes 
takes eight hours, and the reason 
iven is that the counter-clerk has a 
scretiona: 
grams until he has what he con- 
siders a sufficient supply for the 
messenger to take out for delivery. 
This naturally causes much delay 
and consequent inconvenience. 
G, P. O, Your complaint shall 
receive consideration. 
G. P. You are too good. Next, 
the carelessness at Branch Offices is 
4 extremely irritating. For instance, 
of it is often the case that the words 
telegrams have been altered and changed during transmission. 
tis unnecessary to point out that such mistakes are liable to create 
annoyance, not to say disaster. 
6. P. O. Your complaint shall receive consideration. 
a. P. Very many thanks. en, at offices where females are 
ngaged, rudeness is very common. Would-be purchasers of postage- 


“amps are frequently kept waiting while the clerks chatter to one 


wer to retain tele- | 


‘another about matters entirely unconnected with the Department. 


And this habit is gaining ground in those offices in which male 
labour is only employed, especially in the immediate neighbourhood 
of St. Martin’s-le-Grand itself. lt is useless to call attention to this 
practice, as a simple denial from an official implicated is accepted by 
the authorities as proof (almost) positive of his or her innocence. 

G. P. O. Your complaint shall receive consideration. 

G. P. Again, thanks for your courtesy. But about these and 
many other grievances, the same stereotyped answer has invariably 
been received. 

G. P. O. Your complaint shall receive consideration. 

G. P. Exactly! That is the very answer. And it is felt that no 
other outcome will result from agitation. It seems utterly impossible 
to make the officials in charge realise their responsibility to the tax- 

ayers. 
‘ G. P. O. Your complaint shall receive consideration. 

G. P. Of course; the same parrot-cry! And it may be for years, 
and it be for ever, before reform is introduced. The probability is, 
that the present unsatisfactory condition of affairs may exist at 
St. Martin’s-le-Grand until the hour of doom. 

G. P. O. Your complaint shall receive consideration. 





REFLECTION BY A’ GENERAL READER. 
I wave beenreading bookswherein J should have thought this would 
’tis shown [civil), ave given it pain, 
(In diction autocratic, sour, un-| And moved it to both modesty 
That nothing can be absolutely and charity; [to mock sure, 
known, fevil! But what surprises me (—ZorLvs, 
Save that the Universeis wholly Will whip me with sham-epi- 
And even this poor result is only grams would-be eee 
plain Is that Agnostics seem so awfully 


To Genius—which, of course, is pure, __ (pity. 
quite a rarity. And Pessimists so destitute of 
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ANNALS OF A WATERING-PLACE 
“SEEN ITS DAY.” 


er which, in Mr. Duwstapie’s varied experience of 
ty years, he assures me, has never been so bad, having 
at fforded some indications of ‘‘ breaking,’ I make thé 
acquainta through Mrs. Cospter, of Mr. Wisteawuistie, th: 
Proprietor of the one Bath-chair available for the invalid of 
1, 
al 


THAT HAS 


rsington-on-Sea, who, like myself, stands in need of the salubrious 

rof that health-giving resort, but who is ord by his medical 

adviser t ire it with the least possible expenditure of physical 
strength 

Both Mr. Wrisrerwnistie and his chair are peculiar in their 

respective ways, and each has a decided history. Mr. Wistrr- 

WHISTLE, crowing confidential over his antecedents, says, ‘‘ You see, 

Sir, I wasn’t brought up to th 

Bath-chair business, so to speak, 

for I began in the Royal Navy, 

under His Majesty King Wri1A ™ 

THE Fourtu. en I took to the 

Coast-Guard business, and having 

put by a matter of thirty pound 

odd, and hearing ‘ she’ was in the 

market,’’ — Mr. WISTERWHISTLE 

always referred to his Bath-chair 

as ‘‘ she,” evidently regarding it 

from the nautical stand-point as 

of the feminine gender,—* and 

knowing, saving your presence, 

Sir, that old BLoxer, of whom I 

bought her, had such a good crop 

of cripples the last season or two, 

that he often touched two-and- 

forty shillings a-week with ’em, I 

dropped Her Majesty's Service, 

sail teak to this ere. But, Lor, 


sir, the business ain’t wot it wos. 
Things is changed woeful at Tor- 
sington since I took her up. Then 
from 9 o'clock, as you might say, 
to 6 P.m., every hour was took up : 


and, mind you, by real downright 

‘aristocracy,’— real live noble- 

men, with gout on’em, as thought 

nothink of a two hours’ stretch, 

and didn’t ’aggle, savin’ your pre- 

senee, over a extra sixpence for 

the job either way. But, bless you, 

wot’s it come to now? Why, she 

might as well lay up in a dry dock arf the week, for wot’s come of 
the downright genuine invalid, savin’ your presence, blow’d if | 
knows. One can see, of course, Sir, in arf a jiffy, as you is touched 
in the legs with the rheumatics, or summat like it; but besides 
you and a old gent on erutches from Portland Buildings, there 
ain't no real invalid public ‘ere at all, and one can’t expect 
to make a livin’ out of you two; for if you mean to do the 
thing ever so ’ansome, it ain’t reasonable to expect you and the 
old gent I was a referring to, to stand seven hours a day goin’ up 
and down the Esplanade between you, and you see even that at a bot 
an hour ain’t no great shakes when you come to pay for ’ousing her 
and keepin’ her lookin’ spice and span, with all her brass knobs a 
shining and her leather apron fresh polished with patent carriage 
blackin’: and Lor, Sir, you’d not b’heve me if I was to tell you 
what a deal of show some parties expects for their one bob an hour. 
Why, it was only the other day that Lady Guruwprey (a old party 
with a front of black curls pot yal- 

ler bows in her bonnet, as I dare say 

you ’ve noticed me a haulin’ up and 

down the Parade when the band’s 

a playin’), says to me, says she, ‘It 

ain’t so much the easy goin’ of your 

chair, Mr. WisTeERWHISTLE, as makes 

me patronise it, as its general genteel 

appearance. For there ’s many : 

chair at Brighton that can’t hold a 

candle to it!’’’ But at this point 

he was interrupted by the appear- 

ance of a dense crowd that half filled 


the street, and drew up in silent | reh 
|you. Your early training! | 


expectation 
Dear me, I 
had sent for him. 


opposite my front door. 
had quite forgotten I 


A Mess Dinner. the One Policeman ! 


But the boy | 
who cleans the boots and knives has | 
returned, and brought with him | 


a 
THE BOY THE FATHER OF THE MAN, 
{ Chapter from a Sea Story of the future.) 

‘“‘Tasn the lubber to the top-gallant yard and give him fy 
hundred with the cat o’ ninetails!” shouted the pirate Captain, biy. 
with passion. 

There was a murmur amongst his erew. Because their messmat, 
had forgotten to touch his cap, it seemed hard to their poor up. 
tutored minds he should receive so heavy a punishment. 

‘‘ What, mutiny!” eried the ruffian,skipper, ‘‘ here take this and 
this and this!” and he distributed the -contents of his revolver 
amongst the sailors aft. : 

In the meanwhile, the poor wretch was hanging to the topgallant 
yard, expecting every moment to be his last. 

‘* A sail, Sir,” said the boatswain, saluting, as he mounted to the 
quarter-deck. | 
; ‘*Get ready the torpedoes, and. serve out per man @ hundred. | 
weight of smokeless powder cartridges. We shall have rough work.” 
Then he added, ‘‘ By the way, what is the time?” 

‘* About half-past two, Sir,” returned the other, and then, as his 
Captain made an unsuccessful grab, he muttered, ** No you don’t!” 

Phe ship in pursuit came on apace, and soon the two vessels were 
yard-arm to yard-arm engaged in mortal combat. . For a while the 
confusion was so great that it was impossible to say what would be 
the upshot. But a fortunate torpedo sent the pirate craft to the 
bottom, and of all her crew, only the skipper survived. He was 
brought (loaded with chains) before his conqueror. 

‘* Well, you scoundrel,” said the British Captain, ‘‘ have you any- 
thing to urge in your defence before we prepare you for your 
execution ?”’ 

‘* What would be the good?” was the sulky reply. 
fate.”’ 

‘*That voice, those husky tones,” exclaimed the epaulette 
representative of the English Admiralty; ‘‘surely I know them. 
They bring back painful recollections. Show your face, Sirrah!” 

ae i eC ae) eee ee <a 


ried the conquered Chief. | 
“Tt won’t do me any good ‘e A SOLI LOQUY. 

é & re et Oo 
m..4 Captel gent AN. (At the close of the German Exhibition. 
was seized, and hi 
forcibly washed. 

‘““What, Bruty Tompr-| 
KIns!’’ murmured the} 
Briton, ‘“‘and we meet 
again like this!” 

‘*Yes,” answered the} 
other, ‘‘and it can’t be} 
helped. You have your | 
duty to perform, and so 
have I. bo your worst !” 

‘But, BrLty, you were 
not always like this!” 

**No, Jack, I was not. 
Once I used to prattle at 
my mother’s knee. I was 
beloved by my brothers and 
sisters, and | was the pride 
of the nursery!” 

And then the strong man 
broke down, and wept 
bitterly. 

** But have you not fallen 
very low?” asked the 
British Captain, gently. 

** Indeed I have! I am 
a thief, a liar, a scoundrel 

and, in fact, a black- 
guard !”’ 

‘* With such surround- 
ings,”’ returned the Officer 
R.N., pointing to the débris 
of the pirate craft, ‘it is 
difficult to dispute your 
contention. Indeed, you 
are a blackguard! But to 
what cause do you owe 
your fall?” 

‘To my early training.” 

**I do not comprehend | 


“T know my 


his nee} 


es, 


Where were you trained ?” | 
“In the Britannia ! ” " 
And then the British| est Kensington Cutrassier. ‘‘ Now 
Captain completely under- | WoNDER WHAT KOIND OF AN ‘ERO Or’ 
stood the situation. |'AVE TO BE NEXT YEAR?” 
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faa REAL “CUP O KINDNESS.” Sir CHAS. CAMERON, MD. we ot _ an Food, admirably adapted to the wante of infants.” 
— Hiendiuge of the Od BRANDS =D 


gest ( net Pine 0 Bei yg 
ood wit - cm Suener Casas. N E AV E S } ‘OO Tor — 
ani THE AG 
B. 0. Se AND CHEAPEST. = 
Dr. BARTLETT, Ph.D., F.C. 2 =r “The Flesh and Bone- forming constituents are far above the 
average of the best Farinaceous Foods 
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Invaluable tel nae Continue to be supplied to 
THE FAMOUS OLD scoTcH.| ff FER BRAVAIS «smi: ieaceoss Her Majesty the Queen. 


HAD YWH Highly recommended BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 
To BE EVER ERE. FER BRAY for < and debili- AND BROWN LABELS. 
USED IN THE PALACE AND THE SHIELING. tated children, 
THE BEST FOR CAMP, MOOR, OR LOCH. LANCET “A beautiful and interesting 
Highest Awards. preperation. CAUTION. 


for | Pe 

and en allowed BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL. — 
for empty BiO.8°t 5 bottles. Recommended by the Medica! Faculty. **it has all the good effects of iron without ss THE THREE CASTLES ° 
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Ce py sslgt af to, ea. ts, ond ia Mh digestion, and it does not blacken the teeth” 

tg my respectively. COLD SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS WITH DROP MEASURE. TOBACCO. 

PEASE, SON & CO., LEITH, SCOTLAND. FERI NC In t en dan st of the High Court of 
Justice, in an Witt. 
Tag.st hddresses, LONDON and "DARLINGTON. MEDAL against Maaces Benerne and Evia 4 nerrin, "ot 
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HEALTHY AND DURABLE. In consequence of frequent imitations of Messrs 
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Cotas no Sugar. Is not stored in Sherry Casks. Tora mast cn 
COMPLAMNTS For ACIDITY or raz STOMACH, H , | Zor ® most comfortable, remarkably easy, juzuriow 


I LABETES, GOUT, & KIDNEY . a » We HEADACHE, GOUT, dad IND: . ARBENZ'6 celebrated Mandarin 
“Certainly seems to deserve its name.” —! ° Sold throneheat the World with rots ‘Cee 


48s. per Doz. - 
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GEO, BACK & CO., a 


Devonshire Square, Lontion. 
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sa Rey ei es wast Aree ho A ro A OLDEN AUREOLINE 


4. Sd, 10s. Gd., 21s. For tint j REAL GERMAN HOLLOW GROUND PERFECTLY HARMLESS 


ae i invaluable > Bold by Terfummers and ( hemists throughout 
the World 
F : . | _ Agente: BR. HOVENDEN & BONS, Low von 
‘ - 
,- Danes , Dr. € Gordon’s 
at Refrething, § and Lasting. Teo FAT. . Elegant Pills 


° z STOUTNESS rapidiy and certainly 
fi, 28, 5, & 40/6 per Bottle Belge eich —~ Sy AB Laléen, an ( 
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W ord.” —T iis. 


A pollinaris 


“THE QUEEN oF TABLE WATERS,” 
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“DIVIDED DUTIES.”—From the Picture by Latiax Youna, in the possession of the Proprictors of Brooke's Soap. 


The World’s most Marvellous Cleanser and Polisher. Makes Tin like Silver, Copper like Gold, 
Paint like New, Windows like Crystal, Brass Ware like Mirrors, Spotless Earthenware, 
Crockery like Marble, Marble White. 


FOR A THOUSAND HOUSEHOLD USES. 
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ROME (NDUSTRIES. 


BRITISH SILKS. LIGHT DYE. 


Pair Wear Guaranteed. 
Porreers Fees ov Poew. 
DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, 
Wigner | Street ani Welbeck Street, , Landen, W. v. 


TRIPLE SPLICED INSTEP HOSE. 


Patent Ye 778 


Por Ladies and Children, in Cashmeret, Span Silk, 


Silk, &e 
Thastrations and Price List Post Pree. 


DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, 
Wigne 24) & eet and Wel beck ‘Street, Le Leadon, W. 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 


Accumulated Fund, 7} Millions Stg. 


FOR PROTECTION 
ANIWLSIANI P 





EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 83 King William Street, B.C. 
_ 8 Pall Mall East, 6.W. 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
Branches & Agencies in India & the Colonies. 








“WHITBHALL COURT. 4 


RESIDENTIAL PLATS 
EMBANKMENT AND wurrmmaLs, PLACE 
sw 


These excellent Suites are fitted with every modern 
con renienes, Hot and Cold Water, Electric 
Light and haifa” Visitors and Servants Lifts in 
operation might and day, and occupy the —~- 
mition in London, affording extensive views of 
he River (with the Surrey Millie in the distance 
and the Embankment Gardens. They are also most 
convenientiy and centrally situate with respect to 


the principal Clubs, Theatres, &@c. The roome are 
al} finished to suit the wishes of incoming Tenanta, 
and the Rents include all Rates, Tax Water 


Supply, Lighting and heating of the Corridors and 

Staireases, he services of all the Porters. The 

Suites may be a atany time on application to 

the Superintenden P | Sowueariaco, at the 

Office on the —— BY or to Haurron & Sowa, 

Betate Agents, 1, Cockepar St late Waterloo 
{ . 








CELEBRATED 


BUTTER-SCOTCH 
y rh olihome 
Congecticreg/* 


Lancet. 


TENERIFE (Sams) ¢ CIGARS. 


*REPUBL aL FPEDERALES.” 
A Cool and Delicious Summer Weed of a novel 
shape. Mild, Aromatic, and Delicate. Packed in 
— rob ty = —~F le. Od. and ts. 34. ( Postage 


and ile Pid Post Free 
BEWLAT 2 00. (Lia | 49, Strand. Wc , 74, Strand 
(Bast india House), an tet. | 


a iad, Cheapside, E c. 7m. 


WRIGHT Ss. 

COAL 

TABLETS Gal =TAR 
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FIRST—AN D—FOREMOST. 


BROWN & POLSON’S CORN FLOUR. 


~— First produced and designated CORN FLOUR by 
ie & POLSON in 1856; not till some time afterwards 
was any other Corn Flour anywhere heard of, and none has 
now an equal claim to the public confidence. 


FRY’S PURE 
CONCENTRATED COCOA 


SOLUBLE 
—W. HR. STANLEY, M.D. 








“T consider it a very rich, delicious Cocos.” 





TURKISH PASTILS 


“ Through all my travels few things as 
tonished me more 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
SPOONS & FORKS 


var of fower: 
have seen these Pastils 
\eat once in Europe, at Pisses & Looms 





(SAMUEL BROTHERS. 





. WORTH et Cie, SCHOOL 
‘UNDPR OUTFITS. 
ROYAL PATRONAGE.) Meeere SAMUEL 


BROTHERS have ready 
iad immediate use a very 

large assortment of 
HOTS’ and YOUTHS’ 
CLOTHING. They 
will also be plessed to 
send, upon application, 


SPECIALITY 


\\ CORSETS 








, Department for Parrenns of Mareniace 
¥ és — for every class for the wear of Gentle- 
of Corset men, Boys, or Ladies, 


together with their 
new I:tosrnarep Carta- 
Loovr, containing about 
400 Engravings. This 
furnishes details of the 
various departments, 
with Price Liste, &c. 


BLISS'S Chipping Nor- 
‘~ ton Riding and Suiting 
Tweeds, Cheviots, 
Hz Serges, &c. 


134, NEW zoxD | 
STREET, W 


BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 
BRINSMEAD 


06. 
JOHN BRINSMEAD & SONS, 
Pianoforte Makers to H = H. the Princess of W ales, 
ls, Wigmore Street, ts Free. 


sta blished aon halfa century” 
‘SAMUEL BROTHERS 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES, tom SAMUEL, BROTHERS, 


Mus, LONDON, Et Workshops Pilgrim &t., 
c | and 4, Gray's Inn Road. 
... B S rs 
| 


FOR 


INFANTS., 


omespuns, 

A very large assortment 
of the productic ~ “ 
this eminent 

Serr always kept in —s 
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Ludgate Hi; 











@ COLT’S NEW 
‘es UNITED STATES 
NAVY REVOLVER 


for House Protection, Traveliers, and 

for Military Purposes, takes Elcy's «38 

cal. — A 4 all — 3 cal. 
rtrix 


COLT’s Exc ‘MACAZINE RIFLES, 4 

oi anc ame, Koo ng, am 

In Tins, 1s., 2s. 5s., and 10s. each. ee t ty actice, are K, “irpaaaed form curacy and 
SAVORY & MOORE, Lownon, ens S2 ES AE VOLNERS,. nu 


h, an 
COLTS. ‘PIREARMS CO., 
%, Glasshouse St, _ Piccadilly | Cireus, London, » W. 


ST p FETE R & COMPY'S. SPECIALITIES— 


DIAMONDS, 
RUBIES of the pigeon’s blood colour, 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 
PEARLS of the finest lustre 
RARE & CURIOUS GEMS. 

Gem Merchants 


STREETER & company | “4 Goldsmiths, 


AND SOLD EVERYWHERE. 





white and modern cut, 




















NEW YORK 
THE BUCKINGHAM 


NEW YORK. 
THE BUCKINGHAM hor 


(Evrorzan Prax), 

FIFTH AVENUE 
The most fashionable, conrening 
healthy locality, with mag " 
Rooma, superb Cuisine, ek 
private Sitting Rooms. ever 
provement, perfect sanitati: 
WETHE : BI 


HOTEL METROPO 
CANNES, 


Unrivalled, elevated, full South pom 
with charming views of Medi —e 
Pine Woods. Sanitary arrangem: 
and executed by leading London 

Will be re-opened on NOV! ~- 
NEXT for the reception of guests 

Family Apartments en suits, with P 
Bath Room, &c. Lift to all foo 3 
particulars may be obtained, and room 
be engaged, in London at the Grand 5 
or Hotel Metropole, and in Brighton x 
Hotel Metropole. 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOTE 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMIC: 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KIngp 


GRAND HOTE 
TRAFALGAR Sf 


LONDON, ENG, 


—o—. 


























FINEST SITUATION 
EVERY LUXURY w= 
COMFORT 

MOST RECHERCHE 
CUISINE. 
VERY MODERATE 
yw TARIFF. 
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YA} —! 
COL) 


NUDA VERITAS HAIR RESTOR 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH! 
Nuda Veritas—Naked Truth 

For % yant 
never failed to ™ 
restore «rey @& 
hair, either &@ 
or age 
















cause 

growth, is perma 

Rand perfectly 
less. 


y In cases, i @ 
all Hairdreses 
Chemists. ( 
application 
Wholesale Agents: R. HOVENDEN & 0" 
31-33, Berners St., W.; and 91-95, City Rost 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLIS 


THE OLDEST AND BEST 
“Tar Qveen ” (the Lady's Newspaper) “** 
hesitation in recommending !t. ue 
Sold dy Grocers, Trommongers, Oilmen, 
Manufactory—SHEFFIELD 














LONDON—NEW BOND STREET, W. 
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LAISSEZ FAIRE. 


(Inscription for a Free Public Library.) 
Henge is an Institution doomed to scare 
The furious devotees of Laissez Faire. 
What mental shock, indeed, could prove immenser 
To Mumbo Jumbo—or to HERBERT SPEeNcER ? 

Free Books? Reading provided from the Rates ? 
Oh, that means Freedom’s ruin, and the State’s! 
Self-help’s all right,—e’en if you rob a brother 

But human creatures must not help each other! 

The ‘‘Self-made Man,” whom SaMveL SMILES so 
Who on his fellows’ necks his footing raises, [praises, 
The systematic ‘* Sweater,” who sucks wealth 

From toiling crowds by cunning and by stealth, 

He is all right, he has no maudlin twist, 

He does not shock the Individualist ! 
But rate yourselves to give the poor free reading? | 
The Pelican to warm her nestlings bleeding, 
Was no such monument of feeble folly. 
Let folks alone, and all will then be jolly. 

Let the poor perish, let the ignorant sink, 

The tempted tumble, and the drunkard drink! 
Let—no, don’t let the low-born robber rob, 
Because,—well, that would rather spoil the job. 
If footpad-freedom brooked no interference, 

Of Capital there might be a great clearance ; 

But, Wealth well-guarded, let all else alone. 

’Tis thus our race hath to true manhood grown: 

To make the general good the common care, 

Breaks through the sacred law of Laissez Faire ! 





sail net gy | While thy unlovely battle-call wails higher 
A REMONSTRANCE, And dusty squadrons charge adown the hill ? 


To Luke's Little Summer. It is too late ; thou art no love of mine; 
An, Summer! now thy wayward race is run, | I answer not this sigh, this kiss divine ; 
With soft, appeasing smiles thou com’st, like| The sunlight penitently streaming down 
one Shines through the paling leaf like thinnest 
Who keeps a pageant waiting all the day, i 
Ti!l half the guests and all the joy is gone, 
And hearts are heavy that awoke so gay. 


What though the faithful trees, still gladly 
green, 

Show fretted depths of blue their boughs 
between 


Though placid sunlight sleeps upon the 





Farewell! For old love’s sake I kiss thy | 
hands ; 
Go on thy way ; away to other lands 
That love thee less, and need thee less than 
we; 
Pour out thy passion on some desert sands, | 
Forget thy lover of the Northern Sea, 





awn, 
It only tells us of what might have been 
Of fickle favours wantonly withdrawn. 


Blown with rude winds, and beaten down | ; 
with rain, —- | 
How can the roses dare to trust again : 
The tricksy mistress whom they once 
adored ? | 
Even the glad heaven, chilled with stormy | 
stain, 
Grudges its skylark pilgrims of its hoard. 


Poor is the vintage that the wild bee quiffs, | 
When the tall simple lilies—the giraffes 
That browse on loftier air than other 
_  flowers— 
When ott rw blooms, wherewith late Summer | 
iughs, 
Like chidden children droop among the 


bowers. 


| 
| 


(ft like a moorhen seuttling to the reeds, 
The ericket-ball sped o’er the plashy meads, 
And rainbow-blended blazers shrank and 
? ran | 
| When showers, in mockery of his moist needs, 
| Half-drown’d the water-loving river man. 





| 


| What woman’s rights have crazed thee? 
_, Would’st thou be 
A Winter Amazon, more fierce than he ? 
Can Summer birds thy shrew-heroics sing * 
| Wilt tend no more the daisies on the lea, 
| Nor wake thy cowslips upon May morning ? 


M16 ff 2 , 
Away with fond pretence ; let winter come 
With snow that strikes the heaviest footfall | 


dumb. 
We know the worst, and face his rage with 


4 


glee ; ; , , 
| And, though the world without; be ne’er so 


| , 
| What, shall we brew us possets by the fire th 
(thee. 


And let the wild rose shiver on the brier 
Che cowslip tremble in the meadows chill, 


glum, 
| Sit by the hearth, and dream and talk—of | 


Sitvtiettieneemeses ak 
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wine 
Quaff’d in the clear air of a mountain town. | Sweet to return from 


Yes, come again with earliest April; stay, 
Thyself once more, through the fair time 
when day 
Clasps hand with day, through the brief 
ush of night— 
A twilight bower of roses, where in play 
nine _ maidens through from light to 
ight. 





Birds of a Feather. 


[Lord Hawxr’s team of Cricketers were beaten 
at Manheim by the Philadelphians by eight wickets 
whereat the Philadelphia Ledger codknlicetine con- 
siderably. The Britishers, however, won the return 
match somewhat easily.) 


Tue Yankee Eagle well might squeal and 

squawk (Hawke. 
At having licked the British bird (Lord 
But when that Hawke his brood had “* pulled 

together,” feather.” 
That Eagle found it yet might “moult a 
Go it, ye friendly-fighting fowls! But know 


| Tis only *‘ Roosters” who o’er conquest crow ! 


HOME SWEET HOME! 
By one who believes there's no place like it.) 


Sweet to return (for home the Briton hankers, 
After an exile of two months or so, 
Swiss or Italian), Sweet—to find your 
Banker's 
Balance getting low. 
| Sweet to return from Como or Sorrento, 
Meshed in their shimmering net of drowsy 


sheen, 
Into a climate that you know not when to 
Really call serene. 
hostelries whose 


TP ‘<> 
waiters 7. , 
Rush to fulfil your ls 
slightest word or i) 
whim, 

Back to a cook who 
passionately 
caters [him. 

Not for you, but 

Sweet to return from PSs 
Table - d’ Hites 9% *? 
disgusting e 

(Oh, how you grumbled at the Sauce Ro- 
maine !) 

Fresh to the filmy sueculence incrusting 

Solid joints again. 


y 
— 


Sweet to return from Innkeepers demurely 
Pricing your candle at a franc unshamed, 
Back to a land where perquisites are surely 
Never, never claimed. 


Sweet to return from bargaining, disputing, 
Pourboires and Trinkgelds grudgingly be- 
stowed— 
Unto the simple charioteers of Tooting, 
Or the Cromwell Road. 


Sweet to return from ‘‘ all those dreadful 
tourists,” 
Such mixed society as chance allots, 
E’en to the social slndew of the purists 
Of those sparkling spots. 


Sweet to return to bills and fogs and duty! 
Some of the latter at our Custom House) 


| Sweet, after smaller game, to hail the beauty 


Of the British mouse ! 


Sweet too the sight of cockehafer; and 
sweet’ 

Welcome the pilgrim doomed too long to 

roam, [beetle 

England’s tried sentinel, the black, black 

With his ‘‘ Home, sweet Home!” 
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LONDON’S DILEMMA; OR, “FAIR ROSAMOND” UP TO DATE. 


Lately-discovered Fragments of a valuable and interesting ‘‘ Variant” of the old Ballad Story.) 
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° ° Her dower was all that showered golde, 
Wrenas Vicroria rulde this land, Like Danaé’s, could her lende, 
The firste of that greate name, Yet dwelt she in the ogreish holds 
Faire Loundonne, of the cockneyes lovde, Of fell and fearsome fiende. 
Attaynd to power and fame. 


Now when ye Countie Councile woke, 
And Farrer rose to fame, 

With envious heart Monopolie 

. : To Loundonne straightway came. 

Yea Loundonne Towne, faire Loundonns ; 

Most peerlesse was her splendour: found . Towne. ‘“ Cast off from thee those schemes,” said she 
Her favour, and her face : Her name was calléd so, ‘* That greate and costlye bee, 

Yet was there one thing marred her weale, To whom the Witch Monopolie And drinke thou up this deadlye cup, 
And wroughte her dire disgrace. Was known a deadlye foe. Which I have brought to thee!” 








he, 





“Take pitty on my awkward plight 
“ And lett me not with poison stronge 
Then out and laught that wicked Witch : 


This dagger choose! Though you be riche, 
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‘9 
Faire Loundonne she dyd erye, 


' 


Enforeéd be to dye! 


“If that you will not drinke, 


Youll shrinke from that, I thinke.”’ 


The dagger was a magic blayde, 
With figures graven o’er, 

Which, as you gazed thereon, did seeme 
lo growe to more and more. 


“Nay,” quothe faire Loundonne, “’tis but 
choyce 
'Twixt dyvill and deepe sea! 
I praye thee take thyself awaye, 
And leave the jobbe to me!” 


But nothynge could this grasping Witch 
Therewith appeaséd be. 

The cup of deadlye poison stronge, 
As she knelt on her knee, 


She gave this comely dame to drinke, 
Who tooke it in her hande, 

Then from her bended knees arose, 
And on her feet did stande. 


And casting Council-wards her eyes, 
She did for rescue call, 

When——[ Fragmentes further may be founde, 
At presente thys is alle! 


If close researche, as welle we hope, 
Perchaunce complete ye texte, 

This ballade, as scribes saye, shall be 
Continued in our next !”’] 


ADVERTISEMENT EXTRAORDINARY. 


W ANTED, a few good extra Judges, who 
will be prepared to do all the work at 
present delayed or neglected by the existin 
members of the Bench. They will be expecte 
to dispense with all vacations except a week 
it Christmas, five days at Easter, and a 
fortnight from the first to the fifteenth of 
October. They will devote their entire time 
to the service of the State, both day and 
night. Their day will be devoted to business 
in the High Court of Justice in the Strand, 
ind when required they will go Circuit (by 
special express) sit- 
ting at the various 
assizes from 9 P.M. 
until 3 a.M., return- 
ing to London by 
trains timed to ee | 
the Metropolis suffi- 
ciently early to allow 
of the usual mornin 
sitting. They wi 
be further required 
to consider their 
: leisure (if any) 
- . entirely at the dis- 
posal of those members of the Bar and Solici- 
tors who require it. If they do this punctually 
and diligently, without knocking up, they 
will be permitted to draw salaries computed 
at the rate of about one-third of the emolu- 
ments received by a third-rate Queen’s 
Counsel; and if they grow lazy, or are 
incapacitated by illness, they will be rewarded 
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“‘WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST.”—No. 3. 


WHEN HIS DENTIST WILL SUSPEND OPERATIONS TO TELL HIM Funny Srories, 





| The limits of becoming mirth.” His whim 


° . ’] , s ’ ; 
‘ ; . | Never shy delicacy’s glance could dim, 
Gilbert a Pechett. Or move the cynic grin. 
Born, Apri 7, 1837. Drep, Oct. 15, 1891. | Rut that fate’s hampering hand lay on him 


““ Wearing the white flower of a blameless life.” long i . 
Texnrson. | He might have won in drama and in song 


GitBERtT the Good! Title, though high, well But he a & level, just, 
earned [burned | Whence all these things fall earthward with 
By him | on whose rare nature brightly the dust 
‘he fire of purity, eting earthly fame. 
Undimmed, unflickering, like some altar flame Of fleeting earthly fame 
Sky-pointing ever. Friend, what ove of | Gone from our board, gone from the home he 


Hath coldest heart for thee? [blame e+ h 4 
‘ ; : , With t ec sion are his comrades 
A knightly-priest or priestly-knight wert pe euamor 
thou For those who sit alone 


Man of the radiant eye and reverent brow; With memories of him! Gracious memories 
With { Seve eon = ; 1 all! 

ith fervent faith in thee indeed were blent ;| 4 thought to lighten, like that flower, his 
Thought upon high ideals still intent, pag ten ae Hommes ; 


And a most lambent wit. "And hush love's troubled moan. 


Serene, though with a power of scathing scorn | Farewell, fine spirit! To be owned thy friend 
For all things mean or base. Sorrow long | Was something to illume the unwelcome end 











by a number of personal attacks in the London 
hewspapers. Applications to be sent to the 
Lord Chancellor (endorsed ‘* Extra Judges to 


| Suppress outside clamour’’) as early as pos- | 


} 


sible. Every candidate for an appointment 


| will be expected to be as strong as a horse, 


and as insensible to feeling as the back of a 
rhinoce ros, 








Bio Drinkers, Moderate Drinkers, and Little 
| Drinkers—this is the Tipple Alliance! 


borne, Of comradeship below. 
Though bowing, soured not thee, A loving memory long our board will grace, 
Bereaved, health- broken, still that patient | In fancy, with that sweet ascetic face. 
smile [guile | That brow’s benignant glow. 
Wreathed the pale lips which never greed or | eae 
Shaped to hypocrisy. 


4 ; - Rhyme at Rhyl. 
A saintly-hearted wit, a satirist pure, (By @ Listening Layman.) 
Mover of mirth spontaneous as sure, ee 
And innocent as mad ; Ir Clerie Congresses could only care 
| Incongruous freak and frolic phantasy : A little less for the mere ( — end@toagle, 
| Were thy familiar spirits, quickening glee Parochial pomp and power in lion’s -— 
And wakening laughter glad. _And have one aim—to purify the People, 
4 They need not shrink from Disestablishment, 
Dainty as Ariel, yet as Puck profuse [use| Or any other secular — ; 
Of the “‘ preposterous,” was that wit, whose | Unselfish love of Man destroys Dissent, _ 
Vas ever held “ within | True Charity provokes no Nonconformity. 




















































































































































































PU) 


‘CH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Ocroper 24, 189}, 








THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. XI. 

A Balcony outside the Musik-Saal of the Insel Hotel, Con- 
stance. Miss Prenpercast ts seated; CULCHARD ts leaning 
against the railing close by. It is about nine; the moon has 
risen, big and yellow, behind the mountains at the further end 
of the lake ; 
track upon the water ; the beat of the steamers’ paddles is heard 
as they come into harbour. CuLcuarn has just proposed. 

Miss Prendergast (after a silence). | have always felt very strongly 

ith Reskry, that no girl should have the cruelty to refuse a 

roposali 

Culchard (with alacrity). Ruski is always so right. And—er 
where there is such complete sympathy in tastes and ideas, as | 
venture to think exists in our own case, the cruelty would 

Miss P. Pray allow me to finish! ‘‘ Refuse a pro 1 at once” 
is Ruskrn’s expression. He also says (if my memory does not betray 
me), that ‘‘no lover should have the insolence to think of being 
ance pted at once ed 

You will find the 

passage mewhere in 

** Fors.”’ 

Culch. (whose jaw 

has visibly fallen). 1 

| cannot say | recall it 

at this moment. Does 

he hold that a lover 

should expect to be 

acce pted by -@- 

instalments, because, 


if 80 

Miss P. 1 think I 
can quote his exact 
words. ‘If she sim- 
ply doesn’t like him, 
she may send him away 
for seven years——”’ 

Culch. (stiffly). No 
doubt that course is 
| opentoher. But why 
seven, and where is 
| he expected to go ? 

Miss P. (continuing 
calmly). ‘* He vowing 
to live on cresses and 
wear sackcloth mean- 
while, or the like 
penance.” 

Culch 
to state at 
in my own case, my 
— at Somerset 
louse would render 
anything of that sort 
utterly impracticable. 

Miss P. Wait, 
please,—you are so 
impetuous. ‘If she 
likes him a little,” 
CULCHARD’s brow 
relazes)—‘‘or thinks 
she might come to 
like him in time, she may let him stay near her,”—(Cvtcnarp 
makes a movement of relief and gratitude)—*‘‘ putting him always on 
asp trial, and requiring, figuratively, as many lion-skins or giants’ 
heads as she thinks herself worth.”’ 

Culch. grimly e- Figurative ly 7. £ distinct 
RKusxry’s part. Still, I should be glad to know —— 

Miss P. If you will have a little more patience, I will make my- 
self clear. I have always determined that when the—ah—occasion 
presented itself, I would deal with it on Ruskinian principles. | 
proj your case—presuming of course that you are willing to be 
under vow for me—to adopt a middle course. 

Culch. You are extremely good. And what precise form of 
penance did you think of ? 

Miss P. The trial I impose is, that you leave Constance to-morrow 

with Mr. Popsvry. 

_Culch. (firmly). lf you expect me to travel for seven years with 
him, permit me to mention that I simply cannot do it. My leave 
expires in three weeks. 

Miss P. | mentioned no term, I believe. Long before three weeks 
are over we shall meet again, and I shall be able to see how you 
have borne the test. I wish you to correct, if possible, a certain 
intolerance in your attitude towards Mr. Popsury. Do you accept 
this probation, or not ? : 


CEN I 


“ 
ry 
: 


I feel bound 


once that, 








concession on 


pose in 


er 


small black boats are shooting in and out of her | 


“ It does seem rather rough on fellows, don’t you know.” 


Culch. [—ah—suppose I have no choice. But you really mug 
allow me to say that it is not precisely the reception I anticipated, 
Still, in your service, I am willing to endure even PopBuRy—for, 
strictly limited period ; that I do stipulate for. 

Miss P. That, as I have already said, is quite understood. Noy 
go and arrange with Mr. Popsury. 

Culch. (to himself, as he retires). 
at least Popsurr is disposed of ! 


It is most unsatisfactory ; but 


The same Scene, a quarter of an hour later. PopBunry and 


Miss PRENDERGAST. 


Podbury (with a very long face). No, I say, though! Rvsxry 
| doesn’t say all that ’ 

Miss P. | am not in the habit of misquoting. If you wish t 
VE rify the quotation, however, I daresay I could find you the rs fer- 
ence in Fors Clavigera. 

Podb. (ruefully). Thanks—I won’t trouble you. Only it does 
|seem rather rough on fellows, don’t you know. If everyone went on 
lhis plan—well, there wouldn’t be many marriages! Still, I never 
thought you’d say 
** Yes” right off. It's 
like my cheek, ] 
know, to ask you at 
all; you ’re so awfully 
clever and that. And 
if there’s a chance 
for me, I’m game for 
anything in the way 
of a trial. Don't 
make it stiffer than 
you can help, that’s 
all! 





Miss P. All I ask 
of you is to leave me 
for a short time, and 
go and travel with 
Mr. CULCHARD again. 

Podb. Oh, I say, 
Miss PRENDERGAST, 
you know. Make it 
something else. Do! 

Miss P. That isthe 
task I require, and | 
can accept no other. 
It is nothing, after 
all, but what you 
came out here to do. 

Podb. 1 didn’t 
know him then, you 
see. And what made | 
me agree to come 
away with him at all 
is beyond me. It was 
all Huaure Rose's 
doing — he said we 
should get on together 
like blazes. So we 
have—very like 
blazes! 

Miss P. Never 
mind that. Are you 
willing to accept the 
trialornot? | 

Podb. If you only knew what he’s like when he’s sur you'd let 
me off—you would, really. But there, to please you, Ili doit. 1)! 
stand him as long as ever I can —’pon my honour I will. Only you'll 
make it up to me afterwards, won’t you now ? 

Miss P. 1 will make no promises—a true knight should expect n0 
reward for his service, Mr. Popsury. 

Podb. (blankly). Shouldn’t he ? I’m a little new to the business, 
you see, and it does strike me——but never mind. When am I to 
trot him off ? +e 

es P. As soon as you can induce him to go—to-morrow, 
possiD e. 

Podb. 1 don’t believe he ’ll go, you know, for one thing ! . 

Miss P. (demurely). I think you will find him open to persuasion. 
But go and try, Mr. Popsury. eae 

Podb. (to himself, as he withdraws). Well, I’ve let myself in tor 
a nice thing! Rummest way of treating a proposal J ever heard of. 
I should just like to tell that fellow ) Sta what I think of his 
precious ideas. But there’s one thing, though—she can’t care about 
CULCHARD, or she wouldn’t want him carted off like this. . . Hooray, | 
I never thought of that before! Why, there he is, dodging about to | 
find out how J’ve got on. I'll tackle him straight off. | 

[CutcuakD and Popsury meet at the head of the staircase, 
speak at the same moment. 


and | 








ou at 
fully 

And 
hance 
ne for 
Way 
Don't 
than 
hat’s 
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Culch. Er—Popsvry it has occurred 
to me that we might—— 

Podb. I say, CuLcHARD, we really 
ught to 

Podb. Hullo! we're both of one mind for once, eh ? (To himself.) 
Poor old beggar! Got thesack! That explains alot. Well, I won't 
tell him anything about this business just now. 

Culch. So it appears. (Zo himself.) (Had his quietus, evidently. 
Ah, well, I won’t exult over him. 

[They go off together to consult a time-table. 
Mus. P. (on the balcony, musing). ! 


leave this place to-morrow! 


: ” Poor fellows! I couldn’t very 
well say anything more definite at present. By the time I see them 
rain, | may understand my own heart better. Really, it is rather 
in exciting sensation, having two suitors under vow and doing 
penance at the same time—and for my sake! I hope, though, 
they won’t mention it to one another—or to Bos. Bos does not 
understand these things, and he might——But, after all, there are 
uly two of them. And Rvsxry distinctly says that every girl who 
is worth anything ought always to have half-a-dozen or so. Two is 
really quite moderate. 
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A TOO-ENGAGING MAIDEN’S REPLY. 
(By Mr. Punch’s kind permission, ) 


Yrs, I read your effusion that lately got printed, 
And at first never guessed there was anything meant. 
But when someone suggested that something was hinted, 
On your verses some time I reluctantly spent. 
They are fair—and perhaps you consider them 
clever, 
You ’re a poet, no doubt, of a minor degree, 
But I never was startled so strangely — no, 
never! me ! 
As to learn that the lady you mentioned was 


In the coolest of ways you sum up my attrac- 
tions, 
_ Pray allow me to turn my attention to you. 
You are good, I believe, at the vulgarest 
fractions, (two. 
_ You have cheek and assurance sufficient for | 
You are what people reckon ‘‘a nice sort of 
_ fellow,” feel, 
_ Your sense of importance very strongly you 
You are bilious, you’ve got a complexion of 
_ yellow i 
You are plainer than I am—which says a | 


‘‘Am I free altogether from blame in the 

matter ? ’’— way— 

And as to my frowning, I don’t know the 
Do you really imagine that insolent chatter 

Can affect me, or that J care for what people 


say P 
Withj fervent adorers around by the | 
ozen, 
Jx?, For whom but my word is the law of | 
_ their life 
Do you think I'd occasion to pitch on a | 
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as your wife ? 
Do not think I am angry, I am good at forgiving, 
re 


usin, 
And announce that you wanted myself 


Have my constant refusals then made you so sour ? 
Even poets in Punch have to write for their living, 

And must wear their poor lives out at so much the hour. 
I am weary and tired of being pro ‘ 

And at times I’m afraid it will injure my brain, 
But my heart for the future yourself, ~ | is closed to, 

So don’t, I implore, come proposing again. 








A Reat Buryrye Questior.—What should be done with the 
mischievous and malicious noodles who communicate false alarms 
to the number of 518 in one year) to the London Fire Brigade, by 
means of the fire-alarm posts fixed for public convenience and pro- 
tection in the public thoroughfares? The almost appropriate Stake is 
out of date, but Mr. Punch opines that the Pillory would be none 
too bad for them. 








, HE Butt, THE Beak, AND THE Oxvs.—Russia, it is asserted, | 
intends to annex the whole of the elevated plateaus known as the | 
amirs, and all parts of Afghanistan north of a straight line drawn | 

from Lake Victoria to the junction of the Kotcha River with the 

Oxus.” Jouy Brut might say, “I should like to Kotcha at it!” 


and unbeara 


SOME LONDON “ FIENDS.” 


(How to Exorcise, after reading Correspondence on the subject in several 
** Dailies.””) 


The ** Walking-stick and Umbrella Fiend.” 


ProvipE yourself with a steel-plated umbrella (carriage size), with 
a ‘‘non-conducting”’ handle. Whenopen in a shower, where people 
are hurrying, let the framework bristle with sharp penknife points. 
Held firmly in front of you, you will find everyone get out of your 
way. In entering a 
crowded omnibus or rail- 
way carriage, by touching 
a knob, let the heat gene- 
rated by the electric cur- 
rent instantly cause the 
whole to become “ red- 
hot.” Dexterously moved 
about in front of you, you 
will find this a most 
thoroughly protecting 
weapon, clearing in- 
stantly a large space on 
each side of you, and even 
sometimes involving the 
summoning of the con- 
ductor or guard, with a 
view to your removal 
either to another compartment, or even a general request for your 
expulsion from the vale altogether. This may lead ibly to 
your enjoyment of an entire compartment to yourself; for, of 
course, you will point out that you cannot be expected to travel 
without your umbrella, which, after all, happens merely to be con- 
structed on a newly-patented principle. 

The ‘* Hansom Cab Fiend.” 

This is easily overcome. You have merely to employ an agent to 
surchase a second-hand steam-roller for you, put in a high-pressure 

iler, and the thing is done. With practice, you can easily get 
eight miles an hour out of one of these excellent machines, and 
you will find a general indifference as to the rule of the road, 
especially if you turn a corner or two at a stiff pace, act as a capital 
ug teak-cleeeee” Even the smartest butcher’s cart will do its best 
to get out of your way when it sees you coming. 

The “‘ Piano Organ, German Band, and General Street Music 

Fiend.” 


Get (your best way is through a friend at the Admiralty) several 
fog-horns rejected by the Department on account of their excessive 
tle shrillness. Whenever any sort of street music com- 
Jehestanaly , mences at either end of your street, 
turn on, by an apparatus specially 
arranged in your area, the full 
force of the above. This will not 
only overpower your would-be 
tormentors, but bring every house- 
holder in the neighbourhood to his 
street-door begging you to desist. 
You have maely to say, ‘* When 
| they stop, J turn off,” to get them 
to comprehend the situation. It 
may possibly lead to the interven- 
tion of the police, probably in some 
force; but the net result will be 
| that you will, for that morning, at 
least, enjoy a quiet street. 
| There are other London fiends 
removable by various measures, 
concerning which much might be 
said if they were not actionable. 


“GRATITUDE—A SENSE OF 

Favours To Come.’’—Mr. Swrn- 

BUENE unexpectedly says a good 

word for the adh be -mocked 

Bowpier. ‘No man (he says), 

ever did better service to Suax- 

SPEARE than the man who made 

it possible to put him into the 

hands of intelligent and imagina- 

tive children.”” Can Mr. Swin- 

BURNE be ‘ proticipating” the 

period when another Bowpier 

PorTRAIT OF A GENTLEMAN | may be called upon to doa similar 

‘*BreaKING IN” HIs Suoot- | “service” for the author of Poems 
1xG-Boors. |and Ballads ? 
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FRENCH AND ENGLISH. 


(As zey are Spoke at ze Country ' Ouse.) 


Hostes “ 
I ik 
M. le Bar 


‘On 


STUD, 


ER 
SARRONG?” 


J’ ESPAIR KER VOOS AVVY TROOVY 


on. *‘On, I ZANK You, yes! I FIND 'gEM ON MY CagEsT or TrowseRs!” 





“ APTER YOU!” 
“T am sure I may say, on behalf of all those 
Whose names are mentioned (for the Leadership of 
the House of Commons), that we do not understand 
what selfishness is in the Public Service. Everyone 
f us would prefer that someone else should hold that 
high and honourable office.’— Sir M. Hicke-Beach 
at Stockt n-on- Tees. | 
Eminent official Altruist loquitur :— 


On, is there such a vice as unholy love of self 
In the Public Service, too? *Tisa thing i 
can’t believe. 


If I thought we could be moved by the love | 


of power or pelf, (greatly grieve. 
To compete for premier office I should very 
But oh no, oh deary no! I am sure it can’t 
> 80. [course it isn’t true. 
We don’t even ‘‘understand it,” so of 
When we ’re called upon to go, each will say, 

all louting low, 

** After you!” 


We are not ‘‘ competitive,” like those nanghty 


goddesses [pine-clad peak. 
Who poor Paris fluttered so upon Ida’s 


VOTRE—VOTRE—ER—ER—VOTRE 


Of his ‘* choice’”’—through selfishness—thg | 
young shepherd made a mess, 
But our Shepherd, SaLissury, will not be 
so wildly weak ; 
And our claims we shall not urge to compul- 
sion’s very verge, 
On the contrary each one thinks that 
** another”’ best will do. 
|‘*No, loved comrade” (each will say) “ let 
me make my ‘splendid splurge ’ 
After you!” 
Look at Goscnen! Can’t you see he regards 
with perfect glee 
The prospect of promotion of his faithfu] 
friend BaLFour. 
He doesn’t want to lead. Ah no, indeed, | 
indeed ! 
Do you think that off friend Anruve 
JOACHIM can wish to score ? 
the Treasury Bench did he ever try to 
trench 
| On the province of the Leader for the time, 
no matter who? 
He would ery, ‘‘ Dear Artuvur, No! from 
priority I blench,— 
** After you!” 


Upon 


Then bland Batrovr in his turn such crude 
selfishness would spurn 
As the wish to prove himself popular more 
than soft J. G., 
With a most becoming blush his pale cheek, 
I’m sure, would burn, 
If his uncle should cry, ‘‘ Come, nephew 
cear, and second me!” 
He would hint at nepotism, and the chance of 
secret schism. 
**Let the mild ex-Liberal lead, I will be 
his henchman true!” 
He would ery, with selfless joy on his brow 
like a pure chrism, 
** After you!” 


And as for simple Me! 
de-dee 
To suppose that I possess, or desire, the 
least look in. 
No, selfishness, my friends, we unitedly agree 
| In Party life is just the unpardonable sin, 
| Which ‘‘ we do not understand,” like that 
other little game 
That An-Sry, reluctant, played, with some 
small success ’tis true. 
Sut we’ve no sleeve-hidden card as we cry, 
with modest shame, 
,”? 


* After you! 


Oh, it’s utter fiddle- 








| Wuar’s iv a Name ?—The St. James's | 
| Gazette says:—‘' There are forty - seven 
divorces in the United States for every | 
lone in the United Kingdom.” Evidently | 
‘* United ’’ is something more than anagram- 
matically identical with ** Untied.” 


{* I have often thought that Gray’s Elegy was 
defective in having no verse commemorative of the 

sequestered and unsophisticated philanthrop) of 
| the village doc tor.” — Bir James Crichton- Brown 


at the Yorkshire College, Leeds.| 


| AND one lies here of whom the scoffer said, 
He did his best the green churchyard to fill; | 
| None ever looks upon his lowly bed, 
| Without the recollection of a pill. 


| “GRAY’S ELEGY” AMENDED. 





' 

} 

He lived sequestered, and he died unknown, | 
A truly unsophisticated man ; 

A medicine-glass adorns his humble stone, 
And thus the epitaph they graved him ran: 


** Here Doctor Boxvs lies, to dose no more ; 
His charge was moderate, but quite enough: 
Death left a last prescription at the door, 
And then the doctor had his ‘ Quantum 
suff.’” 
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“AFTER YOU!” 


THEM WOULD PREFER THAT SOMEONE ELSE SHOULD HOLD 


’ 
ntum 


“HE BELIEVED THAT EVERYONE OF 
THAT HIGH AND HONOURABLE OFFICE.”- 


—n 








Sre Micwarn Hicxs-Bracn at Stockton-on-Tees. 
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HARRYING OUR 
HAKIMS. 


‘4 medical journal suggests 
that all candidates for Medical 
Degrees should be uired to 
give proof of good handwriting, 
in order to put an end to indis- 
tinct prescriptions. | 

A Few additional re- 
juirements, we believe, 
have been under consider- 
ation, of which the follow- 
ing are a sample :— 

All candidates for the 
M.B. Degree to be able to 
count up to fifty. Candi- 
dates who are more than 
fifty not to count. 

Nobody to become a 
Member of the Royal Col- 
lege of Surgeons until he 
has mastered Simple Addi- 
tion and Compound Frac- 
tures. 

Members of the Royal 
College of Physicians will 
henceforth be expected to 
know their Weights (with 
boots off) and Measures 
round the waist). Troy 
weight only. ‘‘ Seruples” 
not allowed. Good know-| 
ledge of Multiplication | 
Table indispensable for | 
dispensers. 

No candidate to be ac- | 
cepted for a Degree unless | 
he either has a good “* bed- | 
side manner,” or under- 
takes to develop one as| 
soon as possible. a” aensijeaesenipmronaeapnanman 

Any candidate to be at once ploughed unless he can answer all 
the following questions :— 

1. What would you do if asked to hold a consultation with a prac- 
titioner whom you have every reason to suppose an incapable quack ? 

2. If a good paying patient, suffering from no ailment whatever, 
called you in with a view to getting a week’s holiday at the seaside 
by medical orders, how weal you reconcile a desire to oblige that 
pardonable weakness with a strict regard for veracity ? 

3. When the parents of a large family, who do their duty manfully 
by calling you in about twice a week, and from whom therefore you 
derive a not inconsiderable proportion of your income, object to have 
an infant vaccinated at the proper time, because they erroneously 
consider it to be unfit for the operatien, which would you feel inclined 
to strain—friendship, or the law ? 

4. Do you believe in Influenza ? 

5. Have you ever seen a Microbe ? 

6. “In the multitude of visits there is safety.” Comment on this 
declaration. 
support’ Give reasons. 

i. What is the etiquette about Red Lamps ? 


WATER 


** Hotp! 








Pe: Horsk AND ‘ Ryper.’”—Last week, on the 15th, as was reported 
in the Globe, and elsewhere, ‘‘a humble crossing-sweeper,” named 
RYDER, op a runaway cab-horse (a great rarity this, too) just 
as he was about to descend headlong the steps of the Duke of York’s 
*olumn, and so saved the two passengers, who, we hope, in considera- 
tion of what he has done for their lives, have settled something han- 
som upon him for Ais life. If not, the proposition is here made, and 
after the prop comes the RrpDEr. 


- GuostLy CouNnsEL.—Prizes are being offered for ‘‘ Good Ghost 
Stories. This may mean Stories of Good Ghosts; but supplying 
— hy phen and supposing that the requirement is for ‘* Good Ghost- 
stories,” then Mr. Punch makes a present of a good title to any san- 
gulne amateur who may compete. t him call his story, ‘‘ A Ghost 
fa Chance.” And Mr. Punch wishes he may get it! 








Pexxy Foortsn.—Somebody has published a penny 4 B Cof 
appeal of this de 


veer. To the 
pr 


publie wi obably be D E F. 





| man Dorr, Dixg,” er ‘Qu Ding, Dorr.”—A man who “ goes 
| Rap’ at dinner, is pretty safe to go nap immediately after it. 


How many visits do you think a common catarrh will 


cult A B C the enlightened | 


ONLY FANCY! 
(From Mr, Punch's Own 
Rumourists. ) 


Iris not generally known 
that the Emperor of Russia 
| visited London the other 
day on his way to Paris, 
| where he is to hold an im- 
| portant secret conference 
with the President of the 
Republic and M. Biowrrz. 
| His Imperial Majesty's dis- 
| guise was complete, con- 
sisting as it did of an 
aquiline nose of consider- 
able size, and a second- 
hand gaberdine of primi- 
tive cut. He visited the 
| prineipal Music Halls of 
the Metropolis and left by 
' the last train for Surbiton, 
|where his private yacht 
was in waiting to convey 
jhim to Marseilles, and so 
jon to Paris by the new 
| French canal system. 
} 
| Monaco has adhered to 
|the Triple Alliance. The 
| negotiations thus brought 
|to a successful issue, have 
| been for a long time in 
wrogress. Obligations of 
Rees which no longer 
exist, have hitherto com- 
pelled me, as your Cor- 
respondent, to keep secret 
the fact that amongst the 
croupiers of the trente-et- 

— —— quarante tables at the 

| Casino for the past three months have been the Chancellors of the 
| German and Austrian Empires, and the Marcuese pI Ruprnt, who, 
|thus disguised, carried out their delicate mission to the Court of 
Monaco. By this post I send you the draft treaty by which Monaco 
engages, in the event of war, to furnish a completely equipped con- 
tingent of ten men. 


V. WINE. 


Enovecu !” 





= ee 


| The Baron pE Book-Worms arrived in town yesterday afternoon 
and transacted business at his office in Bouverie Street, afterwards 
returning to his country seat at Stow-in-the- Wold. 





BROWNING SOCIETY VERSES. 
(Dr. FuRN1VALL announces that the Browning Society is about to be dissolved.) 
Hark! ’tis the knell of the Browning Society, 
Wind-bags are bursting all round us to-day ; 

Furnivatt fails, and for want of his diet he 

Pines like a love-stricken maiden away. 
Long has he fed upon cackle and platitude, 

F URNIVALL sauce to a dish fall of dearth, 
Still, in the favourite FuRNIVALL attitude, 

Grubbing about like a mole in the earth. 


Now must he vanish, the mole-hills are flat again, 
(Follies grow fewer it seems by degrees) ; 
Lovers of Brown1ne may laugh and grow fat again, 
Rid of the jargon of Furnivallese. 


| New axp Otp Texms.—‘‘Slate, Slite, Slote, Slitten,” is the 
title of an amusing article in the Saturday Review, on the derivation 
of the verb “‘ to slate.” How ‘‘slote’”’ comes in is not quite evident, but 
that when the pages of a dull book are ‘‘slitten” by the per- 
knife, it will be read and slated by a critic, and then “ slited” (or 
‘slighted”’) by the public, is quite sufficient without “* putting a 
penny in the ‘ slote’,”’ on the chance of getting something better. 


So Like Hrw!—Tuesday last week was the seventieth birthday 
of Professor Vincnow. He has refused all titles and emoluments, 
observing that ‘‘ VincHow is its own reward.” 


| Very Pop-vtar!—Through the 7imes came the information that, 
since the famine, the Russian Officers have given up c 
|pagne. Their conduct is really quite Magnuminous ! 
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“ ADSCRIPTUS GLEB&.” 


‘He (Mr. Goscnen) was in favour of giving the agricultural labourer 

y opportunity of becoming more attached to the soil.”—Mr. Goschen at 
dge. | 

ArracneD to the soil! Pretty optimist phrase ! 

We are so, and have been, from Gurth’s simpler days, 
Though now platform flowers of speech—pleasant joke !— 
May wreath the serf’s ring till men scarce see the yoke. 
Attached to the soil! The soil clings to our souls! 

Young labour’s scant guerdon, odd charite’s doles, 

The crow-scarer’s pittance, the poor-house’s aid 

All smell of it! Tramping with boots thickly clayed 
From brown field or furrow, or lowered at last 

In our special six-feet by the sexton up-cast, 

We smack of the earth, till we earthy have grown, 

Like the mound that Death gives us—best friend—for our own. 
We tramp it, we delve it, we plough it, this soil, 

And a grave is the final reward of our toil. 

Attached ? The attachment of love is one thing, 

The attachment of profit another. Gurth’s ring 

Js our form of attachment at bottom, Sir, still, 

And to favour that bond Hoper doubts not your good will. 
jut when others talk of improving our lot 

By possession of more than a burial plot, 

By pay for our toil, and by balm for our troubles, 

You ban all such prospects as ‘* radiant bubbles.’’ 

Declare ‘‘under-currents of plunder” run through 

All plans for our aid save those favoured by you. 

Attached to the soil! Ah! how many approve 

That attachment, when founded on labour and love ! 

But about ** confiscation” they chatter and fuss 

At all talk of attaching the soil to poor us! 








FREE AND INDEPENDENT. 
Scene—Manager’s Room of the Ideal Theatre. 
Present—Committee of Taste. 


Manager. Now, you fellows, I think we have settled what to do 
next. Carry out the notion of an afternoon performance of the Ideal 
Drama. We have got the moderate guarantee, and the good stock 


company, and hope to receive the co- | 


operation of the leading artists from 
other theatres. Isn’t that so? 


Auditor. Yes, I can answer for the | 
moderate guarantee—about £20—in the | 


bank, 


Stage Manager. And the good stock | 


comeeny was imported early this morn- | 
ing from Ireland. All very good Shak- | 
spearian actors with a taste of a brogue 
to give their remarks pungency. 
Manager. That’s all right. And! 
what is the play ? 
First Member of the Committee of 
Taste. ‘* Demons,” by the Master. 
Second Ditto. No, let us have some- 
thing newer. Why not an adaptation | 
: (by myself) of that charming work by | 
Sopata—lI call it Blood and Thunder ? 
Manager (producing halfpenny). By the rules of the Company we 
lossforit. (Throws up onk} Heads !— Blood and Thunder wins. We 
will do Blood and Thunder. Well, now as to casting it. 


‘ 


for InvING in it ? 
Second Mem. Oh, yes—if he would play it. 
ies by cutting his throat in Scene 1. 
elects, but capital. 

First Mem. It is not for Mr. Invrve to pick and choose, it is the 
ause of Art we serve. 
Second Mem, Well, yes. 
views on the subject. 


Anything 


A Policeman who | 
Not the sort of part he usually | 


(dj 


We might telephone and learn his | 
(Subordinate takes instructions. | 
; Manager, All right! Rather long, | 
but the peste seem mild enough. Who’s to do this soldier—a sort of | 
heavy dragoon, with a cold, who dies in the First Scene of the | 
Second Act ? 
Second Mem. Oh, anybody! Kenna or Farren; or if they 
can't, then Hare or Lionet Broven. 
, Manager. But do you think they will like it? You see they each | 
dave their line, and — 
‘ First Mem. In the cause of Art they will be prepared to do any- | 
ung. At least, they ought to be. 
, Manager. Well, we will telephone to them too. (Subordinate 
+s further instructions.) And now, how about the Ladies ? 
Second Mem. Oh, there are a lot of school-girls, and a woman who 


Ah, here we have the piece! 
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MODEST AMBITION. 


The Squ ire (to his Eldest Son, just home from the ’Varsity , “Wed. 
mY Boy, AND WHAT HAVE YOU SETTLED TO BE?” 

The Squire's Son, “ Just A PLAIN COUNTRY GENTLEMAN LIKE YOU, 
FATHER!” 








dies by degrees of general paralysis. The girls, of course will be 
all right with—say, Miss Emery, Miss LrinpEy, Miss ALMA Murray, 
and Mrs. Kenpat. But we want two people to play the woman. 
First Act, Miss Etten Terry; second and third, Miss GenEVIEVE 
Warp. ‘To be properly played, both should be in it. 

) pn yh But how will that do? I do not think that Miss Terry 

care to- 

First Mem. Nonsense! She is a most charming person, and will do 
anything in the cause of Art. 

Subordinate (returning from telephone). Beg pardon, Gentlemen, 
but Messrs, Kenpat, Farren, Broven ~F Hare say they 
are very sorry, but they are not at home; and Mr. Invina presents 
his compliments, and would be delighted todo what we wish, but 
he fears he will be otherwise engaged. However, he says you have 
his sympathy, and his heart goes out to you. [Exit. 

Manager. Well, what shall we do ? 

Second Mem. Oh, there’s Vezrn, and Ternis, and Paviton, and 
a heap more ! 

Subordinate (returning). Just heard from the Ladies, Gentlemen, 
and they send their kindest regards, but Gor are out too! 

Acting Manager (entering). Well, how about the performance ? 

Members of the Council (together). Oh, it’s nearly arranged ! 

Acting Man. Well, if I might suggest, as a person of considerable 
experience, it doesn’t matter a jot whether you get a company 
together or not. 

Members (as before). Why ? 

Acting Man. Because you won't get an audience ! 

[Scene closes in upon further consultation. 


wi 


Theosophic Tools. 
(By an Opponent of Occultism.) 
Tue Theosophic Boom, its wordy strife 
And futile fuss are fading out in “* fizzle.” 
They talk a deal about their ‘' planes of life,” 
’Tis plain to me the fitter term were ‘‘ chisel.” 
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POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG: 


Or, Miss Bowpier AT THE Music HAtts, 


AN good as a wink to a blind horse,” says the old saw. 
and a wink is no doubt as good asa smile to a purblind ass. But 
leed one of the worst uses to which the human eys 


18 as 


the wink is In 

an be put It signifies usually the vulgarisation of humour, and 
the degradation of mirth. It is the favourite eye-language of the 
cynical cad, the coarse jester, the « rapulous clown, and—above all—the 
huckling cheat. 


admitted, that the Muse of the Music Hall—in her 

has a strong leaning towards the glorification of 
It is a weakness which she 
If she 


It must be 
Momus mood 
cal cuteness of the Autolycus sort. 
to share with party scribes and Colonial politicians. 


cyn 


eer Ts 


had any classic leanings, which she has not, her favourite deity 
would be Mercury, the ‘‘ winking Cyllenian Argophont”’ of the 
Homeri 
babe, ** th 


Hymn, the “little cradled rogue,” the Apollo-cheating 
lord of those who swindle, house-break, sheep-steal and 


prided himself u 
** littered.” 


Autolycus’s complacent 
self-gratulation, ‘‘ How bless 


’d are we 
that are not simple men!” would 
appeal to the heart of the Music-hall 
votary. ‘Ha, ha! what a fool 
Honesty is! and Trust his sworn 
brother, a very simple gentleman” 
is, virtually, the burthen of dozens 
of the most favourite of the Music- 
hall ditties. 

Sly-scheming Hermes ‘“ winked” 
knowingly at Jupiter when he was 
** pitching his yarn” about the stolen 
oxen, and Jupiter ‘‘according to his 
wont,” 

“ Laughed heartily to hear the subtle 
witted 

Infant give such a plausible account, 

And every word a he.” 


So the Music-hall Muse “ winks” 
knowingly, and knavishly, at her 
audience, and her audience “laugh 
heartily,”’ in Jovian guffaws, at her 
winks. What wonder then that she | 
should lyrically apostrophise ‘** The 
Wink” in laudatory numbers ? 


“ Say, boys, now is it quite the thing?” 


she cries in sham deprecation, but 
all the while she ‘‘ winks the other | 
eye” in a way her hearers quite un- 
‘“Cabby knows his fare,” and the Music-hall Muse 
knows her clients. What, we wonder, would be her reception did 
she really carry out her ironically pretended protest and sing to 
the chuckling cads who applaud her, the following version of her 
favourite lay ? 


No. IL. 





derstand. 


THE WINK OF ROGUERY’S EYE. 
Arn—‘' Wink the Other Eye.” 


Say, boys, whatever do men mean 
When they wink the other eye ? 
Why, when “ sharps” say the world is ‘‘ green,” 
Do they wink the other eye ? 
The Radicals and Tories both tell stories, not a few, 
About Measures falsely promised. and reforms long overdue ; 
And when the simple Mob believes that every word is true. 
Then they—wink the other eye! 


Cho Say, boys, now is it quite the thing! 


us. 
Say, should we let them have their fling ? 
Ah, when they get us ‘on a string ”’ 
Then they wink the other eye! 
Say, boys are Leaders to be loved, 


When they wink the other eye? 
By artful speech the Mob is moved, 
Till # winks the other eye ; 
The optic Wink ’s the language of the sly and sordid soul, 
The mute freemasonry of Fraud, sign-post to Roguery’s goal. 
When Circe sees her votaries swine ready in sludge to roll 
Then she winks the other eye! 
Chorus.—Say, boys, w it so fine a thing, 
Low Cunning, which Cheat’s laureates sing, 
The Comus of the Mart and Ring, 
Who—winks the other eye ? 





CH NOTICE —Rejected Communications or Contributions, whethsr M3., Priated ‘Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, 
im no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this 


there will be no exception, 


— = gM under whom Axtolycus | 
m having been | 





Say, boys, is Cunning’s promise good, 
When she winks the other eye ? 
Noodledom seeks her neighbourhood, 


And winks its other eye. 


For no one winks so freely as a fool who thinks he’s sly ; 


The dupe of deeper knavery smirks in shallow mimicry 
Of the smirking Jerry Dippier who is sucking him so dry, 


And who winks the other eye. 


Chorus.—S8ay, boys, now is the 


Wink a thing 


Worthy of worship; will you fling 
Your caps in air for the Knave-King 


Who 


The Politician plucks his geese, 
Then he winks the other eye. 


winks the other eye ? 


Brazen Fraud steals Trade’s Golden Fleece, 


Then he winks the other eye. 
Autolycus pipes ballads ; public 
Rabagas raves of *‘ liberty”; ac 


the same, 
They—wink the other eye ! 


mms are his aim ; 
( vancement is his game : 
And when their dupes aren’t looking all these rogues do just 


Chorus.—Say, boys, pwans will you sing 
To winking harpies all a-wing 
To prey on fools; who steal, and sting, 


And—wink the other eye ? 


Wisdom may smile, but Cunning can’t, 


She winks the other eye. 


Humour shall chortle, Mockery shan’t, 


She winks the other eye. 


The stars above us twinkle and the dews beneath us blink, 
All the eyes of Nature sparkle, and from merriment do not shrink, 
The Language of the Eye of Cynic Knavery is—the Wink! 
Roguery ‘‘ winks the other eye!” 
Chorus.—Say, boys, is it quite the thing ? 
** Ducdame” * to fools the Diddlers sing ; 


Trust me ’tis Rascals 


in a Ring 


Who wink the other eye! 


* Amiens. What’s that “ducdime” ? 


Jaques, ’Tis a Greek invocation to call fools into a circle. 
“ As You Like It,” Ac: II., Se. 5, 





THE EVOLUTION OF TOMMY’S PRIVATE-SCHOOL REPORT. 








1. A rough draught, written by the under-master, who certainly 
has had rather a trying week with Tommy. 
‘‘I am unable to speak highly of either his intelligence or his 


industry ; but occasionally he works well, and 


made powed yoo om this term. His conduct is not always good.” 


2. Secon 


repetition and accidentally knocked down the black-board. 


‘* Exceptionally stupid and idle. 


has undoubtedly 
rough draught; Tommy in the meantime has missed a 


Cannot be said to have made any 


progress whatever this term, although he has had every effort made 


with him. 
extreme.” 
3. Fair copy to be submitted to the 


term. 
honour.” 


His conduct is abominable, noisy and unruly in the 


rincipal ; of course, TOMMY 
had not intended to be overheard when he spoke of the under-master 
as ** Old Pig-face,” but this is the result. 
| ‘*A more idle and utterly worthless boy it has never been my | 
misfortune to teach. Seems to have gone steadily backward all the | 


Is most objectionable in his manners, and has no sense of 





| 4. Fair copy, as amended by the principal; how was Tommy to 
| know that stone would break the conservatory window, and drive the 


principal to alter the report to this ? 


** Would be better suited in a reformato 


standing. Utterly depraved, vicious and idle, with marked criminal 


instincts. In imtellect verges on the 


imbecile. 


marked improvement next term, I cannot keep him.” 


| 
to 
term. 

write like this. 


| “A singularly bright and high-spirited boy; a little given to 
mischief, as all boys are, but quite amenable to discipline. 


| assistant speaks most highly of his 
| general intelligence. 


He seems wel tem. 
conduct is, on the whole, admirable. He is truthful and conscientious. 


Unless there is 4 
5. Principal's final copy ; it was fortunate that Tommy happened 


remark that he had four cousins who were, perhaps, coming nezt 
One can't lose four pupils, even if it makes it necessary % 


My 


rogress this term, and of his 


suited b 





COUPLET BY A CYNIC, 


** Poerry does not sell!” ¢ 


plaintive pleaders. 


Alas! most modern Poetry does—its readers ! 


our system. 





wu 
rule 


His 


than in a school of this | 
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JOHANNIS” 


KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
QURCED ENTIRELY WITH NATURAL CAS. 
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Indigestion. 
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beverage. 
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Gold Medals, Paris, 1878: 1889. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT’S PENS. 


The new (very large Barrel Pen) ‘‘ MAMMOTH QUILL,” No. 1001, three in Box 
with Holder, 2s.; No. 1001 Gilt, two in B ox with Holder, 2s. 
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For PLEASURE and PROFIT. | FA @ PEP RI NS’ 
FRUIT 


A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LO LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 
of Appetite, Gastric and 
E. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


Intestinal Troubles, 
SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 2a. Gd. A BOX. 
The Original and Genuine “ erenterahe Sauce.” 









Nothing so Profitable and Easy to Grow. For HOT and COLD 
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ORNAMENTAL TREES 91 ACRES. &c., &e. 


4 ACRES OF CLASS. 
CLEMATIS (80,000), from 15s. per doz. 


N.B. — Single Plants are sold at slightly increased 
prices. 


SEEDS and Vegetable, Flower, 
BULBS and Farm. 
DESCRIPTIVE LISTS FREE. 


RICHARD SMITH & CO., Worcester. | 
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J. EXSHAW & 60'S 
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Her Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 
AND BROWN LABELS. 


FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH. 
Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 

Prevents the decay of the TEETH 
Renders the Teeth PEAKLY WILITR, 
Is perfectly harmiess, and 
Delicious to the Taste 
Is partly composed of Honey, and extracts 
from sweet herbs and plants 
Of ali Chemists and Perfumers throughout the 
world. 2s. 6d. per bottle 


PLORILINE TOOTH POWDER only, 
Put up in glass jars. Price ls 
Prepared only by 
The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 

33, Farringdon Road, London, £.C 
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WAVERLEY PEN 
| MA WIVE WEL eet OW 
C Dina UROM 


4. and is 1s. per Box, at all Stationers 
Sample Box of all the kinds, Is. 14. by Post 


Waverley ey Works, EDINBURGH. 


HOT MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATH. 


Daily yield 507,600 geltone, at « temperature of 


} a founded at Kath by the Romans in the Firet 
The waters are well known as bein most 
Saluatle tn } ey of Kheumatiom, Gout, an skin 
Affections he Corporation of Hath have re 
enlarged and perfected the Kathe at great expe nee 
In the words of one of the greatest Hygie 
Physicians, Tut Barus ane THe Mowr comrirre un 
Ecrore. Band Dally in the Pump-Room. Letters 
to the Manager will receive attention and every 
information 









“WEAR THE VENTILATED 
CELLULAR CLOTH 
AND CLOTHING. 


HEALTHY AND DURABLE. 
UNDERWEAR, DKESS SHINTS, 
NIGHT CLOTHING 


Illustrated Price List, with names of 169 Country 
Agents, sent post free on appticntion A complet 
amortment of Btock at 


ROBERT BCOTT, 4 & 15, Po 


wurny, Onearapr, 
oy, W 


OLIVER BKOS., 417, Oxvronp Br., Lon ve 


RICE 





BestsSarest 0D 
SOLD BY ALL CHEMIST: 
AND PERFUMERS,IN 
ELECANT CRYST. 
TOILET CASKET 


price 2/6. 


ALSO IN PAT! 
WETALUC BC 
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Th Lancet mye vRIVAts = i 
* Would be aad- “I haw | 
milatel with great BERGEES thes 
enae.”’ to wa rue 
The London Medi- ev ~~ 6B 
cal Record anys doctor's directia” | 
It is retained say tts etennt,® 
when all other pom « —@ Ss 
fooda are re to ae 
jected.” ETAIL IM TING, 1s. 64., 2s. 64., Es., tA of Chemists, &c., everywhere. WHOLESALE OF ALL a would diget | 














THE 


HABIT OF HEALTH. 


IVILIZATION by Soap is only skin-deep directly; but indirectly there 
OC is no limit to it. 

If we think of soap as a means of cleanliness only, even then PEARS’ 
SOAP is a matter of course. It is the only soap that is all soap and 
nothing but soap—no free fat nor free alkali in it. 

But what does cleanliness lead to? It leads to a wholesome body and 
mind; to clean thoughts; to the habit of health; to manly and womanly 
beauty. 

PEARS’ SOAP has to do with the wrinkles of age—we are forming 
them now. If life is a pleasure, the wrinkles will take a cheerful turn 
when they come; if a burden, a sad one. The soap that frees us from | 
humours and pimples brings a lifeful of happiness. Wrinkles will come; let | 
us give them the cheerful turn. 





Virtue and wisdom and beauty are only the habit of happiness. 


CIVILIZATION by soap, pure soap, PEARS’ SOAP, that has no 


alkali in it—nothing but ssi more than skin-deep. 








BIRD’S “ro Henry PEASE ‘ Co's Succts, 
a ee 
CUSTARD DRESS FABRIGS. 


SENT POST-FREE ON APPROVAL TO ANY ADDRESS. 


Amy Length Cut at Mill Prices. 
D | All the latest and most fashionable Designs, and entirely new weavings of their World 


renowned Cross-Warp Serges, Gold Medal Merinos and Cashmerss 
Supplies 4 Daily Luxury—Dainties in Endless and Rough and Ready T weeds. New Shades for the Season in charming i 
Variety —The Choicest Dishes and Richest | * “" “pith sad to Dublin, Belfast Limorick, Cork ani Waterford. 











Any article not approved exchanged within Seven Days. All Goods are wa 


Custard. Lendon Sale Room: 244, REGENT STREET (over Jeff's, and Harris, the Furriers), 

Where a full range of Patterns, as well as goods in the piece, and finished Costume, 
N ©] EG GS REQ UIRED. may be seen. Experienced Assistants are in attendance to take measurements 
instructions for Dressmaking, and prompt execution of all orders is — 








CADBURY'S 


COCOASABSOLUTELY PURE, tener BEST 


E = “The 1 name » Cadbury on any packet o of Cocoa or Ch Chocolate is a guarantee of purity. 2 _waataat Annual, 
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sag sPORTING |$PONCE’S SPORTING TOUR 
for 
, NOVE LS On November 3oth, in One Volume, Large Crown 8vo, with about 70 Illustrations. Price 6/- 
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SMITH, ELDER, & CO.’S NEW BOOKS, 


NEW NOVEI vA 


NAN DOYLE. 
(THE WHITE COMPANY. by 
7 aM ; cK, & 8 
A DRAUGHT OF LETHE. By 
By 


WEW GRUB STREET 
" A lifes ™ ng 4 


*), New Be } 


TH: & CORNHILL MAGAZINE 
Rect 0 me Ho a» 7 ae 

haps is Afoot” The Waits of 
Wind Cr reek Riddies The Finch Family” 


The White Company,” 


Ballade of the Olive 
wa D Micah Clarke, 


Place 


BRITISH SILKS. ~UGHT DYE. 


Parrenxs |} + Pos 
DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, 
Wigmore Street and Wolbeck Street, Losdca, W. 


TRIPLE SPLICED INSTEP HOSE. 


I Ladies « » Cashmere, Spun Silk, 
x, 4 
astrations List Post Free 
DEBE NHAM sat FREEBODY, 
Wigmore and Welbeck Stroct, Len‘cs, W 





Prans 4 Estimares 
given for the 


2 \ FIRE PROTECTION 
OF MANSIONS 


in all parts of the kingdom 


SHAND, MASON «Co, 


MAKERS a TEAM FIRE ENGINES 
To Her Mafesty the Queen, the Duke of 
Portland, the Duke of Sutheriand, &c, 






ILLUSTRATES CATALOGUES FREE. 


75, UPPER CROUND STREET, 





BLACKFRIARS ROAD, LONDON, | 

F a moat remarkably casy,laxu 
AM BENZ 
with 
interchan. 
Miade 
sands of + 

oa te ; 
nials. Prices, &: each . with 2 Diades, és; with 4 bi, 
in handsome case, i ¥ renters, or the maker, 
P. ARHKENZ, Ot. Cha * Street, birmingham, intro 
ducer uf the origin suine Gem Air Guna 


BREAKFAST OR SUPPER. 


EP? 2 £6 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTINC. 


COCOA 


BOILING WATER OR MILK. 





Mitwaros’ 
yx-eyed 
wee Ne eases 
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CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 





AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Darcy Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 











ack FoR 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE’S PLATE. 


Reon.) 


“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 











SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


SCHOOL 
OUTFITS. 


Mesrs. SAMUI L 
BROTHERS have rea 
for amediate use a v« 


large § = assortment f 
hors’ and YOUTHS 
CLOTH IN ¢ They 
l also be pleased to 
nd, 7] tion, 
‘ 

lies, 

their 





containing che ut 
“0 oo Thi 
furnishes details of the 
various departments, 
with Price Lists, &c 


BLIS8'S Chipping Nor- 
ton Riding and Suiting 
Tweeds, Cheviots, 
Homespuns, Berges, &c. 

very iarge assortment 
or the eductions of 
this eminent firm is 
“Bron ” Serr. always kept in stock 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
Mere mr Gasaetens. &e., “~~ 
: wi, and 46, Gray’ ois Inn an 





Invaluable 














CENTLEMEN’S WICS. 
Perfect Imitations of Mature. 


7 Ww ane ess, no Wiggy appearance. 


Unshrinkable Material. Instruc 
jons for self measurement on 
application 


CHAS. BOND & SON, 
546, OXFORD STREET, W. 
Specialists also for Ladies’ 
Wigs and Scalpettes 
Send for Lustre Catalogue. 


HOOPING COUGH, 
CROUP. 


ROCHE’S HERBAL EMBROCATION. 








The celebrated effec A cure without internal 
mec [- le Wholesale Agents, W. Enwanps & 
" Queen Vi ote ria St rest, London 
d by most Chemists Price 4s. per bottie. 
Paris—E. Aca 28, Rue St. Mart 





North W illiarn Street. 


ores & Co., 


oni 


(rRape Manx.) 


ii SEVEN NEW SIZES. 


“YOU PRESS THE BUTTON, 
WE DO THE REST.” 





ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE. 

The EASTMAN PHOTO MATERIALS C0., Lid., 

115, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W. 
Paris: 4, Place Vendéme. 








Pe SAVE THE TEETE, coE DAILY 


THOMPSON and CAPPER’S 


DENTIFRIGE 
WATER 


Beauti ifie ent the Teer 
Pp t Fragrance to the Harara. 
« and Ke efreshing to the Moutu 
away smell of Tosace« 
of this the first liquid Te mtifrios 
to many inst 







« 1 
imitations essary for purctiasers to see 
&C.'s signature band on each Lvttie 
Bottles, ls. 6d., 2s. Gd., 4s. Gd, ent Ke — hag all 
Chemists and Stores, or x nt, post free, m 
55, KOLD STREET, LIV BRPOOL.- 
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SCRUSB & Co., 15 Red Cross Street, 8.E. 


TRY IT IN Nn Your BATH. 
Scruss's nSeeeekn) AMMONIA. 


MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
Refreshing as a Turkish Bath 
for Toilet pur; 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, & 

estores the Colour to Carpets. 
Cleans Plate and Jewellery 
1s. bottle for six to ten baths. 
Of all Grocers, Chemists, 


08es. 


axe. 


OXFORD.-MITRE i 


ONE OF THE MOsT EOONOwca, 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THe Kixgp 


NEW YORK. 
THE BUCKINGHAM Hr 


NEW YORK. 
THE BUCKINGHAM HOT 


Evrorgay P. Lan), 
yIFTH AVENUE, 
The most fashionable, cop venient, 
| healthy locality, with magnifert. 
Rooms, superb Cuisine, eleva 
private ~~ Rooms, ev. ay m 
provement, ect sanitation, and , Tooden 
charges. WETHERBEE & Py 


ow ha 


7 
HOTEL Mero 


0 
J ” Oren 


Recepti 
Visitor 
“WHITEHALL COURT. 





* publi 
























These excellent Suites are fitted with every 
convenience Hot and Cold Water, Hea 
Light and jheife? Visitors’ and Servants Lit 
peration night and day, and occupy the 
Position in Venton, off affording extensite view 
he River (with the Surrey Hills in the ¢ 
and the Embankment Gardens. They are aise 
conveniently and centrally situate with respect 
the_princ: Clubs, Theatres, &c e Toome 
all finished to suit the wishes of incoming T 
and the Rents include all Kates, Taxes, © 
Supply, lighting and heating of the Corridon 
Staircases, and the services of all the Porter. 
Suites may be viewed at any time on applicatial 
the Superintendent, J. C. Summrarinis, t 
Office on the premises ; or to Hamrrox & 
Estate Agents, 1 Coney (late Wa 





















CELEBRATED 


BUTTER, ‘SCOT 














Worranted Perfect. 
Black Handle 6/6, Ivory Handle 7/0; of all bale 









MACASSAR OIL 


| Nourishes and Preserves the Hai, 
makes it Soft and Silky, and is the 
Best 


BRILLIANTINE 


being not too greasy or drying; 97° 
ally suited for Ladies’ and os 
Hair; bottles, 3. 6d.; 7s.; 10. @ 


SOLD EVERYWHERE 
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YOUNG GRANDOLPH’S BARTY. 























Y cong Gasanetees hat a Barty ; 
He hunts der lions now, 
All in der lone Mashonaland, 

But he does not ‘* score ’’—somehow. 
One Grand Old Lion he dared to peard, 
Und he “* potted ” Earls and Dukes, 
But eight or nine real lions at once, 
He thinks are “‘ trop de luxe.” 


Young Granpotrn hat a Barty, 

_ But he scooted cross der sea, 

Und he tidn’t say to dem, ‘‘ Come, my poys, 
Und drafel along mit me!” 





A frikander | 
Version of the| 
great Breit-| 
mann Ballad. 
DenT ed, ** more 
in sorrow than | 
in anger,” by a | 
** Deutscher” 
resident in the | 
distant regions | 
where the Cor- | 
respondent of 
the “ Daily| 
Graphic” is, 

like der Herr | 
' Breitmann 
himself, ‘‘ dra- 
fellin’ apout 
like efery- 


dings."’) 


OUNG GranpotrnH hat a Barty 


He fell’d in luf mit der African goldt ; 
Mit Sorry he’d hat a row; 

He dinks dat his secession 
Would make der resht look plue, 

But, before he drafel vast and yar, 
His Barty sphlit in two. 


| 
Vhere ish dat Barty now ? | 


Young Granpo.rn hat a Barty 
Dere vash B-Lr-r, W-irr, and G-nrsrt, 
Dey haf vorgot deir ‘* Leater,” 
Und dat ish not deir vorst. 
B-1F-Rk vill ‘* boss” der Commons, 
Vhile GranpoLpH—sore disgraced 
Ish ‘‘ oop a tree,” like der Bumble Bee, 
Und W-.rr and G-rst are ‘‘ placed.” 


Young Granpotru hat a Barty— 
Vhen he dat Barty led, 

B-.t¥F-k vash but a ‘* Bummer,” 
A loafing lollop-head. 

Young Tories schvore by GraNnpDoLrn, 
(Dey schvear at GRANDOLPH now, ) 
Now at de feet of der *‘ lank wsthete ” 

Der Times itshelf doth bow! 


Young GranporH hat a Barty, 
Dere all vash ‘‘ Souse und Brouse.”’* 
Now he hets not dat prave gompany 
All in der Commons House, 
To see him skywgle GL-pst-NF, 
Und schlog him on der kop. 
Young Tory bloods no longer shout 
Till der Scupraker bids dem shtop. 


Un@ like dat Rhine Mermaiden 

** Vot hadn’t got nodings on,’’ 
Dey ‘* don’t dink mooch of beoplesh 
Vat goes mit demselfs alone ! ”’ 


Young Granpoirn hat a Barty 
Vhere ish dat Barty now ? 
Vhere ish dat oder ARTHUR’s song 
Vot darkened der Champerlain’s prow ” 
Vhere ish de eth! ames om stern, 
De shtar of der Tory fight ? 
All gon’d afay, as on Woodcock’s wing, 
Afay in de ewigkeit! 


* Saus und Braus—Ger., Riot and Bustle. 








| “Correct Carp, Gents! ”’—‘‘ Wanted a Map of London ” was the heading of a letter in 


the Times last Thursday. No, Sir! that’s not what is wanted. 


There are hundreds of ’em, | 


OYSTERLESS. 

(By an Impecunious Gourmet. ) 
[Oysters are very dear, and are likely, as the season 
advances, to be still higher in price. ] 

On, Oyster mine! Oh, Oyster mine! 
-You’re still as exquisitely nice ; 

With perfect pearly tints you shine, 

But you are such an awful price. 

The lemon and the fresh cayenne, 
Brown bread and butter and the stout 

Are here, and just the same, but then 
What if I have to leave you out ? 


What wonder that my spirits droop, 
That life can bring me no delight, 
When I must give up oyster soup, 
So softly delicately white. 
The curry powder stands anear, 
The scallop shells, but what care I— 
You ’re so abominably dear, 
O Oyster! that I cannot buy. 


With sad imaginative flights, 
I think upon the days of yore ; 
Like TickLER, on Ambrosian nights, 
I have consumed thee by the score. 
And still, whenever you appeared, 
My pride it was to use you well ; 
I let the juice play round your beard, 
And always on the hollow shell. 


it 
i 


I placed you in the fair lark-pie 
Vith steak and kidneys too, of course ; 

Your ancestors were glad to die, 

So well I made the oyster sauce, 
I had you stewed and featly fried, 

And dipped in batter—think of that ; 
And, as a pleasant change, I’ve tried 

You, skewered in rows, with bacon-fat, 


‘* Where art thou, ALicr ?” cried the bard, 
‘* Where art thou, Oyster?” I exclaim. 
It really is extremely ard, 
To know thee nothing but a name. 
For this is surely torment worse 
Than Dante heaped upon his dead ;— 
To find thee quite beyond my purse, 
And so go oysterless to bed. 





A propos o¥ THY SPCRETARY FoR Wan’s 


specially seductive pocket ones, ee the very streets that one wants to discover as short | noskaTE ArTer-Dinner Sprecn (on the 


| cuts to great centres carefully omit 


. What ts wanted isa correct map of London, divided | 


| nto pocketable sections, portable, foldable, durable, on canvas,—but if mngeetoet, as so many | 


| of these small 


pocket catch-shilling ones are just now, although professec 


ly brought up to 


date’91, they are worse than useless, and to purchase one is a waste of time, conga and money. 


We could mention an attractive-looki 


little map—which, but no—— Publis 


1ers and public 


entirely satisfactory state of the Army 
generally).—(Stan-) “ nove told a flattering 
tale.” 


University Mem.—The Dean of Christ 


are hereby cautioned! N.B.—Test well your pocket map through a magnifying glass before | Church will keep his seat till Christmas, and 


| buying. “Experto crede ! 


just a Luppewt longer. 
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Late, upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, tired but cheery, 

Over many an optimistic record of War Office lore ; 

Whilst | worked, assorting, mapping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As of someone rudely rapping, rapping at my Office-door. 

“Some late messenger,’ i muttered, ** tapping at my Office-door 
Only this, but it’s a bore.” 

I remember—being sober—it was in the chill October, 

Light from the electric globe or horseshoe lighted wall and floor ; 

Also that it was the morrow of the Holborn Banquet; sorrow 
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From the Blue Books croakers borrow—sorrow for the days of yore, 
For the days when “ Rule Britannia” sounded far o'er sea ant 
shore. Ah! it must have been a bore! 


But on that let’s draw the curtain. I am simply cock-sure—certam 
That ‘‘ our splendid little Army ” never was so fine before. 
It will take a lot of beating! Such remarks I keep repeating; 
They come handy—after eating, and are always sure to score 
Dash that rapping chap entreating entrance at my Office-door - 

It is an infernal bore ! 














OcropeR 31, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARLI. 








Presently I grew more placid (Optimists should not be | 
acid. drumming there no more.”’ | 
“Come in!” I exclaimed—‘** found you! Pray stand | 
jut the donkey still kept tapping. “ Dolt!” I mut- | 
tered, sharply snapping, (Office-door ? 
“Why the deuce do you come rapping, rapping at my | 
Yet not ‘enter’ when you’re told to’’’—here 1 opened | 
wide the door— 
Darkness there, and nothing more. 
(Open next I flung the shutter, when, with a prodigious | 
flutter, ae. 
Inthere stepped a bumptious Raven, black as any blacka- | 
Not the least obeisance made he, not a moment stopped 
or stayed he, ¢ Wftice dor, 
But with seornful look, though shady, perched above my 
Perched upon BRITANN1IA’s bust that stood above my Office- | 
door— Perched, and sat, and seemed to snore. 
“We mM I said, sardonic smiling, ‘‘ this is really rather | 
riling ; 
“It comports not with decorum such as the War Office bore 
In old p bone stiff and clean-shaven. Dub me a Glad- 
stonian craven ; 
If I ever saw a Raven at the W. O. before. [of yore,” 
fell me what your blessed name is. ‘ Rule Britannia’ held 
Quoth the bird, ‘* Tis so no more! ” 


Much I marvelled this sophistic fowl to utter pessimistic 
Fustian, which so little meaning—little relevancy bore 
lo the rule of me and Sorry; but, although it may 
sound folly, {General ” wore, 
This strange fowl a strange resemblance to ** Our Only 
lo the W-Ls-L-y whose pretensions to sound military lor: 
Are becoming quite a bore. 


But the Raven, sitting lonely cn that much-peeled bust, 
spake only eee poor. 
Of our Army as a makeshift, small, ill-manned, and 
Drat the pessimistic bird!—he grumbled of ‘‘ the hurdy- 
gurdy {fought before, 
Marching-past side of a soldier’s life in peace.” ‘* We've 
Winning battles with boy-troops,”’ I cried, ** We’ll do as | 
we before——”’ 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore!” 


“Nonsense!” said I. ‘‘ After dinner at the Holborn, as 
a winner 

Spake I in the Pangloss spirit to the taxpayers, (Don’t 

Told them our recruits—who’ll master e’en unmerciful 
disaster, [yore,”— 

Come in fast and come in faster, quite as good as those of 

Flattering tales of (Stan) Hope!” cried the bird, whose dismal 
dirges bore, One Fat ” 


| 


(snore!) | Twetvemonrn ! 


k burden—‘‘ Nevermore ! 
‘Hang it, Raven, this 7s riling! ” cried I. ‘‘ Stop your rude reviling! 
Then | wheeled my office-chair in front of bird and bust and door ; 
And upon its cushion sinking, “I,” I said, ** will smash like winking 
lhis impeachment you are bringing, O you ominous bird of yore, 

O you grim, ungainly, phast y, grumbling, gruesome feathered 
bore!” roaked the Raven, ‘* You I'll floor.” 
Then methought the bird looked denser, and his cheek became 

immenser, 

And he twaddled of Von Morrke, and his German&Army Corps ; 

Flattering the tax-payers’ vanity,”’ and much similar insanity, 

In a style that lacked urbanity, till the thing became a bore. 

“Oh, get out of it!” I cried; “‘ our little Army yet will score.” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore! ”’ 

* Prophet!” said I, ‘‘ of all evil, that we’re ‘ going to the devil’ 

Has been the old croaker’s gospel for a century, and more. 

lted-gilled Colonels this have chaunted in BriTaNN1A’sears undaunted, 

By their ghosts you must be haunted. Take a Blue-pill, I implore ! 

When our Army meets the foe it’s bound to lick him as of yore!” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore |” 


“Prophet!” said I, ‘that’s uncivil. You may go to—well, the 
devil ! o'er. 

That Establishments are ‘ short,’ and ‘standards’ lowered o’er and 

That mere ‘ weeds,’ with chests of maiden, cannot march with knap- 

That the heat of sultry Aden, or the cold of Labrador, [sack laden ; 

Such can’t stand, may be the truth; but keep it dark, bird, | 
implore ! ”” Quoth the Raven, ‘*‘ Nevermore!” 


“Then excuse me, we'll be parting, doleful fowl,” I cried, 
« , Upstarting ; [shore ! 
Get thee back to—the Red River, or the Nile’s sand-cumbered 
£ave no ‘ Magazine’ as token of the twaddle you have spoken. 
What? Brrrawyra stoney-broken?’ Quit her bust above my door. 
| Take thy hook from the War Office ; take thy beak from off my 
door!” Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore!” 


THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 
Aunt Jane. 
Matilda. 


Aunt Jane, ‘‘ WELL, THE MOST 
you KNow 





‘ 
\ a 
/ 


Turez WerppiInecs IN oUR FAMILY WITHIN A 


” 


“THAT MAKES 
It WILL BE YOUR TURN NEXT, MATILDA 

**On, wo!” 

EXTRAORDINARY THINGS HAPPEN SOMETIMES, 

hs 

| And the Raven still is sitting, croaking statements most unfitting, 
On Brrrannta’s much-peeled bust that’s placed above my Office-door, 
And if Pangloss, e’en in seeming, lent an ear to his dark dreaming, 
Useless were official scheming, grants of millions by the score, 
For my soul were like the shadow that he casts upon the floor, 

i Dark and dismal evermore ! 


TUPPER’S PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY UP TO DATE, 


[The range of our inquiry was intended to include the whole migratory 
range for seals . . . Our movements were kept most secret.”"—Sir George 
Baden-Powell on the Work of the Behring Sea Commission. | 


WE came, we saw, we—held our tongues (myself —BaDen-PowrLt— 
and Mr. Dawson.) 

We popped on each seal-island ‘ unbeknownst,” and what we 
discovered we held our jaws on. ‘ ; 

We'd five hundred interviews within three months, which I think 
** outs the record” in interviewing, 

Corresponded with ’Frisco, Japan, and Russia ; so I hope you'll allow 
we ’ve been “* up and doing.” 

(Not up and saying, be’t well understood), As Turrer 
Honourable C. H., Minister a ; : 

Of Fisheries) said, in the style of his namesake, ‘* The fool imagines 
all Silence is sinister, 

‘*But the wise man knows that it’s often dexterous.” 
inquisitive shyness or bounce ’Il ; ; 

Make us “too previous” with our Report, which goes first to the 
Queen and the Privy Council. 

Some bigwig’s motto is, “‘ Say and Seal,” but as Turrex remarked 
a forefinger laying : - 

To the dexter side ot a fine proboscis, ‘Our motto at present is, 


‘1 


Seal without saying ! 


(the 


he sure no 


Lecat Query.—The oldest of the thirteen Judges on the Scotch 








Bench is Yours. Any chance for a Junior after this? 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. XII. 


In front of the Hétel Bodenhaus at Spliigen. The Dili- 
e for Bellinzona is having its team attached. An elderly 
nglishwoman ts sitting on her trunk, trying to run through the 
ust hundred pages of a novel from the Hotel Library before 
her departure. Popwory ts in the Hotel, negotiating for sand- 
CULCHARD is practising his Italian upon a very dingy 
gentleman in amoked spectacles, with a shawl round his throat. 
The Dingy Italian (suddenly discovering CULCHARD’S nationality). 
eco Inglese! Lat us spika Ingelis. I onnerstan’ ’im to ze 
bottor le. (Laboriously, to Cotcuarn, who tries to conceal his 
‘Ow menni time you employ to go since Coire at here ? 
with vague encouragement.) Vich manners of vezzer you 
vere possess troo your trave s—mosh ommerella? (C.’s eyes grow 
racant.) Ha, | tink it vood! Zis day ze vicket root sall ’ave plenti 
to pull, &e., &e. (Here Popsury comes up, and puts some rugs 
in the coupé of the diligence.) You sit at ze Deginaing-end, hey ? 
better, you tink, zan ze mizzle? I too, zen, sall ride at ze front—we 
vill spika Ingelis, altro! 
Podb. (overhearing this, with horror). One minute, CcuLcHarD. 
Tle draws him aside. I say, tor goodness’ sake, don’t let ’s have 
that old organ-grinding Johnny in the 
| coupe with us / 


wiches 


chagrin 
C. nods 


rw 


Culch. Organ-grinder! you are so very 


| insular! For anything you can tell, he 
may be a decayed nobleman. 

Pod. (coarsely). Well, let him decay 
somewhere else, that’s all! Just tell the 
Conductor to shove him in the intérieur, do, 
while I nip in the coupé and keep our places. 

CULCHARD, on reflection, adopts this sug- 
gestion, and the Italian Gentleman, after 
fluttering feebly about the coupé door, 
is unceremoniously bundled by the Con- 
ductor the hinder part of the 


diligence. 


into 


In the Bernardino Pass, during the Ascent. 
Culch. Glorious view one gets at each 
| fresh turn of the road, Poppury! Look at 
Hinter-rhein, far down below there, like a 
toy village, and that vast desolate valley, 
with the grey river rushing through it, and 
the green glacier at the end, and these 
awful snow-covered peaks all round—iook, 
man ! 
|  Podb, 1’m looking, old chap. It’s all 
there, right enough ! 
Culch. (vexed). It doesn’t seem to be 
| making any particular impression on you, | 
must say ! 

Podb It’s making me deuced peckish, I 
know that—how about lunch, eh! 

Culch. (pa We are going through 
| scenery likejthis, and all you think of is—lunch! (Poppury opens 
a basket.) You may give me one of those sandwiches. What made 
| you get real’ and the bread’s all crust, too! Thanks, I’ll take 
| some claret... (They lunch ; the vehicle meanwhile toils up to the 

Pass.) Dear me, we're at the top already! These 


ned). 


he ad of the 
| rocks shut out the valley altogether—much colder at this height, 
eh’ Don’t you find this keen air most exhilarating ? 
1 odb. (shivering). Oh very, do you mind putting your window up ? 
Thanks, You seem uncommon chirpy to-day. Beginning to get 
over it, eh’ 
Culch. We shan’t get over it for some hours yet. 
|  Podb. I didn’t mean the Pass, | meant—(hesitating)—well, your 
little affair with Miss Prenpercast, you know. f 
Culch. My little affair? Get over? (He suddenly understands. 
Oh, ah, to be sure. Yes, thank you, my dear fellow, it is not making 
me particularly unhappy. | He goes into a fit of silent laughter. 
Podb, Glad to hear it. (To himself.) ’Jove, if he only knew what 
Iknow! _ (He chuckles. 
Culch. You don't appear to be exactly heartbroken ¢ 
Podb. 1° why should | be—about what ? 
: ¢ ‘ulch, (with an affectation of reserve). Exactly, I was forgetting. 
To himself.) \t’s really rather humorous. (He laughs again. 
Ha, we're beginning to go down now. Hey for Italy—la bella 
Italia! (The diligence takes the first curve.) Good Heavens, what 
a turn! We're going at rather a sharp pace for downhill, eh? | 
suppose these Swiss drivers know what they ’re about, though. 
Podb. Oh, yes, generally—when they ’re not drunk. I can only see 
this fellow’s boots—but they look to me a trifle squiffy. 
Culch. (inspecting them, anxiously). He does seem to drive very 


* An elderly Englishwoman i 


recklessly. Look at those leaders—heading right for the precipice 
ee just saved it! How we do lurch in swinging round! 

Podb. Topheavy—I expect, too much luggage on board—haye 
another sandwich f 7 

Culch. Not for me, thanks. I say, I wonder if i*’s safe, having 
no parapet, only these stune posts, eh ? 

Pod. Safe enough—unless the wheel catches one—it was as near 
as a toucher just then—aren’t you going to smoke? No? Jam, 
ty the way, what were yoa so amused about just now, eh ? 

“Culch. Was 1 amused? (The vehicle gives another tremendous 
lurch. Re ally, this is too horrible ! 

Podb. (with secret enjoyment). We’re right enough, if the horses 
don't happen to stumble. That off-leader isn’t over sure-footed— 
did you see that? (Culch. shudders.) But what’s the joke about 
Miss PRENDERGAST ? 

Culch. (irritably). Oh, for Heaven’s sake, don’t bother about that 
I’ve something else to think about. My goodness, we were 
nearly over that time! What are you ooneg at ? 

Podb. (who has been leaning forward). Only one of the traces— 
they ’ve done it up with a penny ball of string, but I daresay it will 
stand the strain. You aren’t half enjoying the view, old fellow. 

Culch. Yes, lam. Magnificent !—glorious!—isn’t it ? 

Podb. Find you see it better with your eyes shut? But I say, | 
wish you ’d explain what you were sniggering at. 

: Culch. Take my advice, and don’t press 
ay me, my dear fellow; you may regret it if 
’ vv 


’ 
mow. 


you do! 

Podb, I'll risk it. It must be a devilish 
funny joke to tickle you like that. Come, 
out with it! 

Culch. Well, if you must know, I was 
laughing . . . Oh, he’ll nerer get those 
horses round in... J was—er — rather 
amused by your evident assumption that | 
must have been rejected by Miss Prey- 
DERGAST. 

Podb. Oh, was that it? 
nothing of the kind, eh ? 

(He chuckles again. 

Culch. (with dignity). No doubt you will 
find it very singular; but, as a matter of 
fact, she—well, she most certainly did not 
discourage my pretensions. 

Podb. The deuce she didn’t! Did she tell 
you Ruskry’s ideas about cuurtship being a 
srobation, and ask you if you were ready to 
be under vow for her, by any chance ? 

Culch. This is too bad, Poppury; you 
must have been there, or you couldn’t pos- 
sibly know! 

Podb. Much obliged, I’m sure. I don’t 
listen behind doors, as a general thing. | 
suppose, now, she set you a trial of some 
kind, to prove your mettle, eh ? 

{ With another chuckle. 

Culch. (furiously). Take care—or I may 
tell you more than you bargain for! 

Podb. Go on—never mind me. Bless you, J’m under vow for her, 
too, my dear boy. Fact! u : 

Culch. That ’g.impossible, and I can prove it. The service she 
demanded was, Gea I should leave Constance at once—with you. 
Do you understand—with you, Popsury! 

Podb. (with a prolonged whistle). My aunt! ; 

Culch. (severely). You may invoke every female relative you 
possess in the world, but it won’t alter the fact, and that alone 
ought to convince 7 

Podb. Hold on a bit. Wait till you’ve heard my penance. 
told me to cart you off, Now, then ! T j 

Culch. (faintly). 1f I thought she ’d been trifling with us both 
like that, I’d never-—— 

Podb. She’s no end of a clever girl, you know. And, after all, 
she may only have wanted time to make up her mind. 

Culch. (violently). I tell you what she is—she’s a cold-blooded 
pedantic prig, and a systematic flirt! I loathe and detest a prig, but 
a flirt I despise—yes, despise, Poppury ! i 

Podb. (with only apparent irrelevance). The same to you, 4m 
many of ’em, old chap! Hullo, we’re going to stop at this inn. 
Lets get out and stretch our legs and have some coffee. i 

[They do; on returning, they find the Italian Gentleman sm'ing 
blandly at them from inside the coupé. 

The It. G. Goodaby, dear frens, a riverderla ! 
chairs. I vish you a pleasure’s delay ! ‘ a 

Podb. But I say, look here, Sir, we’re going on, and you ‘ve 
our place ! 

The It. G. Sank you verri moch.' I ’ope so 
[He 


And you're 


1 her trunk.’” 


itting o1 


She 


I success at your 


got | 


blows PopBunry a kiss. 
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Podb. (with intense disgust). How on earth are we going to get 
that be out? Set the Conductor at him, Curcnarp, do—you can 
talk the lingo best ! 

Culch. (who has had enough of Popsury for the present). Talk to 
him yourself, my dear fellow, J’m not going to make a row. 


B -» gets in. 
Podb. (to Conductor). Hi! sprechen sie Franziésisch, oder was? i- 


| across the walnuts and the wine, Mr. GLapstonr chan 


ONLY FANCY! 
(From Mr. Punch's Own Rumourists. ) 
Ir may be interesting at this time of the year to mention the fact 


| that Lord Sarispury vee uses a poker in cracking walnuts. He 


says it saves the silver. The other day, whilst wiel ing the poker 


to look in. 


y-a quelque chose dans mon siege, dites-lui de—what the deuce is the | The Premier, with his well-known hospitality, immediately furnished 


French for ** clear out ” ? 
Cond. Montez, Monsieur, nous bartons, montez vite alors ! 
[He thrusts PopBury, protesting vainly, into the intérieur, with 
two peasants, a priest and the elderly Englishwoman. The 
diligence starts again. 








AT THE ITALIAN OPERA. 


Tuesday, October 20th.— Opening night. Roméo et Juliette ; 
débuts of Mile. Snoronet, of the ra Comique, and M. CossrRa, as 
the lovers. Lady Capulet's Small 

Dance, quite the smartest of the 

season, as the Veronese nobility 

present were evidently remarking, 

with abundance of easy gesture, 

to one another, as they led the way 

to the lemonade. The Juliette of 

the evening charming, and soon 


Two (Covent Garden) Gentlemen of Verona !! 


singing herself into the good 
M. Cossrra, ‘than which,” as the Prophet Nicnotas would say, *‘a 
more competent Roméo— ough perhaps a trifle full in the waist for 
| baleony-sealing by moonlight.” If he had really trusted himself to 
| that gossamer ladder in the Fourth Act, he would never have got away 


| to Mantua, especially as Juliette, with the thoughtlessness of her age | 
to secure it inany way. Fortunately it was not a | 


| and sex, omitted 
| long drop, and the descent was accomplished without accident, as 
| will be’seen from the’accompanying sketch. 


> 


Exit Romeo by the Rope Ladder,—a shrewd guess at what really happens. 








Coinck ror A Tenor.—Mr. Sermovr Hapen, the opponent of 
the Cremation gogpel according to THompsoy (Sir Henny of that 
Uk), should come to an a’ ent with the English Light Opera 
tenor, and tack Corrry on to his name. 





of a large audience; ditto, | 


| he replied: ‘It is in view of the General Election. 


the Right Hon. Gentleman with another poker (brought in from the 
wing-room), and ordered up a fresh supply of nuts. 


Mr. GrapsTong, recurring in 
private conversation to a recent 
visit paid by him to Lord Satis- 
BURY in Arlington Street, ques- 
tioned the convenience of a poker 
as an instrument for shattering 
the shell of the walnut. For him- 
self, he says, he has always found 
|a pair of tongs more convenient. 
| The Marquis of Harrineton, 
to whom this remark was re- 
ported, observed that as a dis- 
{sentient Liberal he naturally 
differed from Mr. GLapsronr, 
and was not to the fullest extent 
able to agree with his noble 
|friend, the Marquis of Sais- 
puRY. For his own part, he 
found the most convenient way 
of cracking a walnut was deftly 
to place the article in the in- 
terstice of the dining-room door, 
and gently close it. He found 
this plan combined with its 
original purpose a gentle exercise 
on the part of the guests highly 
conducive to digestion. 


7 

| Two hours later, the Leader of Bb, 
| the Opposition was seen walking 
| up Arlington Street, and on reach- 

ing Piccadilly, he hailed an omni- 

bus, observing the precaution be- 
fore entering of requiring the 
| conductor to produce the scale of 
|charges. ‘‘ No pirate busses for 
| me,”’ the Right Hon. Member remarked, as (omitting the oath) he 
took his seat. 





| 





Ir is no secret in official circles that before the vacancy in the 
office of Postmaster-General was filled, it was placed at the disposal 
of the Baron pe Boox-Worms. Upon Sir James Ferrovsson 
stepping in, the Prime Minister was urgently desirous to have the 
collaboration of the noble Baron at the Foreign Office. But, some- 
how, the post of Under-Secretary vacated by Sir James was assigned 
to Mr.pWitiiamM James Lowrner. 


We are authorised to state that His Imperial Majesty the Emperor 
of Germany, feeling the need of a little change, has resolved to stay 
at home for a fortnight. 


We are in a position to state that just prior to the General Election 
of 1880, Mr. CHAMBERLAIN was observed standing before a cheval 

lass, alternatively fixing his eyeglass in the right eye and in the 
left. Asked why he should thus quaintly occupy his leisure moments, 
If on the plat- 
form any person in the crowd poses you with an awkward question, 
should you be able rapidly to transfer your eyeglass from your right 
eye to your left, omtie the obtruder with a stony stare, he is so 
much engaged in wondering whether you can keep the glass in 

ysition, that he forgets what he asked you, and you can pass on to 
ive dangerous topics.’”’ 


When Mr. Scnompers M‘Donwet informed his chief that Lord 
Ranpotes Caurcuit, had *‘ come upon eight lions,’”’ Lord Sa.is- 
BURY sighed and remained for a moment in deep thought. Then he 
said, ‘‘ How different had the eight lions come upon him!” 


Mr. Grapstoye has backed himself to walk a mile, talk a mile, 
write a mile, review a mile, disestablish a mile, chop a mile and hop 
a mile in one hour. Sporting cireles are much interested in the 
veteran statesman’s undertaking, and little else is talked about at 
the chief West End resorts. The general opinion of those who 
ought to know seems to be in favour of the scythe-bearer, but not a 





few have invested a pound or two on the Mid-Lothian Marvel. 
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TRUE LITERARY EXCLUSIVENESS. 


wy pEAR ReocinaLp! You pon’T MEAN TO SAY YOU 
LY NOT, 


WHy, WHAT 
{ ANDMOTHAH, 


PARTICULAR 
I NEVAH READ A Line oF Byron 


Ixperp I HAVE A QUITE SPECIAL LOATHING AND CoNTEMPT FOR HIM IN THAT PARTICULAR CHARACTAH 
POEMS OF HIS DO YOU OBJECT 


DON’T ADMIRE Byron AS A PORT 


” 


ro 80 STRONGLY?” 
IN MY LirE,—AND I CERTAINLY NEVAH MEAN TO!” 








TRYING IT ON. 
t of a rapprochement between Russia and Italy, even 
haracter, would be to weaken the prestige and moral 
The Times ] 
Mr. Bruin loquttur : 
wr it, quite au mieur ! Now what am I to do? 
lraw her attention, if [’m going to have a chance, 
ems so satistied with those gallants at her side 
ust now in my direction she will hardly deign a glance. 
Pst! Darling, just a word! 
uny post! It is perfectly absurd ! 


eal as 


Pst! Heeds me not the least, just as though I were the Beast, 
And she the sovereign Beauty that she deems she is, no doubt. 
Since she won those burly beauz, it appears to be no go, 
But Bruin ’s an old Masher, and he a what he ’s about. 
Pst! Darling, look this way! 
your pretty little ear | ’ve a word or two to say! 
xe coy Gallic girl I’ve won. It is really awful fun, 
or Aer prejudice was strong as was that of Lady ANNE 
wly crookback, Dick. But my wooing there was quick. 
Oh! of course. That is always Bruin’s plan. 
A flirtation means no harm, 
When you wish not to corrupt or betray, but simply charm. 
Fancy Italian girl won by the swagger twirl 
Of an Austrian moustache! It is monstrous, nothing less. 
What would GarrpaLpi say? Well, he doesn’t live to-day, 
Or he'd tear her from the arm of her ancient foe, I guess. 
And that stalwart Teuton too! 
Do you really think, my girl, he can really care for you ? 


uu always were a flirt, Miss Iratra. You have hurt 


Ah! y 
nee’s feelings very much. Why, she stood your faithful friend 


Fra 


When the hated Austrian yoke bowed your neck. Did you invoke 
The pompous Prussian then your captivity to end ? 
Pst! Just a moment, dear. 
I’ve a word or two to say it were worth your while to hear. 
\h! A hasty glance she throws o’er her shoulder. But for those 
Big, blonde, burly bullies twain, I could win her, I am sure ; 
For my manners all girls praise, and I have such winning ways, 
And my lips, for kisses made, are for love a lasting lure. 
Pst! How those two stride on, 
Without a glance at me! Do they think the game is won? 
rhe Bear, although polite, is as pertinacious, quite, 
As the tactless Teuton pig. 1 ’ll yet spoil their little game. 
Triple Alliance? Fudge! If that girl is a good judg 
She will make a third with Me and my latest Gallic 
Pst! Come along with me, 
My dark Italian delle! We shall make a lovely Three! 
[Left making signs. 


Hrumph ! 


e, ” 
** flame. 





AccI-DENTAL Query.—Let me ask the Patres Conscripti of our 
Academy Royal, why Dentists are not admitted A.R.A. ez officw. | 
We have all for ever so long, since the memory of the oldest J02 | 
MitLer, which runneth not to the contrary, known that Dentists | 
drew teeth. But they nowadays add to their accomplishments by 
painting gums. The other day a friend of ours had a gum beautl- 
fully painted by a Dentist-artist in a certain Welbeck Street studio. 
It was a wonderful gathering; our friend in the chair. 


The Old Joe and the New. 
To the humorous mind of a cynical cast, 
Party change many matters for mirth affords ; 
Sut of all the big jokes, we ’ve the biggest at last, 
In CHAMBERLALN’S backing the House of Lords! 
They toil not, nor spin? That’s a very fa jeer! 
Won't the Lilies take back seats when Jox is a Peer? 
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TRYING IT ON! 


Ti heapers I WAN'T ro SPEAK ro you, MY DEAR 
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“LISTEN TO MY 


TO MY LORD ADDIN 
[Lord ADDINGTON, speaking recently at a Harvest 
Festival, said, “If he were a labourer, and saw « 
rabbit nibbling his cabbages, he would go for that 
rabbit with the first thing at hand.” (Enthusiastic 
cheers.) —Daily News.] 
Lorp ADDINGTON, most wonderful 
Of people-pleasing peers, 
You certainly contrived to raise 
‘* Enthusiastic cheers.” 


The villagers come flocking in 
From all the country through, 

To hear Your Lordship speak his mind 
And tell them what to do. 


You did it well, you told them how 
You ’d have them understand 

A lucky chance has made you own 
A quantity of land. 

Though very fond of shooting, yet 
Your love of shooting 


At letting rabbits have their way 
At decimating crops. 


(Not much Gaiely about it.) 


TALE OF WOA!” 


And so, if you a labourer were, 
(The which of course you ’re not), 
And saw a rabbit in your ground 
A-nibbling—on the spot 


You’d go for him with spade or fork, 
At which, so it appears, 

There rang throughout the crowded room 
‘* Enthusiastic cheers.”’ 


A Peer’s advice is always good, 
So doubtless they will grab it,— 
But no one will be happier than 
The cabbage-nibbling rabbit ! 


A LITTLE STRANGER. 


[“ At the meeting of the Bermondsey Vestry, the 
| Medical Officer reported that water drawn from the 
| service-pipe of a house in the Jamaica Road, had 

been submitted to him. The water was clear, but 
| it contained a live horse-leech.”— Daily Paper.) 








Ou, into our domestic pipes 
They crawl and creep by stealth, 
e gruesome creatures known unto 
An Officer of Health! 

Harken to him of Bermondsey, 
Think what his murmurings teach, 


It did contain a Leech!” 


The service-pipe was sound and good 
In the Jamaica Road ; 

The cistern there had harboured ne’er 
Microbe, or newt, or toad ; 

No clearer water softly laved 
A coral island beach ; : 

So thought the householder, until— 
He found that awful Leech ! 


Perchance he was a temperance foe 
To alcoholic drink, 

And from all dalliance with$Bung 
Did scrupulously shrink. 

Yet now to forms of fluid sin 
He ’ll cotton, all and each ; 

He does not like such liquors, but— 
Prefers them to a Leech! 





| for his 
‘The water seemed quite limpid, /ut— | the best that Gzonox Menepitu has written, 
| as sure as my name is 





Our pipes will not be pipes of peace 
If such things ha 4. rhaggg 

And as for Water Trusts, ’tis hard 
To trust in water now. 

Oh, Co. of Southwark and Vauxhall, 
We ratepayers beseech, 

Double your filtering charges, but— 
Remove the loathly Leech ! 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


THERE is a judicial review of Groror 
Merepirn’s work in the Quarterly for Oc- 
tober—masterly, too, quoth the Baron, as 
striking a balance between effect and defect, 
and finding so much to be duly said in high 
praise of the diffuse and picturesquely-cir- 
cumnavigating Novelist through whose laby- 
rinthine pages the simple Baron finds it hard 
to thread his way, and yet keep the clue. 
When the unskippingly conscientious peruser 
of Grorez M.’s novels is most desirous 
that the author shall go ahead, Groner, like 
}an Irish cardriver, will stop to ‘* discoorse 
us,” and at such length, and so diffusely, 
and with such a wealth of eccentric ma f 
| coining and grammar - dodging, that at last 
the Baron gasps, choked by the rolling bil- 
lows of sonorously booming or boomingly 
sonorous words, battles with the waves, 
ducks, and comes up again breathlessly, 
wondering where he may be, and what it was 
all about. ‘“‘ Story! God bless you, I haven't 
much to tell, Sir!” says the luxuriantly 
fanciful novel-grinder. And he hasn’t much, 
it must be owned, for essenced it would go 











into half a volume, or less, and all over and 
| above is pot-fuls of rich colour, spilt about 
| almost at haphazard, permutations and com- 
| binations, giving the effect of genius. Which 
—genius it is; but a little of it goes a great 
way, in fact, a very great way, wanderin 
a straying until at length the Baron calls 
Richard Feverel, and says, ‘' This is 


‘Tae Baron pe Boox-Worms,” 








Bard v. Bard. 


Tuere was a poor Poet named Coven, 
Poet SwrrpunyeE declares he wrote stuff, 
Ah, well, he is dead ! 
’Tis the living are fed, 
By log-rollers, on butter and puff. 


A Svacestion.—In a new poetical play at 
the Opéra Comique there is a good deal of 
hide-and-seek. It might have hada second 
title, and been appropriately called The 
Queen's Room; or, Secret Passages in the 
Life of Mary Stuart. 
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STREET IMPROVEMENTS. 


[“ If we really used the Thames Embankment sensibly and liberally, it would abound with handsome shops and cheerful cafés and volksgartens, 
with newspaper kiosks and long lines of bookstalls...— Daily Telegraph, Oct. 21.) 
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BLENDIMUS! 
“ Warer, water everywhere ” in the Times 
recently, except when Messrs. GILBEY wrote 
their annual, and this time hopeful, account 


of the Claret vintage, and when subsequently | 
Messrs. “* P. and G.”—(who on earth are ‘‘ P. | 


and G.” ?}—with a few modest lines at the 
foot of a page, last Wednesday, enlivened 
our drooping spirits with a brief but satisfac- 
tory account of Champagne Prospects. If the 
vintages of ’86 and ’87 are good, and those of 
‘90 and ’91 poor, why not make a blend? and 
why not se 

—fconfound it! who on earth can P. and G. 
be? “* P. and J.” would be ‘* Punch and Judy” 
-and, by the way 
Tuscana, “*P. and G.” would stand 
“ Poncio é Giulia.”” But, on the other hand, 
who, unauthorised, would to use this 
signature ? No matter —where;were we ?—ah! 
—to resume.] Let ‘*P. and G.,” whoe’er 
they be—which is rhyme, though not so in- 
tended—{but why this masquerade in initials?) 
—let them exploit a ‘‘ Blend of ’90-cum-’86 
and ’91-cum-’87,” sell it as such—viz., The 
“P. and G. Blend,” or ‘‘The Punchius and 
Giulia Blend ”’—at a reasonable figure, and 


thus the Not-quite-up-to-the-mark vintages | 


will be saved. Have we not seen in City 
partnerships how a iveas house saves a fail- 
ing one, and then the Blends go on success- 
fully? Let ‘‘P. and G.” give us a first-rate 
Champagne, call it, say, The ‘G. B.,” or 
“Golden Blend,” at a reasonable price, and, 
todrop once again into poetry, Nomatter what 
their name may be, We’ll ever bless our P. 
and G.! * 

* “P. and G.” might stand for “ Pay-for-it and 
Get-it,” or “ Pour-it and Guzzle-it.” A 
spondent has suggested that solution of the initial 
problem might possibly be found in the names of 
Pommery and Gre’ No! So common-place a 
suggestion is evidently, and on the face of it, 
absurd. Not in this spirit did the Pickwick Club 
treat the celebrated inscription on the stone that 
so puzzled the antiquarians. 








CAUGHT BY THE CLASSICS. 
(The Record of a Ruined Life.) 


Avcustus SPARKLER was an exceptionally 
brilliant man. At school he had done marvel- 
lously well, and if he did not'distinguish him- 
slf at either of the Universities, it was less 
his fault than his misfortune. When he 
entered the world, after casting off parental 
control, he took up Medicine. He was a great 
success. He rose by leaps and bounds, until 
at length it was thought highly probable 
that he would be elected President of the Royal 
College of Physicians. He was sounded upon 
the subject, and a question was put to him. 

“No,” he replied, sorrowfully, and then the 
courteous Secretary informed him, with tears 
in his voice, that he feared he was disqualified. 

* Well, I will enter the Navy.” 

He did. He passed through the Britannia, 
and rose by leaps and bounds, until it was con- 


sidered desirable to revive the post of Lord | 


High Admiral for his acceptance. But before 
this was done, he was sounded upon the 
meet oad asked a question. = 

0,” he again answe regretfully. 

I am afraid then, that the scheme must 
be abandoned,” returned the First Civil Lord 
he had been chosen as more 
sea colleagues), and he was 
Years in his ess. 

“Twill enter the Army,” cried Aveustvs, 
with determination. 

_,Andhe did. He rose from the ranks in less 
than no time to become a Field Marshal. It 
Was then that a certain Illustrious Personage 
asked him if he would like to become Com- 
mander-in-Chief. 
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SPORT! 


Cockney Sportsman (eager, but disappointed 1 

’Cute Rustic 
JUST FLEW OVER THIS 
BLANK’'s RICKS.” 


"ERE ‘EDGE, 


Grateful Cockney Sportsman tips boy a shilling, and goes hopefully after... 
4 f ] g i 


**It is not impossible 1 might resignin your 
favour,” said the 1. P. And then he asked 
him the necessary question. 

‘No, Sir,” returned Avevustus, bowing 
down his head in shame. Again he found 
that his career was interrupted. 

‘**] will try the Bar,” he shouted. 

And he did. He entered at Gray’s Inn, 
and in a very short time became a Q.C., a 
Judge, and a Lord Justice. Then the entire 
Ministry begged him, as a personal favour, 
to aceept the post of Lord Chancellor. 

** With pleasure,” was his modest rejoinder. 
Then he remembered that he had been asked 
a certain question on previous occasions, and 
explained matters. 

‘I am afraid you won't do,” cried the 
entire Ministry, mournfully. 

** Well, then, I will try the Church.” 





likewise anxious to make a bag). 
AND SEIrTLED IN 


‘‘T say, my Boy, SEEN ANY Binps THI8s Way!” 


A RARE LOT, GUV'NOR—A KARE LOT 
THAT "ERR FIELD, CLOSE TO SQUIRE 


‘On, 


a flock of Starlings ! 


And he tried the Church. He became fan 
eminent divine. Every one spoke well of | 
him; and when, in due course, the Primacy | 
of all England was vacant, he was asked to 
accept it. Again he explained matters. 

es Ko shouted all the Deans 
Chapters. 

**You can’t mean it 
body of Archdeacons. 

‘Well, I never!” exclaimed every other | 
ecclesiastical authority. But it could not be, | 
and the disappointment was too much for | 
poor Avaustvs, and he died of grief. 

And so they put on the tombstone, that he 
would have been President of the Royal 
College of Physicians, Lord High Admiral, 
Commander-in-Chief, Lord Chancellor, and 
Archbishop of Canterbury, if—he had only 
learned Greek! 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 


No. V.—TO GUSH, 


est Dartiwe Person, 

How sweet and amiable of you to allow a humble being like 
write to you. Drop ing your own special style whi h, to 
frank with you, | could no more continue through the 

vis letter than I could dine off treacle and butter-scotch), 
cy that I am heartily glad to have this opportunity of 

w things which have been on my mind for a long 

what corner of the great realm of abstractions do you 

ir home’ I imagine you whiling away the hours on som: 

of imitation down, with a little army of sweet but irrele- 

es ready at all times to do your bidding. You are refined, 

You cultivate sympathy as some men cultivate orchids, 

until looms and luxuriates in the strangest and gaudiest shapes. 

Your real face is known of no other abstraction; indeed, you never 
urself, so well-fitted and so constant is the mask through 
1 waft the endearments which have caused you to be avoided 

sere. This, I admit, is imagination ; but is it very far from 

ruth? Perhaps I ask in vain, for truth is the very last thing 
hat may be expected of you and of those who do your bidding upon 

I will not, therefore, press the question, but proceed at once 

» business, 

About a month ago I met your friend, Atcrexnon Jrssamy. 

What there about AL- 

GERNON that inspires such 

distrust? He very pre- 

sentab some people have 

gone far as to call him 
absolutely good-looking. He 

is tall, his firure is good, his 

clothes fit him admirably, 

and are always speckless ; 

his features are regular, his 

complexion fresh, and his 

fair hair, carefully parted in 

niddle, lies like a smooth 
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i upon his head. 
all his remaining advan- 
r lress or of nature. It 
say that, thus equipped, 
additional merits of wealth 
sition, ALGERNON ought 
al no difficulty in being one 
f most popular men in town. 
erhaps he would have been if he had 
i with such a persistent energy 
lf ** so deuced agreeable.” 
not mine, but that of 
os, who has a contempt for 
ind his methods, which he 
npts to conceal. 
my boy,” I have heard him 
the unfortunate Jessamwy 
easily, and shifted on his seat, 
boy, I’ve known you too 
to any of ye nsense. 
of yours is wasted here, 
r keep it for someone who 
Iry it on Qvisspr,” he con- 
, indicating the celebrated actor, 
who was that moment frowning 
furiously 1 notice of his latest performance; “‘ he loves it in 
Ill undertake to say you 'll never get to the bottom of 
his swallowing capacity. You’ll have to exhaust even your stock, 
Atey, my bey ; and that’s saying a lot.” 
thoroughly uncomfortable did the suave and gentle ALGERNON 
look, that I afterwards ventured to remonstrate mildly with the 
gadfly M . 
‘What ¥”’ he said, “* made him uncomfortable, did 1? Anda jolly 
Bless you, | know the beggar through and through. 
at Oxford with him for nothing. Wish I had been. He’s 
if chap who loses no end of L.0.U.’s at cards one night, and 
when he wins piles of ready the next never offers to redeem them. 
You let me alone about Atey. I tell you I know him. There’s no 
bigger humbug in Christendom with all his soft sawder and gas about 
everybody being the dearest and cleverest fellow he’s ever met. 
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And therewith Sammy left me, evidently smarting under some 


| ancient sore inflicted by the apparently angelic ALGERNON. 


However, this little incident was not the one I intended to narrat: 
I met Atey, as I said, about a month ago. It was in Piccadilly. At 
first, as | approached, I thought he did not see me, but suddenly he 
1 to become aware of my presence. An electric thrill of joy 


seemed 





C> NOTICE —Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether 
in no case be returned, not even whem accompanied by a 
there will be no exception, 


ran 1 him, a smile of heavenly weleome irradiated his far | 
he darted towards me with both hands stretched out and almost {jj 
ind my neck before all the astonished cabmen. 

‘My dear, dear fellow,” he gasped, apparently struggling harj 
rpowering emotion, ‘‘ this is almost too much. To think 
Id meet the one man of all others whom I have he 

Now you simply must walk with me for , 
et you go without having a good talk with 
ves me so to hear your opinions of men api! 
x my assurance that I had an important appointment t 
keep, he linked his arm closely in mine and dragged me with him jj 
the direction from which I had come. How he pattered and chat. 
tered and flattered. He daubed me over with flattery as I have seep 
bill-stickers brush a hoarding over with paste. Never in my life haj 
I felt so small, so mean and such a perfect fool, for though I ow | 
have no objection to an occasional lollipop of praise, I must say] 
loathe it ‘ye the size of a jelly-fish. Yet such is the fare o 
which Jessamy compels me to subsist. And the annoying part of it 
was that every lump which he crammed down my throat contained 
an inferential compliment to himself, which I was forced either tp 
accept, or in declining it to appear a churl. I was never more chur 
lish, never less satisfied with myself. Amongst other things | 
spoke of the affairs of ‘‘ The Dustheap,” a little Club of which we} 
were both members. Jessamy opined it was going to the dogs | 
“* Just look,” he said, ‘‘ at the men they’ve got on the Committe: 
mere nobodies. I’ve always wondered why you are not on it. Ma 
like you and me wouldn’t make the ridiculous mistakes the present | 
lot are constantly making. Fancy their electing McUMPLEY, a regular 
outsider, without enough manners for a school-boy. I really don't 
care about being in the same room with him.” At this very moment, 
by one of those curious coincidences which invariably happen, the 
abused Mcp ey himself, a wealthy but otherwise inoffensive stock- 
broker, hove in sight. ‘* There comes the brute himself,” said Ju 
Samy ; and in another moment his arms were round Mcmp ey’s neck, 
and he was protesting, with all the fervour of a heartfelt conviction, 
that Mompey was the one man of all others for whom his heart had 
been yearning. That being so, I left them together, and departed to 
my business. 

Now does Jessamy imagine that that kind of thing makes hima 
favourite? It must be admitted that he is not very artistic in his 
methods; and I fancy he must sometimes perceive, if 1 may uses 
homely phrase, that he doesn’t go down. But the poor beggar can't 
help himself. He is driven by a force which he finds it impossible to 
resist into the cruel snares that are spread for the over-amiable. | 
You, my dear Gusn, are that force, and to you, therefore, the sugary | 
Jessamy owes his failure to win the appreciation which he courts » 
ardently. 

And now I think I have relieved my mind of a sufficient load for 
the time be If I can remember anything else that might interest 
you, you may count upon me to address youagain. Permit me in th 
meantime to subscribe myself with all proper curtness, 

Yours. &e. Diogenes Roprysoy. 
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“THE PRODIGY SON.” 

Srr,—I have not seen Pamela's Prodigy, but I have just read the 
criticism in the Times, which says of it, ‘* It must be regarded either 
as a boyish effusion or a sorry joke.” The criticism then points out 
how it lacks ** wit, humour, literary skill,” and apparently is wanting 
in everything that goes to make a successful play,—everything that 
is, except the actors. Mrs. Jom~ Woop wasin it: she is a host in her- 
self: not only a host, but the Manageress of 
the theatre who, with her partner in the 
business, is responsible for the selection of 
pieces. Now granting the critic to be right 

and, on referring to others, I find a con- 
sensus of opinion backing him up—at whose 
door lies the responsibility of having delibe- 
rately selected a failure? Under what com- 
pulsion could so clever and experienced an 
autocrat, sharp as a needle and with the 

heye of an ’awk” in theatrical matters, 
as Mrs. Jouw Woop, have made so fatal a 
mistake— that is, if the critics are right, and 
if it be a mistake? ‘* Zo err, is human”— Fs 
and, including even Mrs. Joux Woop, and the Much put out. 
crities, we are all human,—** 79 forgive, divine” —the critics not being 
divine could not forgive ; the public apparently, did forgive—and, WU, 
of course, forget. *Tisall very well to fall foul of the unhappy auth 
—whom we will not name—after the event ; but why was the pec 
ever chosen, and why was not the discovery of its unfitness ma¢ 
during rehearsal? No! ‘‘as long as the world goes round” t 
things will happen in the best regulated theatres, and experience * 
apparently no sort of guide in ona matters.— Yours faithfully, | 
**Nor Tuere, Nor Tuerze, My Camp: 
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Sir CHAS. CAMERON, M_D., says :—“ An Excellent Food, admirably adapted to the wants of infants.” 


NEAVE’S FOOD # 


BEST #4ND CHE »+ ESTAB ED 1825 
Dr. nant PRD. F.C.S..mays he Hie and Bone SBLIGHED 18% far above the 
@verage of the Farinaccogs Food.” 

LADIES, WRITE AT ONGE TO 


eo 








LIEBIG 
COMPANY'S 


EXTRACT 


OF 


HENRY PEASE & CO.’S SU 
THE MILLS, DARLINGTON, 
Yor Patterns of their New Autumn and Winter 


Dress Fasaics. 


Sext Poer Furr ox Arrnovar ro «xt 
&@ ANT LENGTH CUT AT MILL PRICES 
Ail the latest and 









See 
wost fashion gn 
ya weavings of » AY - renowped 

~ Barp Gold al Merinos end 
4 deety Tweeds. New 


rnature 
in B 


the Sead & Pars be Ink aeross the Ialx 

















ny article not appewved exchang: 1 Seven m exch Jas of th 
Days. All Goods are warranted t sl to Genuine Extract 
Sample. Carriage Paid on all Orders t y Kailway s 
Station in Great Britain, and to Dublin, Melfast, 
merick, Cork, and Waterford 
rick, Cort and We |BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 
244, REGENT STREET, JOUN PRINSMPAD & sone. = 
Over JEFFS & HARRIS, the Furricrs, Pianoforte Makers to HK. the Princess of Wales, 
where a full range of Patterns, as w as goods in is, e St Ww lists Pree 
the piece, and finished Costumes, may be seen Est she ver half a century 
Experienced Assistants are im attendance to ta 
m rements and imsfructions for |)ressmaking, CANARY 
bal precept exceution of all orders is cusrants TENERIFE \ ISLaNDs ) CIGARS. 
— | _ “KEPUBLICANOS FPREDERALBS.” 
WEAR THE VENTILATED 4 v0! sui Delicious Summer Weed of a novel 
shape. Mild, A and Delicate. Packed is 
bundles of 10 in t sizes, le. Od. and ad. (Postage 
id. extra s. and Zils. per 100, Post Free 
REWLAY & CO 


TAd_), 49 


, 49, Strand 74, Strand 
AND CLOTHI NG Last India House), and 143, Cheapside, B.C. Bet. 179 
HEALTHY AND DURABLE. | : 
UNDERWEAR, DRESS SHIRTS, 

NIGHT CLOTHING | 
mn Price List, with names of 160 Country 
Agents, sent post free om application A complete 

assortment at 
ROBERT SCOTT, \4 & 15, Powtray, Curarspr, B.C 

OLIVER BROS., 417, Oxroap Sr., Lox pox, W 


HAVE YOU A BABY? 


If so, send for a free bottle, with testimonials and 
Medical Opinions, of 


HORLICK’S 
MALTED MILK. | 


A PERFECT FOOD IN ITSELF. | 
39, SNOW HILL, LONDON, E.C. 










j COLT'S NEW 
UNITED STATES 
NAVY REVOLVER 


Protection, Travellers, and 
Military Pwrposes, takes Eley's 38 
eal 


LICHTNINC MACAZINE RIFLES. 


Kook shooting, and 








fo 
fe 
eal 


r House 


COLT’s 


or Large a 
t Pract 





t } od for accuracy and 
uncqualled for rapidity of fire 
COLT’S REVOLVERS 
carried off all the highest Primes at Misiey, Edin 
burgh, and lwh! in 120. Price List free. 
COLTS FIREARMS CO 
36, Glasshouse 5t., Piccadilly Cireus, London, W. 





Sela only in l-ounce Packets, and 2, 4 
. condition. "Ask Gah Tobacco Belters”, Bt c., and take mo other 


SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED AGAINST IMITATIONS. 
The Genuise tears the Trade-Mark, ‘‘ Nottingham Castle,” on every Packet and Tis. 
PLAYER'S MAVY CUT CICARETTES, in Packets containing 12. 


‘ing extract from the “ Kevizw or Kevirws,” Nov, 1800, is of interest to every Smoker 
IN THE WORKHOUSE —The by our Belper of the poor old man in the 


The 
wonthoute, pot at any empty , has heasts of some of our Ome 
py 


# ounce, and 1-ib. Tins, which kerp the Tohacco in Gane smoking 
res 


the High Alps, and signs himself“ Old Screw,” says: “ 1 have been struck with your « 
the October number of the Kevrew or Reviews for a scheme to supply smokers in union work- 
tobacco. Iam afraid, judges by the ordinary standards, I am the most selfish of mortals, as I 


with 5 
f -called charity; but this scheme of yours appeals at once to the 
never 00 cons away for rate amok er Begin een nter ae cece sees 
bea tno toattackt ter months I ean. cron 
KING TOBACCO, viz.. 


and w nd of what I consider the BEST 6MO 


— 








“Quod ab Omnibus Quod 
- being Ubique.” 
nd, will, . . 
Vv uth q 
= BA pollinaris 
PRS made 
d im THE QUEEN OF FABLE WATERS.” 
rience 18 
ly, yy 
D! 5 
mene The best beverage.” 
, wil TRUTH. 
is rule 

















‘ould like to egntrivate a 4 ; 
*PLAYER'’S NAVY CUT ' (this is not an advertisement). I enclose, therefore, a cheque for the amount 





Table 


Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


HEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH BED 


AND BROWN LABEL. 


CARLTON 


HIGHLAND MALT 


WHISKEY. 


ELEVEN YEARS OLD. 
MEDAL, CALOUTTA EXHIBITION 
Ma. the Gall ; Wa the Dos. 


Canmore Paw 
A @ingle bottle, as 
to an 





GOLD lees 


Caen Owcr 
a sample, will be sent post free 
On receipt of P.O. for ts. 


RICHD. MATHEWS & CO., 
24 and 25, Hart St., Bloomsbury, W.C. 


Bold by all Leapine Meacnanre throughout 


EERINGS ftun 
’ CopENHAGEN 


(HERRY BRANDY. 
The Best Liqueur. 








Exquisite Model. Perfect Fit. Guaranteed Wear. 


"Yell 


PATENT DIAOWAL 
SEAM CORSET. 


Will not «plit in the Beams 
nor tear in the Fabric The 
most comfortable corset 
ever made apy's Pier 
Made in White, Black, and 
all the fashionable Colours 
and Shades, or Italian (lot! 
Satin, and Coutil, also in 





the new Sanitary Woollen 
oil, / 
» 


Cloth, 4/11, sil, " 





Mepats. enited kingdom & colonies 


SARE AUREDLINE 


PERFECTLY HARMLESS 
Sold by Perfumers and 
the 





Chemists throughout 
orld 


Agents: BR. HOVENDEN & BONS, Low oo 


DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 


Por ACIDITY or rus STOMACH, HBARTRURN, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Seid throughout the World 


Borwickhs 
SBA kin J 
“Powder: 


PERFECTLY PURE, axo FREE FROM ALUM. 



















































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Ocroser 31, 1891. 


7 A CLEAN SHIR 


/ 


pd 9 will do more toward making a mar 



























ae well than anything in his dres 






shirt bosom may make or mar ; 

fi we man. snow white shirt washed j 
- the modern way with SUNLIGHT SOA 

will make a man appear well, feel well, and show th 
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MIND YOUR FLANNELS! 


If there is one thing more than another which housewives dislike it is havin 
their flannels and woollens made thick and hard by washing. Poor soap 
greatly to blame for this. No soap in the world can take the place of Sunligl 
in preventing this shrinking and hardening of flannels and woollens. Try! 
It will keep them beautifully soft and nice. Wash in a lather of Sunlight 5o 
in moderately warm water; rinse out through clean warm water, and @ 
quickly. Don’t rub soap on the flannel; don’t have the water too h 
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SUNLIGHT SOAP HAS WON FIVE GOLD MEDALS AT PARIS, OTTAWA, EDINBURGH, GHENT, & CARDIF 
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“These volumes of Mr. Burnand’s Collected Works should be found in the Library of every country house.”—Speaker. 
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ONLY FANCY! 
; WE learn by tele- 
graph from Berlinthat 
some uneasiness exists 
in that capital owing 
to demonstrations 
made by the photo- 
phiets and artists 
in plaster - of - Paris, 
who have been accus- 
tomed to reproduce 
likenesses and busts of 
His Imperial Majesty 
They complain that 
owing to a measure 0 
uncertainty about the 
EmpPeEror’s personal 
—_ from day 
to day, they have large 
stocks thrown on their 
\ ZZ i hands, andare reduced 

“ZB to a condition a 
Zi J Zz proaching bank- 
_ x ruptey. The crisis has 
24 been precipitated by 
on the circumstance that, 
z sxxitzvs just when the com- 
LEB AL Y/ ined trades, recover- 
ing from their first 
disaster, had Fa narenpe a Christmas stock of portraits and busts, 
showing His Majesty with a beard, he shaved it off, and once more 
they have their goods returned on their hands. Prussian 34 per Cents. 

| have fallen to 83-85. 


| When Sir Aveusrus Drvurionanvs read in the 7imes that Signor 
Laco had been granted the QuEEN’s permission to prefix ‘* Royal” 
to his opera entertainment at the Shaftesbury Theatre, it gave him so 
great a shock that, but for the opportune (‘‘ opera-tune,” Sir Avevsivs 
jocosely put it) arrival of Dr. Rosson Rovstem Pasna, the shock 
might have had a serious effect. 


On Monday last, at half- three, the King of Srary cut a new 
tooth, His Majesty’s seventh acquisition in this class of property. 
| The happy event was cslabeated ty a salute of seventeen guns. 
a What’s that ?” asked His Majesty, awakened by the roar from 
is siesta. 

“Sire,” said the Field-Marshal commanding the troops, bringing 
his trusty Toledo to the salute, ‘‘ your Majesty has eondescended to 
cut a tooth.” 

‘That ’s all very well to begin with,” said the King ; “ but, when 
I grow a little older, I mean to cuta dash.” 


Previous to the appointment of Mr. Arruur Batrovr, much 
speculation was indulged in as to the succession to the Leadership 
ot the House of Commons. In rvative circles there was an 
almost universal desire to see the place filled by a noble Baron well- 
known for the assiduity with which he arrives in town to transact 
business in Bouverie Street, returning to his country seat the same 
evening. 


During the interval after it had been made known that the 
Leadership of the House of Commons had been offered to Mr. BaLrovr, 
and whilst his decision was anxiously awaited, Sir Wm11amM Har- 
—_ was asked whether he thought the Chief Secretary would take 

é piace, 

‘Who can say, Topsy mio?” answered the Squire, stroking his 
chin, with a far-away glance. ‘* The situation reminds me of an 
incident that came under my notice when I represented Oxford 
borough. One of my constituents, a worthy pastor, had had a call 
to another and much wealthier church. He asked for time to con- 
sider the proposal. One afternoon, a fortnight later, 1 met his son 
in High Street, and inquired whether his father had decided to take 
the new place. ‘ Well,’ said the youngster, ‘ Pa is still praying for 
light, but most of the things are packed.’ ” 


We understand that an innovation will be introduced at Guildhall 
on the oceasion of the I Mayor’s dinner. The Lord Mayor elect 
being a Welshman, intends to substitute the leek for the loving cup, 
At the of the festival where the loving cup aonalty oes roun 
a dish of leeks will be g, and every guest will be expected 

blicly to eat one. This will necessitate an alteration in the time- 

onoured formula of the Toastmaster. On the 9th of November it 

will 2 : ** My Lords, Laie ar Sntlonan, | - ht Hon. the 
} YOR pledges ou with a eek, and bids you HALL a 
arty welcome.”’ ’ mp 








OUR OWN FINANCIAL COLUMN. 
(By Croesus. ) 

[Mr. Punch has decided that it is absolutely necessary for him to publish 
every week a financial article. The best treatises on Political Economy lay 
it down as an axiom that, where the desire for acquisition is universal, and 
the standard of value absolute, a balance between gain and loss can only be 
reached by the mathematical adjustment of mewm and tuum. Acting upon 
this principle, Mr. Punch has, in the interests of everybody, retained the 
services of one of the most, if not the most, eminent contemporary financiers, 
whom modesty alone prevents from signing his own name to his benevolent 
and comprehensive articles. Those, however, who care to look beneath 
the surface, will have no difficulty in determining the identity of one of the 
greatest modern monetary authorities, a man whose nod has before this 
shattered prosperous empires, and whose word is even better than his bond, 
could such a thing be possible. Mr. Punch has only one thing to say to those 
who desire to be rich. It is this. Follow implicitly the advice of Crassvs.} 

Srm,—You have asked me to devote some of my spare time to the 
enlightenment of your readers on matters connected with the money- 
markets of the world, e request is an easy one tomake. You 
talk of spare time, as if the man who controlled millions of money 
and could at any moment put all the Directors of the Bank of Englan 
in his waistcoat pocket, had absolutely nothing to do except to devote 
himself to the affairs of other people. Such a man has no leisure. 
When he is not engaged in launching loans, or in admitting to an 
audience the Prime Ministers of pouye rightly struggling to free 
themselves from debt by adding largely to thew public liabilities, 
when, I say, he is not thusly or otherwisely en , his mind must 
still busy itself with the details of all the immense concerns over 
which he, more or less, presides. However, 1 am willing to make an 
exception in your case, and to impart to you the ripe fruits of an 
experience which has no parallel in any country of the habitable 
globe. Without, therefore, cutting any more time to waste, I begin. 

(1.) Mines.—There can be no doubt that in this department a 
largely increased activity may soon be expected. I am aware that 
in “Shafts” there has been a downward tendency; but I am 
assured by the Secretary of the “* Dodja Plant Co.” (194, 6/8, 
54°24, 7/8, that the prospects of this branch of investment were 
never more brilliant. The latest report of the Mining Expert sent 
out to investigate this mine, runs as follows :— 

“*T have now been three days in the interior of the Dodja Plant. 
I can confidently state that I found no water, though there was 
evidence of large deposits of salt, which could be worked at an 
immense profit. The gold is abundant. I have crushed ten tons of 
quartz with my own hands, and found the pas in florins extraordi- 
nary. The natives guard the mouth of the mine. Please relieve 
promptly. My assistant became a Salmi yesterday.” 

There is some obscurity (intentional, of course) in the last few 
words. I may, therefore, state that a Salmi is one of the most 
important native bankers. The profession is only open to million- 
naires, I therefore say, emphatically, buy Dodjas, 

(2.) The Carbon Diamond Fields.—The latest quotations are 14} 
to the dozen, with irregular falls. Carbon Prefs. 
unaltered. Trusts firm. This is a good invest- 
ment for a poor man. In fact there could not 
be a better. No necessity to deal through an 
ordinary stockbroker. ire ‘* Crassus, City.” 

That will find me, and by return you shall have 
address of banker, to whom first deposit for 
cover must be immediately paid. 

(3.) Italian Cattivas quieter. A Correspondent 
asks—‘* What do you recommend a man who has 
laid by £20 to do in order to hold £1,000 at the 
end of a month?” I say at once, Try Cattivas 
(193 Def. ; Deb. Stk. 14—15). Wire ** Creesvs, 

uy ” 


(4.) South-African Pih Kroost short. Gold continues to be in 


good demand. Anybody wishing to make a quick profit out of a 
small sum, such as from two to five sovereigns, wire ‘‘ Craesvus, City”’ 
any time before 12°30. In all cases of telegraphing, the message 
must be ‘‘ Reply-Paid,” or no notice will be taken of the communi- 
cation. Remember ‘Time is Money.” Keep up a good supply of 
both, and you ’ll live to bless ‘* Cua:sus.” , 

Advice Gratis.—Make (Brighton) ‘‘ A,” while the sun shines 

Inquiries as to The Para Docks Company and The Jerrie 
Myer Bilder Company, 1 will answer squarely and fairly next 
week. Don’t move in these without the straight and direct advice 
of ** Craesus.”’ : ; 

As to the Turpin, Sheppard, and Abershaw. Highways Company, 
I shall have something to say next week. Investors who want a 
real good thing, just hold your coin in hand for a week, till] say 
“Go,” and then go it. This Company will be a big thing, and, 
mind you, safe, < 

For the present I close the account, to re-open it next week, and, 
to show my good faith, send you my subscription, which you may 
read here, as I subscribe myself, ** Craesus, Crry. 
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({“ For our part we do not believe in protected 
studies. Greek came into the Western world, poor 
and needy, three centuries ago. By her own un- 
aided charms she has won her way. By those 
charms we believe that she will hold her own 
against all competitors until literature and civilisa- 
tion are no more.””— Times. ] 


Prorecrep Greek! Protected Greek ! 
Batrour may doubt, the 7imes demur, 

And chattering ‘‘ correspondents ” seek 
Against the goddess strife to stir, 

But while the Senate rules, you bet, 

The Goths shan’t smash the Grecians yet. 


6H MPQTEKTEA PHMAAE. 


S\\\ 


SSX 


When Don meets Don in furious fray 
Then comes in sooth the tug of war; 
And on this memorable day 
They gather in from near and far, 
To whelm the unnatural ones who ’d seek 
To set the *‘ Grace” against the Greek. 


Swere looks on Jens and Jess on Browne, 
And Bateson looks on Rospertson Smiru. 

They cry, “Of WeLLpon ’tis ill-done! ” 
But Tomson is a man of pith, 

And GRimTHorrE, that scalp - hunting 


** Brave 
Will tomahawk the ‘‘ Modern ”’ slave. 


. 


eT 
} C > 





fl 


sat LLL 








SSS S 


The Proctors sat with serious brow, 
Within the swarming Senate House, 

Voters in hundreds swarmed below, 
Fellows of scholarship and nous. 

They counted votes, and, when ’twas done, 

Non-placets had it, three to one! 


And where are they, Granta’s fell foes, 
The champions of the Modern side ? 
Five twenty-five emphatic ‘* Noes” 
Have squelehed their schemes, and 
their pride. nae 
Hurroo! for those so prompt to vindicate 
Compulsory Greek against the Syndicate - 


dashed 
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Thus sang, or would, or could, or should have sung, 
The modern Greek, in imitative verse ; 

Meanwhile the Goddess, grave, though ever young, 
Stood, Psyche-like, untempted to rehearse 

The ragings—angrier ink was seldom slung— 
Uttered by Byron in Minerva’s Curse. 

She simply stood, as stately-proud as Pallas, 

Looking so calm, some might have deemed her callous. 


Amusing sight this pmo! Don versus Don 
Mixed in a sort of classic Donnybrook. 
A lethal weapon is a Lexicon 
of the book. 





When rivals make a blu 
3y her unaided charms the Goddess won 








Her way. This is the language of her look. 
The Laureate’s) ‘* Judge thou me by what I am, 
* So —_ thou find me, fairest’”’—sans Compulsory 

‘ram ! 








BETWEEN THE ACTS. 
Scene—Zurope. The Great Powers discovered in Council. | 


Russia. Now, I think I have arranged matters fairly | 
well. I shall myself lend a hand to France, and that 
will keep the nee decently level, so far as Germany 
is concerned, 

Germany. Willit? I can 
Austria. Now, keep quiet. 
you must not be so impulsive. 
Italy. Just what I say. Why can’t he take it calmly! 
Russia. Well, of course it’s not my business; but if 
you want to break up the Triple Alliance, that’s the way 
todo it! Well, then, France employed with you boys on 
the Rhine, I shall move down south, and quietly occupy 

Constantinople. Now, no one could object to that ! 

Germany. Why, I should, and so would Austria, 
wouldn’t you ? 

Austria, Of course. But what could we do, if we were 
hard at work with France ? 

Italy. Yes; and fancy the Mediterranean becoming 
a Russian lake ! 

Russia. Oh, you would soon grow accustomed to it! 
Then I should move on to Afghanistan, and quietly 
make my way to India. But all this has to be done after 
~ - step is taken. England must scuttle out of 

‘gypt. 

England. Scuttle out of Egypt? Why, certainly! 

After consideration ! [Left considering. 


fight you both! 


we are to be partners, 

















MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Young Lady (in Contralto tones of remarkable depth and richness). ‘‘ Hav® You 
cot ANY Low Frencu Sones?” 

Music Publisher (indignantly). ‘‘ CerTAINLY Not, Miss | 
OTHER ESTABLISHMENT !” 


You MUST TRY SOME 








ROBERT ON THE COMING SHO. 


Wat a prowd and appy day dear old Whales is about for to have 
on the werry next Lord Mare’s Day, as is cumming, which it’s the 
ninth of nex month, which it’s nex Monday. Not only is wun of the 
werry populusest of living Welchmen a going for to be made Lord 
MaReE on that werry day, but the Prince of 
Wuatss hisself, who was inwited but karnt 
kum cos he’s keepin’. his hone Jewbilly at ome 
that appy and horspigiousday. Praps Madam 
HADDYLEANER Patty (wich is quite a Welch 
name) would kum up an give us a treat on 
this okashun. 

Praps my enthewsiasm in the cause of Whales 
may be xcused when I reweals the fack that 
I am myself arf a Welchman, as my Mother 
was a reel one before me, and so, strange to 
say, was my Huncle, her Brother. There was 
sum idear of dressing me up as a Bard with 

alii a Arp, and I was to jine in when the rest on 

us struck up ‘* The March of the Men of Garlick,” but I prudently 

Codlined the a _ — y - that Welch Rabbits 

a werry strikin of the Maynoo, being probably substi- 
tuted for the Barrens of Rect. oy - F 

I’m told as all the Ministers is a cumming. 

Browy, with his ushal raddicle imperence, says it’s becoz they 
knos as it’s for the larst time. Yes, much Brown knos about 
it, when he sed jest the werry same thing larst year! I’m told as 
Mr. Batrour and Mr. GosHENn is to be seated nex to each other, so 
that they can take the Loving Cup together. So that will be all 
rite. We are going to have a splendid Persession—the werry 
longest and the werry hinterestingest of moddern times! So I 
adwise all my many kyind paytrons and Country Cuzzins to “cum 
erly.” There’s no telling what dredful changes may take place in 
these horful rewolushunary times, and ewen the *‘ Sacred Sho” may 
neues of sum of its many attrackshuns, or ewen erbolished alto- 

er! 


~ 








But that is, of course, only a fearfool wision, begotten, as 


SHAKSPEARE says, of too much supper last nite, ‘‘a praying on m 

eat-oppressed Brane!” No, no! There are things as is posserbel, 
|and there are things as ain’t, and them as ain’t ees werry offen 
Robert. 


happen. 





The Two Graces. 


{Miss Mavpe Mriierr was at Cambridge last week, when the Grace of 
the Senate for an inquiry into the Compulsory Greek question was non- 
placeted by a large majority.) 


Tue tug of war. when Greek met Anti-Greek 
In deadly feud, was over in a trice. 
They spoke out promptly, when they had to speak-— 
They would not have the Grace at any price. 
But undergraduates of every race 
Flocked to the Theatre, each night to fill it. 
The Grace rHey placeted was just the Grace 
Of one fair maiden—pretty Miss Mavupe MILLeTT. 


A Cnr Pickie.—The following advertisement is sent us, extracted 
from the Chilian Times :— 
| (YASA QUINTA !—To Lert in Vifia del Mar the first story of a comfortable 
|) house, with beautiful garden and yard, situated in the finest part of the 
villa, and consisting of eight rooms, baths, gas, cellar and all other comforts, 
ete., against rent or board to a matrimony—Apply, &c., &c. 


If Chilians can treat English like this, Americans will stand a poor 
| chance ‘‘ against rent or board to a matrimony.” The terms of the 
lease in Chilian Legal English would probably ‘‘ afford employment 
for the gentlemen of the long robe.” 


The Obserrer recently warned us that— 
“Louisa Lady AILespury must not be confounded with Manta Lady 
ArLesnuny, who is the widow of the elder brother of her husband.” 


There is surely some py ar ges here. Lady ‘‘ A.” did not 
marry her deceased husband’s brother, whether “ elder” or younger. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. XIII. 
1 hundred yards or so from the top of Monte Generoso, 
Lake Lugano. Covcuarn, who, with a crowd of other 
sionists, has made the ascent by rail, is toiling up the steep 
ery slippery slope to the summit, 


SCEN! 
ahore 


ere 


Culchard (to himself, as he stops to nt), More climbing ! I 
thought this line was supposed to go to the top! But that’s Italian 
all over—hem—as Popsury would say ! onder, by the way, if he 
expected to be asked to come with me. I’ve no reason for sacrificing 
myself like that any longer! (He sighs.) Ah, Hypatia, if you 
could know what a dreary disenchanted blank you have made of my 
life! And I who believed you capable of appreciating such devotion 
as mine 

A Voice behind. My! If I don’t know that back I'll just give up! 
How 've you been getting along all this time, Mr. Cutcnanp ? 

Culch. (turning). Miss Trotren! A most delightful and—er— 
unexpected meeting, indeed ! 

Miss Trotter. Well, we came up on the cars in front of yours. 
We've taken rooms at the hotel up 
here. Poppa reckoned the air woul 
be kind of fresher on the top of this 
mountain, and I don’t believe but 
what he’s right either. I guess I 
shall want another hairpin through 
my hat. And are you still going 
around with Mr. Poppury? As in- 
separable as ever, I presume ? 

Culch. Er— about as inse 
That 
gether 
noon - 

Miss. T. He went and got mislaid ? 

I see. He used to stray considerable 
over in Germany, didn’t he? Well, 
i’m real pleased to see you anyway. 
And how’s the poetry been pannin 
out? J hope youve had a pretty ¢g 
yield of sonnets ? 

Culch. (to himself). She ’s really 
grown distinctly prettier. She might 
show a little more feeling, though, 
considering we were almost, if not 
quite——( Aloud.) So you remember 
my peer poems? I’m afraid I have 
not been very—er—prolific of late. 

Miss T. You don’t say! I should 
think you’d have had one to show for 
every day, with the date to it, like a 
new-laid egg. 

Culch. Birds don’t lay—er—I mean 
they don’t sing, in the dark. My light 
has been—er—lacking of late. 

Miss T. If that’s intended for me, 
you ought to begin chirping right . 
away. But you're not going to tell 
me you've been “lounjun round en 
sufferin’”’ like—wasn’t it Uncle Re- 
mus's Brer Terrapin? (Catching C.’s 
look of beu What, don’t you know Unele Remus ? 

Culch. | politely). Mr. Trorren is the only relation of yours I have 
had the pleasure of meeting, as yet. 

Miss 7. Why, | reckoned Unele Remus was pretty most every- 
bedy’s relation by now. He’s a book. But likely you ’ve no use for 
our national humorous literature ? 

Culch. 1—er 
literature of any nation. 

Miss T. 
mind me, Mr. CuLcHarp. But suppose we h along and inspect 
this panorama they talk so much ; ; it ien’'t gelas ie any aie- 
show. It’s just a real representative mass-meeting of Swiss moun- 
tains, with every prominent peak in the country on the platform, and 
a deputation down below from the leading Italian lakes. It’s ever 
so elegant,—and there ’s Poppa around on the top too. 


rable. 
we are still trave to- 
only, on this particular after- 


is, 


XN 
a eal 


lderment. 


On the top. Tourists discovered making more or less appropriate 


remarks, 


First Towrist (struggling with a long printed panorama, which 
flaps like a sail), Grand view, Sir, get ’em all from here, you see! 
Monte Kosa, Matterhorn, Breithorn 

| Works through them all conscientiously, until, much to every- 
hody's relief, his panorama escapes into space. 

Second T. (a lady, oath the air of a person making a discovery). 
How wonderfully small everything 


looks down below ! 








“ Struggling with a long printed Panorama.” 


must confess I seldom waste time over the humorous 3 : 
| material, and, when the psychological moment arrives, I shall write 
guess that accounts for your gaiety! There, don’t you | 


| that’ novel. 
| Amurrean novel, flying round Europe, just beats me / 


Third T. (a British Matron, with a talent for incongruity). Yes 
dear, very—quite worth coming all this way for, but as I was telling 
you, we ’ve ware been accustomed to such an evangelical service, 
so that our new Rector is really rather—but we ’re quite friendly of 
course ; go there for tennis, and he dines with us, and all that. Stil), 
I do think, when it comes to having lighted candles in broad 
daylight &c., &c.) 

Fourth T. (an equally incongruous American). Wa'al, yes, 
they show up well, cert’nly, those peaks do. But I was about to re. 
mark, Sir, I went to that particular establishment on Fleet Street, | 
called for a chop. And when it came, I don’t deny I felt dis. 
appointed, for the plate all around was just as dry—/ But the 
moment | struck a fork into that chop, Sir,—well, the way the gravy 
just came gushing out was—there, it ain’t no use me trying to put it 
in words! But from that instant, Sir, I kinder realised the peculiar 
charm of your British chop. 

Fifth T. (a discontented Teuton). I exbected more as zis. It is nod 
glear enough—nod at all. Zey dolt me from ze a you see Milan, | 
look all aroundt. Novere I see Milan! And I lief my obera-glass 
behint me in ze drain,’and I slib on ze s and sbrain my mittle 
finger, and altogedder I do not vish I had com. 

Miss T. (presenting CuLcHarD ty 
Mr. Cyrus K. T.). I guess you’ye 
met this gentleman before ! 

Mr. T. Well now, that’s #. | 
didn’t just reckon I’d meet him again 
all this way above the sea-level though, 
but I’m just as pleased to see him. 
Rode up on the cars, I presume, Sir? 
Tolerable hilly road all the way, ain't 
it now? There cann’t anybody say we 
hain’ made the most of our time since 

ou left us. Took a run over to Ber- 
in; had two hours and a haff in that 
city, and I dunno as I keered about 
making a more tracted visit. 
Went right through to Vi-enna, saw 
round Yi-enna. 1 did want, being s 
near, to just waltz into Turkey and see 
that. But I guess Turkey ’Il have to 
keep till next time. Then back again 
into Switzerland, for I do seem to have 
kinder taken a faney to Switzerland. 
I’d like to have put in more time 
there, and we stayed best part of a 
week too! But Italy’s an interesting 

ace, Yes, I’m getting considerable | 
interested in Italy, so far as I’ve got. 
There ’s Geneva now—— 

Miss T. You do beat anything for 
mixing up places, Father. And you 
don’t want to be letting yourself loos 
on Mr. Curcnarp this ty You'd 
better go and bring Mr. Van _ Boo- 
DELER along; he’s round somewhere. 

Mr. T. I do like slinging off when 
I meet a friend; but I Al shut down, 
Mavp, I'll shut down. : 

Miss T. Oh, there you are, CHARLEY 
Come right here, and be introduced to 
Mr. Cutcnarp. He’s a vurry intel- 
ligent man. My cousin, Mr. Cuartes Van BoopeLer,—Mr. Crt- 
cHaRD. Mr. Van Boopeter’s intelligent too. He’s going to write 
our great National Amurrcan novel, soon as ever he has time for 
it. That’s so, isn’t it ? ‘ 

Mr. V. B. (a slim, pale young man, with a cosmopolitan air and 
a languid ew It’s our most pressing national need, Sir, and | 
have on cherished the intention of supplying it. I am collecting 


Ea 


that novel. And I believe it will be a big thing,a very big thing; 
I mean to make it a complete compendium of every phase of our great 
and complicated civilisation from State to State and from shore to | 
shore. [CuLcHaRD bows vaguely. 
Miss T. Yes, and the great Amurrean public are going to rise Up | 
in their millions and boom it. Only I don’t believe they ’d better 
start booming just yet, till there’s something more than covers 1 
And how you’re going to collect material for a0 


Mr. V. B. (with superiority). Because you don’t realise that it's | 
precisely in Europe that I find my best American types. U' | 
citizens show up better against a European background,—it excites 
and stimulates their nationality, so to speak. And again, with | 
big subject like mine, you want to step back to get the proper focus. | 
Now I’m stepping ona 

Miss T. I guess it’s more like ski ping, Cuartey. But so long 
as you’re having a good time! And ~ s Mr. Curemarp will fx 
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you up some sonnets for headings to the chapters. You needn’t} ‘‘ Why, surely you know we are the ‘C’ Division?” 
begin right away, Mr. Cuicnarp; I guess there’s nohurry. But| Atthis moment the Chief of my Staff again appeared. “ Sir,” 





we get talking and talking, and never look at anything. I don’t call 
| it encouraging the scenery, and that’s a fact! 

| Mr. T. (later, to Covemame) Sap you’re pretty comfortable at 
| your hotel? Well, I dunno, after all, what there is to keep us here. 
| | guess we ’ll go down again and stop at Lugano, eh, Mavp ? 
(CuLCHARD eagerly awaits her reply. 
| Miss T. I declare! After bringing all my trunks way up here! 
But I’d just as soon move down as not; they’re not unpacked 


|any. (Joy of C.) Seems a pity, too, after engaging rooms here. 
| And they oched real nice. Mr. CurcHarn, don’t you and Mr. Pop- 


| pcRY want to come up here and take them? They've a perfectly 
splendid view, and then we could have yours, you know! (C. 
cannot conceal his chagrin at this suggestion.) Well, see here, Poppa, 
we'll go along and try if we can’t square the hotel-clerk and get our 
baggage on the cars again, and then we ’!! see just how we feel about 
it. I’m perfectly indifferent either way. 

Culeh, (to himself, as he follows), Can she be really as indifferent 
as she seems? I’m afraid she has very little heart! But if only 
she can be induced to go back to . «» She will be at the same 
hotel—a great point! I wish fellow Van BoopeLer wasn’t 
coming too, though ... Not that they’ve settled to come at all yet! 
... Still, I faney she likes the idea . . . She "ll come—if I don’t a 
too anxious about it ! (He walks on, trying to whistle pre aw 








WAR IN A FOG. 
(A Record of the Next Campaign of the Coming Moltke.) 


Our Army was now advancing in good order. We had the‘‘ A” 
Division of the enemy on our right, and the ‘'B” Division on 
our left, but of course we had of Division ‘‘C.”’ It was the 
morning after we had taken the fortress that had unexpectedly 
appeared before us on our right front, and had found ourselves 
to eur surprise by the side 
of a river. The Chief of 
my Staff entered my tent 
‘\. whilst I was engaged in 

’ studying a map not very 
successfully. 

“General,” said he, 
‘military music can 
1 heard in the distance, from 

which I take it it must be 








the other part of our Army.” 

** This 1s most fortunate,” 
I replied; ‘‘ but are they 
supposed to be in this part 
of the country’ I fancied 
they were besieging the 
mgr My metropolis. 





“but it appears that, tak- 
: ing the first turning to the 
right, instead of the second to the left, they lost their way, and 
instead of capturing the capital, surrounded a harbour, in which, to 
their astonishment, they found his fleet.” _ ; 

“T suppose that the movements of Division ‘C’ are shrouded in 
mystery 7” 

‘They are,” returned the Chief of the Staff, saluting. ‘It is 
presumed that the commander is wandering somewhere near the 
frontier. A spy from his Army says that he entirely lost touch 
of the country, and was continually asking his way. But how about 
our friends, ‘the remainder of our Army, who are now approaching 
towards us? What shall we do?” 

* Give them a fitting reception,” was my pair ; 

In a moment our Army ted and pitched their tents, Accus- 
tomed to State functions of every sort and description, it was no 
difficult matter to them to decorate the line of march appropriately. 
Suddenly there was the. sound of firing, and five minutes later an 
officer wearing the uniform of the enemy entered my tent and 
surrendered his sword. 

“General,” said he, ‘‘I yield to your superior knowledge of 
military tactics. I had e to find friends, and now I have 
come across foes. And you number more than half a million of men, 
do you not ?”” 

“Well, no; you may mean my brother commander, who has that 
force under his orders. But we have only about twenty thousand.” 

‘And I have given my arms for nothing,” said my visitor. 
.., To whom have I the honour of king?” I asked, haughtily. 

presume, the Captain of the ‘ A’ Division ?”’ 
‘B? 7 ‘A’ Division! Why, they are miles away! and so are the 
Jivision.”’ 


‘Then, who on earth are you ?” 





| 


| 
| 
| 


it was reported,” | 
returned my subordinate ; | 





| 


| 


said he, ‘‘are we to advance or retire? 
with a view to arranging satisfactorily the requirements of the 


inner recess. 
crown, spun it into the air 
+ - 


return. And my tone s 
peremptory command. 


I must know at once, 


‘ ’ 


Commissariat.’ 


“One moment, Gentlemen,” I replied, and then entered an 
my tossing half- 


I searched my pockets, and findin 

I eagerly Recertained the result. 

We will advance, Sir,” said I to the Chief of the Staff on my 
both determination and 





—— 





LULLABY OF AN INFANT SPECULATOR. 
1891. 
(A long way after Sir Walter Scott.) 
[Packets called “ Lucky Sweets,” in which the bait is the chance of “ prize 
gifts,” are having a large sale amongst children. } 
On, hush thee, my babie! thy sire is a *‘ bear,” * 
Thy mother a “‘ booky,” both leary and fair, 
And the spirit of bold Speculation, I see, 


Heredity’s taint hath stirred early in thee. 
Oh, two to one bar one! h 
Oh, tiddley-um, diddley-um, 


! dance, babie, dance ! 
k the off-chance ! 


Oh, hear not thy rattle, 
though loudly it goes ; 
Oh, suck not thy fingers! 
Oh, count not thy toes ! 
The ‘* Last Odds” and 
“Share List” to thee 
Ni shall be read 
To-night ere thou ’rt cosily 
tucked up in bed. 
Oh, two to one bar one, &c. 


Oh, hush thee 
Thy sire will soon come, 


J 
p With *‘ Surprise Packets” | 







my babie! 


for thee. Oh, ain't it | 


eo yum-yum 
And“ Lucky Sweets,”’ babie, 
‘ will catch thine off eye. 
\* Not ‘* Hush-a-bye, babie!”’ 
N but rather, ‘ Buy! 
Buy!” 


Oh, two to one bar one, &c. 


wl 
yw 


My lullaby, babie, ’s not 
that of old nurse ; 

The pillow for thee has less charms than the purse ; 

It is not that ‘‘ Sweets’’ from those packets you'd suck ; 

No, babic, your yearning ’s to try your young luck. 
Oh, two to one bar one, &c. 


You eagerly buy them, the ‘‘ Prizes”’ to seek 
(You ‘* blued” two-and-tenpence, my babie, last weck), 
Those ‘‘ Lucky Sweets,” babie, are babydom’s ‘‘ play.”’ 
But as for the sweets, why you chuck them away ! 

Oh, two to one bar one, &c, 


Oh, princes may “ punt,” babie; nobles may ‘‘ plunge,”’ 
But, babie, that chubby fist’s cynical lunge 
Means craving for nothing that babyhood eats ; 
No, babie, you'd fain do a “‘ flutter” in sweets. 
Oh, two to one bar one, &c. 


The tuck-shops, my babie, are well up to date ; 

They know Speculation now rules the whole State ; 

It sways all the classes, all ages, each sex ; 

So now we’re provided with ** Nursery Specs.” 
Oh, two to one bar one, &c. 


Shall Court, Camp and Counter all yield to the spell 
And Cradledom not be considered as well ? 
Shall betting fire Oxford, and gambling witch Girton, 
And Infaney not put its own little shirt on ? 

Oh, two to one, bar one, &c. 


Oh, hush thee, my babie! the time will soon come 

When at Baccarat you ’Il sit sucki our thumb. 

Meanwhile “‘ Lucky Sweets,” babie, buy while you may, 

They will teach simple childhood the charms of high play. 
Oh, two to one, bar one! Heigh! dance, babie, dance! 
Oh, tiddley-um, diddley-um, back the off-chance | 


* In the Stock Exchange sense, of course. 
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ome with his Wife to call on the new Neighbours). 


” 


EVIDENTLY NEWLY-MARRIED. 
TELL?” 


“OH NO, 
‘*How CaN You 


Mrs. Jones. *‘ Drawtya- 








‘* WonDER IF THEY "VE BEEN MARRIED LONG Hypatia?” 
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THE IDLE AND THE INDUSTRIOUS APPRENTICE. | 
tn Old-fashioned Apologue with a Modern Application. ) 


m and ARTHUR were two young Apprentices, bound 
to the ingenious and estimable Art or Craft of Cabdinet- 
Making. Both of them were youths of a Sprightly Genius, and of an 
Alert Apprehension, attended, in the case of GRanDOLPH, with a 
mighty heat and ebullition of Fancy, which led early to a certain 
frothiness or ventosity in speech. Artuur, on the other hand, 
though possessed of excellent Parts, appeared to be of a more 
phlegmatic temperament, and took on a more languorous, not to say 
saturnine Gemeanour. 

So it came about that for the time GranpoLra seemed to carry it 
over his fellow Apprentice, who indeed, amongst superficial observers, 
incurred the reproach of indolence and lackadaisical indifference, and 
ilthough both were of creditable repute in the Craft, yet did Gran- 
DOLPH shine the more prominently and give the greater promise of 
pre-eminen ARTHUR seeming content, as men say, to play second | 
fiddle to the more pushing Performer. 

"Tis, however, within the purview of the Wise and the common 
wervation of the Judicious, that things are not always as they 
seem 

GRANDOLPH, at an early epoch in his Apprenticeship, did found a 
sort of Comradeny or Free Company, whiekt from the number of its 
constituent items, came to be intituled The Fourth Party, in the 
which Arraur modestly took subordinate place, with unobtrusive 
ease and languid resignation. This Party did push matters in the 
Craft with a high hand and a talkative tongue. For as the 
ingenious Earl of Saarressvry saith in his Soliloquy, ‘* Company 
is an extreme provocative to Fancy, and, like a hot bed in gardening, 
is apt to make our Imaginations sprout too fast.” 
rhat GranDoLPH was obnoxious to this charge of “‘ sprouting too 
fast’’ may seem made manifest by the sequel. He indeed pushed 
himself into the front place by dint of copious verbosity, and 
militant oppugnancy. But (as the same SHarrespury saith) where, 
| instead of Controul, Debate, or Argument, the chief exercise of the 
wit consists in uncontroulable Harangues and Reasonings, which 


GRANDOLI 


betimes 


} 


| his own *‘ Redundancy of Humours,” certain it is that, at the very 


must neither be questioned nor contradicted ; there is great danger 
lest the Party, thro’ this habit, shou’d suffer much by Cruditys, Indi- | 
gestions, Choler, bile, and particularly by a certain tumour, or | 


etaloney, which renders him, of all men, the least liable to apply | 


the wholesome regimen of self-practice. ’Tis no wonder if such | 
quaint practitioners grow to an enormous size of Absurdity, whilst | 
they continue the reverse of that practice, by which alone we | 
correct the Redundancy of Humours, and chasten the exuberance of | 
Conceit and Fancy. 

Whether this particular ‘‘ quaint practitioner” (our Idle Appren- 
tice, GRANDOLPH) plagued ‘‘the Party” too much with his ** Cru- 
ditys, Choler,” &c., or whether he found himself unable to correct 


‘ 


Pinnacle of Promise, and Height of Achievement, Granpoiru broke 
his indentures of Apprenticeship, and ran away ! 

And now, indeed, came the Opportunity of the true Industrious 
Apprentice, the hitherto calm and languid-looking, but, in verity, 
valorous, and vigilant, and virile ArtHur. Whereof, to be sure, he 
made abundant use, burgeoning forth into full blossom with 
astonishing suddenness, seizing Opportunity by the forelock with 
manly promptitude, and gaining golden opinions from all sorts of 
people ; so that, after brief probation, he slipped, by general acclaim, 
into that very premier place so strangely, suddenly, and intem- 
pestively abdicated by the Idle Apprentice, GRANDOLPH. 

Concerning the latter, the latest reports are not reassuring. Like 
his celebrated prototype of fable, the ill-fated ‘* Don’t Care,’’ he 
runneth a chance of being ‘‘ devoured by lions”! At least he appears 
to have sought the company of those parlous beasts in their native 
Afric wilds, We hear that ‘the lions kept him tucked up one night,” 
which same news (—gathered from a diurnal intituled the Johannes- 
berg Star—) hath a fearsome and ill-boding sound. That he is—for 
the time at least—in every sense ‘‘ tucked up,” is only too obviously 
true. Peradventure he may yet think the better of it, correct his 
Frothy Distemper and Vagrant Disposition, and (as the agonising 
advertisements have it) return to his friends that all may be forgiven 
and much forgotten ! 

But the last accounts of him picture him as lying languidly aspraw! 


— 




















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Novemwner 7, 1891. 























EWAN Sc_L 











THE IDLE AND THE INDUSTRIOUS APPRENTICE. 


(4 long way after Hogarth.) 
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spon & Mausoleum in Mashonaland, playing 
hice with himself ! The tomb would i 
sppear to be, in the sombre words of the 
Vystick Poet :— 
“The vault of his lost Ulalume,” 

the renio-coueay weal, ——— being 
luken perchance as the ican 
lfor ‘‘ Reputation.” Whether the hosting 
| word Resurgam will ever be a iate to 
‘that Tomb remaineth to be seen. But it would 
jsppear only too plain that GaANDoLPH (in the 
jyords of the aforesaid Suarressvry) ** hath 
jen a great frequenter of the woods and 
nver-banks, where he hath consum’d abun- 
‘dance of his breath, suffer’d his Fancy to 
saporate, and redue’d the vehemence both of 
ibis Spirit and Voice.’ In short, that the erst 
mbitious and aspiring GrawpoiPH is still 
wntent, for the time at least, to play the part 
lit The Idle Apprentice. 





“WHYS”—WISE AND OTHERWISE. 
(Being Queer Queries.) 


| WoNDER why, whene’er a four- 

Wheeler advances to a door, 

A common thing on Britain’s shore, ) 
I wonder why, 

At once some aged man will stand 

And stare until its inmates land, 

As if enchained by something grand, 

weird, or Fgh. 


I wonder ay the powers that mend 

The streets should root them up, and rend 

The roads with giant pipes on end 

And bricks awry, 

Just when we turn to town again ; 

Though nothing stirred while West 
Cockayne 
| Lay waste—a huge, deserted lane— 

wonder why. 


| wonder why athwart the Row 

Stray loafers linger, loth to go 

Past the mid-crossing, and are so 
Resolved to die, 

Hoping that, as you gallop near 

You ll maul them by your mad career— 
I wonder why. 


| 
| 





To offer me, who book 


; my place— 
A s*Stall that would the 
Pit disgrace, 

I wonder why. 


| I wonder why, whenever pressed 

| A little money to invest 

In something which is quite the best 
Affair to buy, 

| always read next morning that 

Not J, but it (in parlance pat 

Of City articles) was ‘* Flat,” 
I wonder why. 








Contribution towards Nursery 
Rhymes. 
(For Use of Infant Students in New School of 
Dramatic Art.) 

’T1s the voice of the Prompter, 
I hear him quite plain; 

He has prompted me twice, 
Let him prompt me again. 


es 





I wouter why, when | 


theatre Stalls, 
Are “‘ papered”’ by Pro- 
fessionals, 
And children arch in) 
vee —_ * 1 
eir gam y; 
Why the Recdliectas 
the face 





THE PRETTY SIMPLETON. 


[The Spectator warns men against marrying 


simpletons, pointing out that “ there is no bore on | hr 


eart. equal to the woman who can neither talk nor 
listen, and who has no mental interests in common 
with her husband.”’] 


Wuey fair Betrypa sweetly smiles, 
And airily before you trips, 
You ’re captured by her artless wiles, 
And must admire her rosy lips. 
You know that she is very fair, 
You see that she has sprendid eyes ; 
But ah, rash lover, have a care, 
And find out if Betoxpa ’s wise. 


For beauty, trust us, is not all 

A wife in these days should possess ; 
Her conversation ’s apt to pall, 

If she can talk of naught but dress. 
She need not be too deeply read, 

You do not want a priggish bride ; 
But still take care the pretty head 

Can boast some little brain inside, 





In courtship all she said was sweet, 
For you had died to win a glance ; 
Her little platitudes seemed neat, 
Breathed ’mid the pauses of the dance. 
You would have felt a heartless fiend 
To criticise, when by her side ; 
Nor would the lady have demeaned 
Herself to answer, had you tried. 


But when you ’ve won her for a wife, 
And ante-nuptial glamour dies, 
What food for matrimonial strife 
Her crass inconsequent replies. 
How terrible to find her dense, 
And never grasping what you mean ; 
You ’ll think one gleam of common sense 
Worth more than finest eyes e’er seen. 


Days come when love no longer gives 
usions as in hours of yore ; 
And hapless is the man who lives 
To find his wife become a bore. 
Then keep, if you’d avoid that day, 
The wise Spectator’s golden rule : 
Don’t be by beauty led away, 
And choose for wife a pretty fool. 








Ix the Times’ book advertisement column, 
the S. P. C. K. announces the following new 
publication :— 

THE OUSE. By the Rev. A. J. Foster, M.A. 


This, we suppose, is the first of a new un- 
aspirated Anry Sexres. The next Volume 
being The Ome, and, after that, Books of 
Ighgate, Amsted, Olloway, and other Ills. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue Baron ises, with pleasure, the 
actuality of the dramatic scenes In Cam- 
ridge Courts, by Mr. Lenmany. The 
dialogues during rehearsal at the A. D. C., 








and of the Classic Play, are about the best of 
the many best things in the book. Mi poy 
disappointed is the Baron with Mr. ‘. , 
Suortuovuse’s Lady Falaise, which, begin- 
ning so strongly, ends so feebly. Powerful 
it promised to be ; saniing it promised to be ; 
but weak it becomes, and, now and again, 
wearisome. Sorry for this is 
THe Baron pe Boox-Worms. 








QUERIES FOR CANDIDATES (L.C.C.) 
( What they may come to.) 


As the County Council now has power over 
the Tramways of London, will you pledge 
ourself to see that smoking carriages, com- 
ortable cushions, waiting-rooms at street- 
corners, and constant civility, are provided 


for Posvmngers r 
ill you abolish the irritating and nefa- 


| rious Ticket System ? 

How long do you think it will be before the 
electric light is universally established in 
| the cars ? 

What is your view as to the provision of 

suitable places for wet umbrellas ? 
| Will you at once vote for “* Free or Assisted 
Locomotion ”’ ? 

If a wheel of your private carriage comes 
off owing to skidding in the Tramway line, 
will you pledge yourself not to bring any 
claim for compensation against the Rates ? 
| Will you vote for the summary dismissal 
| of any wnaster = a mad ount the 

engers after being informed that he is 
full inside a 

Is it a fact that you have promised to in- 
troduce ‘‘ Pullman Palace Restaurant Cars, 
with free lunches,” onthe Tram-lines? If so 
do you contemplate providing the cost out of 
your own resources, or how 

You state in your Address to the Electors 
that you “‘ are desirous of reducing the hours 
of Tram employés to four a day, with two 
months’ holiday in the year, and of giving 
a general rise of wages up to about £2 extra 
per week.” Will you kindly say how you 
reconcile this desire with your ex 
intention to ‘‘run the concern on the most 
economical plan, so as to save the pockets of 
the Ratepayers” ? 

It is —— that you have pledged your- 
self, if elected, to see that the Tram Con- 
ductors ‘get their Saturday to Monday at 
Brighton as a regular thing.” How do you 
propose to carry out this part of your pro- 
gramme ? 

Do you consider yourself justified, in face 
of the above statements, in characterising 
the rival Candidate for the Council as 
“attempting to catch the Labour Vote by an 
impudent combination of insincere flattery, 








fraudulent promises ”’ 7 
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A REMINISCENCE OF THE RYDE SEASON. 


PUNCH ON TOUR. 











Novemper 7, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








af - 8 St 


A RECOMMENDATION. 


Dealer. ‘‘ Now THERE ’s HAcTION For yov, Sir! 


Puts HER FEET DOWN AS IF SHE WAS A STEPPIN’ ON HEGGSHELLS, DON'T sHE, Sir?” 








| feather when ’ard pressed. 





| 
“BELOW THE BELT!” | 
(Extracts from the Political ‘‘ Fistiana” of the Period. ) 


1.—By the “* Brummagem Bantam” (as reported in the 
** Injudicious Bottleholder”’). 


“Tue ’Arwarden Old ’Un, Gemmen? Lor bless yer, he ain't no 
account, nohow. Can’t ’it a ’ole in a pound o’ butter, ’e can’t. | 
Allus was a muff and a muddler; middling showy style, and a bit 
dodgy with his dooks, but neither a slogger nor a stayer, and, | 
atween you and me and the post, allus ready to hist the white | 
é Wot’s that you say? iis ‘ Travelling | 
Company’? A reglar swindle, and a fair frost, Gemmen. Went 
‘round the country’ on false purtences, and never did no good 
nowheres. Awful poor lot o’ Pugs, that gang. Not in it with the 
’Atfield Combination Troupe,’ as can fight a bit, and ’as some 
smart scrappers in it. No, Gemmen, the ‘Old ’Un’ allus were a| 
fraud. Couldn’t stand up to a Froggy, ’e couldn’t. His Company | 
muddled the ’ole bag o’tricks, and made a hawful mess of it. Ah, | 
and would agen, mark yer, if they got the chance. Should a’most | 
like to see em ‘are another shy, if only for the bloomin’ fun o’ the 
thing ; but it ’ud be a bit too expensive, and bring discredit on our 
Noble Hart, besides.” 

(Comments of the I. B. H. “‘ Brayvo, Brummagem Bantam! 
His style of hitting is straight and smart, in the ring or out of it. | 
Hope the over-rated Hawardian Old ’Un and his Company relish 


| the pepper yung Joe has administered to the shifty Veteran and his 
| Parasitic ‘ Ttems’ ! ”) 


II.— From the ‘* Newcastle Nobbler,” alias “‘ Honest Jou.” 
“ Werry much surprised to sce as that windictive Bounder, the 


|'Brummagem Bantam,’ has bin a letting out wicious like at his 


old pals, the Arwarden Old’Un and his Pugilistie Company. ‘ They 
was muffs and muddlers,’ he sez. Well, he ought to Ra’ said * we,’ 
considerin’ as he was one on’em The Old ’Un was his first 
patron, and me and other members of the Company his pertikler | 
pals, and then he used for to crack us all up sky-high. Now he | 
rounds on us for ‘making a mess of it.’ Well, praps if a// wos | 
knowed—but no matter ! 


sre 


then go about a-sneerin’ and a-jeerin’ at them for wot you yerself 
wos a party to, J call ‘ hitting flee the belt’ ’’! 

(Comments of the I. B. H. ‘* Bosh! ‘Honest Joun’ is a shrew, 
and not a Practical Pug. Is one prizefighter never to criticise 
another’ s style because he’s once been in the same Company with him ? 
Might as well say he must therefore never improve his own style. 
yr any stick is good enough to beat the Grand Old Pug-dog 
with !”’) 

Il 1.—Rejoinder of the ‘* Brummagem Bantam.” 

“"Ttting below the belt be jolly well blowed! Honest Jonn don't 
believe a word ’e sez—it’s ony his narsty spite. Makes hisself 
the wiaduck for the ’Arwarden Gang’s witrol and winegar, e’ do. In 
course I wos one o’ the Old ’Un’s Company, wus luck! But I’ve 
larned a bit since then. Wot do you think ? When I larruped 
my old pals, and called ’em mugs, messers, and muddlers, in corse I 
included myself, tacit-like. But there was no call for to say so! 
As to not showing of ’«m up acos I wos one of ’em—Walker! !/ 
If that’s the Newcastle Nobbler’s,‘ theory’ of fair-play, ’e may jest 
go ’ome and eat coke!” 

(Comments of the I. B. H. “‘ The B. B. ts quite right. If a Pug 
may not round on his old pals for doing what he helped them to do, 
it follows that he himself must never try to do better, Which is 
absurd! Go it, Jor!”) 

1V.—Surrejoinder from “* Honest Joun,” 


““My ‘theory’ ain't a bit wot the B. B. says it is. My ‘theory’ 
is that it’s mean, and unfair, and unperfessional to curry favour 
with one’s present backers by ’olding hup one’s old pals to public 
redicule for doing wot we ’elped ’em to do, and at the time praised 
‘em for doin’. 1 call that ‘hitting below the belt!’ And I believe 
every ’onest and manly Pug from Fiec to Sayers would ha’ said 
ditter to ‘’Onest Joun.’ That’s all, Gemmen!” 

(Comment of the I. B. H. * Bosh! Jox's style of hitting is no 
doubt uncomfortabie—for the Old’ Un and his pals, THAT's EXACTLY 
wuy weuke it’ What's the use of hitting above the belt only, 
when the foe’s only vulnerable below it? We rejoice to see the B. B. 
knocking the sawdust out of the Grand Old Fistic Fetish, and 


Only, to quarrel with your old pals, and! squelching the cant and claptrep out of * Honest Jony.’”’) 
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STORICULES. 
VIL—GAZEY. 
‘ne the fust pineter whort I've knowed,” said Jutta Saysy, 
| demurely. ‘* Father works at a plumber’s, but ’e ain’t industr’us. 
, ta goodman, An’ mother drinks. Orful!” 


Jviia Saney had consented, in consideration of money received, 
make a sketch of her. She was a tall thin child, with a 


y 


© let me 


long reddish hair. 

Vv bright and talkative ; | 
— yet she amazed me by 
being distinctly sanctimoni- 
ous. She critically 
round my studio on her 
entrance. 

“You ain’t got no tex’ | 
"ung up,” she remarked, 
disparagingly. “We ‘as| 
two tex’ in our kitching. | 
I ’ung ’em up myself. An’ 
father beat me for it. But | 
I didn’t keer, ’cos I knew I | 
wos doin’ good.” 

She pressed her thin lips 
together, and looked like a 
led martyr. 

you go to Sunday 

School ?” I asked, as I got | 
to work. 
**] goes reggler, an’ I’m 
first in the School, and I 
knows more colics than any 
of ’em, excep’ teachers. I 
ain’t like Gazer.” 
** Who ’s Gazey?”’ 
*She’s a girl what I 
‘ites. She’s a bad girl. 
We calls ’er Gazry, ‘cos 
it’s short for Grnazi; but 
She’s a liar. She’s allus tellin’ lies—seems 
Jutia Sansy sighed sadly. 


| 


“ 


that ain’t’er real nime. 
as if she couldn't storp doin’ it.” 
What kind of lies ’”’ 

‘* She don’t tell no lies to vet ’erself out of nothin’: ’cos she’s so 
bad that she don’t keer whort rows she gets inter. But she tells 
| other sorts. She just sits up on the fence what goes roun’ the 
green mikes up things, an’ a lot of the children ain’t got no 
more than to sit roun’ an’ listen to’er. That just mikes ‘er 
worse. She sits theer, a-tellin’ stories, an’ sweerin’ they’re all 
| true. You never ‘eard such stories.” 

** What are they all about ?”’ 

‘‘Mostly about gran’ things an’ wunnerful things—kings, an’ 
carridges, an’ angels, an’ firewux, an’ dreams what she says she’s 
‘ad. An’ she'll sweer they ’re true. My word, it is wicked of ’er! 
She ’s allus pretennin’ to be things what she ain’t, too. One Sat’dy 
arf’noon she said she was a steam-injun. An’ she got ’old of a little 
boy, Bon Couiines, and said ’e was the tender. An’ Bos CoLtrves 
‘ad to foller close be’ind ’er all that arf’noon, else she’d a’ nigh 
killed ‘im. ‘E got rather tired, because she kept runnin’ about, 
bein’ a express an’ ‘avin’ cerlishuns. Lawst of all she wived ’er 
| awms about, and mide a kind o’ whooshin’ noise. ‘ Now,’ she said, | 
‘my biler’s bust, an’ I’m*done for!’ So she lay flat on the wet 
groun’, an’ the tender went ’ome to ’is tea.” 

** What ’s she like to look at ?”’ 

JuLia Sanny confessed, with apparent reluctance, that Gazey was 
very pretty. ‘‘She’s prettier nor I am, nor any of the other chil- 
| drun roun’ ’ere. She’s got golding ’air, an’ blue eyes. But I ’ite 
er,’ an’ ’cos she mikes the other childrun bad. | 
| don’t never listen to none of ’er mike-ups now.” 

** Would she let me make a sketch of her ?”’ | 

“Dunno. You wouldn’t like ’er. She’s low in the wye she talks. 
The new curick don’t like ’er. Nobody don’t like ’er.” 

Now, just in this sentence, I fancied that the sanctimoniousness of 
Junta Sansy had become mixed with some real feeling. I also 
reflected on the fact that, although most children are egoists, Juri | 
Sanpy seemed to take more pleasure in talking about Gazry | 
than in discussing herself. I had distinct suspicions. 

‘Could you remember any of Gazey’s stories ? ”’ 

** Might, p’raps.”’ 

“Goon, then. Tell me one.” 

She began a story, which was obviously an improvisation, with 
little incidents taken from other stories added to it. It was full of 
the wildest imaginings. She told it without the least nervousness or 
embarrassment. Her assumption of ‘demureness and sanctity 


se TLS€ 


cos she’s so bad, 


dirty and very intelligent | added, quite calmly, 
face, great grey eyes, and | j 
She was | 


| ** Music.” 


| vanished utterly. She became vivid and dramatic. “ An’I’d tike 
| my gorspil oath it’s all true,” she added, at the conclusion, ag jf 
from force of habit. 

“* Jutia Sansy,” I said, “‘ Gazey has not got golden hair nor bly. 
eyes, neither is she pretty. You are Gazer.” 

I swear I ain't. I’m a good girl, and knows my colics ; Gazey’s 

something orful.”’ 

“Very well,” I answered, and went on finishing the sketch, as 
|thongh I took no interest in her. After a few seconds’ silence, she 


“*Owdjer know? I can 
never talked about ivedl ap i 
pickshur ain’t much like me.”’ 

‘It will be when it’s finished. Come to-morrow at the same 
time.” 

** Do you think I’m a liar?” : 

“You ’re either a liar or an artist, but I’m not sure which.” 

Gazey put on her exceedingly frowsy hat. “The new curick 
needn’t a bin so cock-sure about it then. G’ mornin’.” 

THE LATEST FROM BOBBY. 
(An intercepted Letter.) 


Schoolhouse, Swishborough. 
Dearest Dartinc MorHeEr, Thursday. 
I was soglad to get the hamper, and ithas done me much good, | 

all the fellows were pleased with the cake, and the ines were first- | 
rate, and the potted stuffs were awfully good. I am sorry you forgot | 
the bottles of acidulated drops, but you can send them in the next | 
hamper as soon as you like. There are 
only sixty-two days to the holidays— 
_ hours including nights! Isn’t that 
jolly: 

And now, my dear Mother, I want to 
write most seriously to you upon a matter 
of great importance. You know I have 
been doing ‘*‘ Music” as an ‘* extra.” 
Well, it does not agree with me. The 
fact is, it is an hour every week in my 
playtime, when the Doctor says it is good 
for my health that I should be enjoying 
myself. And ** Music” is an extra, like 
‘*Sansages for breakfast.’ And, of 
course, one has to think of all that. How 
hard dear Papa works to get his living; and, of course, I oughtn’t 
to waste anything, ought 1? Well, I really think I could give up 
After all, it’s awful rot, and only fit for a pack of 
girls! So this is the great favour I’m going to ask you—and mind 
you say ‘‘ Yes.” May I give up “‘ Music,” and take up ‘’ Sausages 
for breakfast” instead ? 
Always your most loving Son, 





tend proper, cawn’t I? But I ’adn’t 
if I was someone else afore. That | 
| 


| 


Boppy. 


IF THE FASHION SPREADS. 
3scENE—Interior of a Fashionable Church. The Incumbent has 
read the Banns of Marriage between JOHN PLANTAGENET DE 
Smirn and Mary Stuart DE Brown, and asks the usual question. 
Counsel (rising in pew). I beg to object. , 
Incumbent (surprised, but self-possessed). You will be good enough 
to communicate with us in the Vestry, at the end of the service. 
Counsel. But I prefer to raise my objections at once. I may say, 
Reverend Sir, that I am here on behalf of Mr. Jonw PLANTAGENET 
pE Smrru, who is my client. I am instructed by the Messrs. Capiss 
of Bedford Row, and I contend that since the Members of the London 


| County Council have instructed counsel to appear on their behalf at 


meetings in which they themselves act judicially, the right extends | 
to Places of Publie Worship. ‘ 
Incumbent. Perhaps we might hear you later. If you were kind 
enough to raise your objections in the Vestry, it woul . 
Counsel (interrupting). Pardon me, that would scarcely be satis- | 
factory. i I am 


——— 


We do not wish any hole-and-corner agitation. 
instrueted by my client to say, that he courts the fullest investi-| 
gation. Now, the facts are these :— ; 
[ Gives the facts, and ends an eloquent speech with a magnificent | 
peroration. 
Incumbent. In consequence of the rather long argument of our dear 
and learned brother, the customary quarter of an hour's sermon will | 
not be given on this occasion. [ Curtain. | 


At Fresco Orera.—Caralleria Rusticana at the Royal Shaftes- 
bury, and Le Réve in the Winter (Covent) Garden kept by Ex- 
Sheriff Drveiotanus. ‘ About the latter,” says Sir DruKioLayes, 
‘some enthusiasts quite rave. See?” (Exit Ex-Sheriff, to nole 
this down for the forthcoming Pantomime.) 








le SS ee Communications or Contributions, whether 
im no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a 
there will be no exceptiog. 


MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wil 
Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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~ URIOUS OLD 
HGHLAND WHISKIES 


. 7 15 825 pears in wood. 


cess it is well matured. 
Detailed Liat on application to 


WOREL BROS. Ct COBBETT & SON 


210 & 211, 1, PICCADILLY; 
18 & 19, PALL MALL; 
143, REGENT ST. 
Whisky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B, 


wo MEDAL, PARIS EXMIBITIOM, 1878, 
KINAHAN’S «rz cxzax 


| 
PURE, MILD, AND OLD IRISH | 
sent IF ep LL WHISKIES. 
MOST 
| WHOLESOME. WHISKY. 
THE PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1865. 


GUILDFORD STREET, YORK ROAD, 
LAMBETH, 8.E. 


LEA & PERRINS’ 
SAUCE. 








MEATS, 
GRAVIES, 
GAME. Lig I 
| 7) 
FISH, N a YI 2 


| the trigizal and Genuine ‘‘ Worcestershire Sauce.” 
For HOT and COLD afi hag 

SALADS, 

SOUPS, 

WELSH of 
—— , 


Signature is on every on Ovaee Sess of the Genuine 
and Original 


WEAR THE VENTILATED 
CELLULAR CLOTH 
AND CLOTHING. 


HEALTHY AND 
UNDERWEAR, ~ ag — 
NIGHT CLOTHING. 
Mastrated Price List, with names of 160 Country 
Agents, sent post free on a —— A compicte 
assortment of Stock a 
RORI ‘ERT SCOTT, 4 & og | 
IVER BROS., 417, Oxronn St., Loxpox, W. 


JWSBURY & BROWN'S 








ivscuny 
nin 


Paste. 


« Familiar in Millions of 





Mouths as any Household 
Word.” —Timgs, 


\A pollinaris 


THe QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” 
| | 


“Much favoured by Her 
Mayesty.”—WorLy 








FRY’S PURE 
CONCENTRATED COCOA 


SOLUBLE 








“T consider it @ very rich, delicious Cocos.”"—W. EH RB. STANLEY, M.D. 
Heemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 
GRILLON. 

One Penny. 


A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY AGREEABLE TO TAKE. 
of Appetite, Gastric and 
E. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 
STODDART’S SEA SALTS 


FOR 
I A M A R CONSTIPATION, 
I N DI I y N Intestinal Troubles, 
Headache. 
SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 28. 6d. A BOX. 
A Sea Bath in your own room for 
INVALUABLE FOR RHEUMATISM AND 
WEAK JOINTS. 


Established Forty Years. Registered Trade Mark. 
ods ot 2 te eats} 14-lb. Boxes ; 
4s. 28-Ib., eth and nine Bese : 
a Package. 
Readily Soluble in Hot or Cold W ater. 


and od of by 
Aaruve H. Hassact, M.D.,& Orro Henwen, F.C.8. | p 
Beld by Chemists, Patent Medicine a &e. 





coLT's LIGHTNING MA 

or Large and Small Game, Kook shooting, 

| Target Practice, are u for acousnay and 
unequalled for raj 


Wholesale London Agen 
BARCLAY & 6ONS, Lo., 95, Posrington St., E.C. COLT’S R 


Proprietors, arried off all the highest Prizes at Nisley, Edin- 
A. 83. WABREN, Wholesale and Export Draggists, s ea er 
23 & 2%, REDCLIFF STREET, BRISTOL. 


| 26, Glasshouse 6t., b, Plecadilly Cireus, London, W. 


ALL FAT PEOPLE 


Should teLe TRILENE TABL ayy 
:- a1 | The only safe cure for Srowrn res Sead he 
T. Ww. FS ay & Co., 3, Renate Street, w. TRIL Use CO., 70, Finsbury Pavement, 








DENTIFRICE. 
TOILET SOAP. 





Sample Shirt, 


ABSOLUTE PURITY AND RELIABILITY. 
TAAFFE & & COLDWELL'S| cE 3 U i T 
SHIRTS 6 2 33/- 

¢ | Bee CATALOGUE for Simple Instructions and 
> 


SA A LV | N E SHAVING SOAP. 
SCIENTIFIC and HYGIENIC. TOILET POWDER. 
Vide Medical and Specialists’ Reports. 
OF ALL CHEMISTS. 
EE OR ee ipo PLEASURE and PROFIT. 
Delivered FREF to any Address in in the Kingdom Nothing so Profitable and Tasy te Grow. 
er 74 ACRES IN STOCK. 
‘ kinds of Trees to suit all Soils 
| 
- y BUSHES, 8s. per doz, 60s. 100. 
Packing and Carriage Pree for Cash with order. 


| ROSES in Pots, from 15s. per doz. 
ORNAMENTAL TREES 91 ACRES. 
aan EL teed ve « | 4 ACRES OF CLASS, 


Sy at aot aan Pee ee oe CLEMATIS (80,000), from 15s. per doz. 

ap mee. Made of the most durable Lengcloth | NB. — Single Plants are old at slightly increased 
Pure Irish a all om, a2 ; 

measure or pattern. res extra | 

wide fronts, és. 6d. Four fold Irish Linen Lolars, | SEEDS and | Vegetable, Flower, 


extra quality ; 
Our a Rtr- me Pieree. with. -¢4 wg © = te and Farm. 
Cuffs, and Neekbands, 2s. DESCRIPTIVE LISTS FREE 


=. & COLDWELL. shirt Tailors, | | RICHARD SMITH & 00., Worcester. 
“ EXCELLENT—of Great Value.’ "a Eemmoal, June 15, . az 
CONCENTRATED Gold Medals, 1884, 1886. 


PEPTONIZED =— sists 


ne [ea 
WUTRITIOUS. 


ano = COCOA ann MILK! 


DICESTIBLE. 
Tins, 1s. 6d. and 2s. @d., obtainable everywhere. 








SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. 


Waters 


Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 
AND BROWN LABELS. 





NAVY REVOLVER | : a 
ter = a ce Length Sold. 





By Gpecial Royal Warrants of Appointment 


To Ber Majosty B. 1. Majesty 
oe Sees 


the Empress 
EGERTON BURNETT'S 


ART Fai 


Opsetalty over Woven by Rd PURE you for Strengt 


Reauty | 
Romeo of shou Poaas Pau and Admirable 


cari tes 

For LADIES’ TT * and GENTLEMEN'S 
DRESS for Travelli Tourist and General Wear 
The Stock of ROYAL 
areater Variety than 

eae tn POST FREE An 
on orders of 2+ a | 
of the United Kingdom. 

BGERTON BURNETT, 


Rotat Brace Wanenover, 


WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGL AND, 


SAVAR’S 
CUBEB 

Full directions. All Chemists, 

CIGARETTES. Gone rome’ Sandal Wool O8f 


psules, sicedened, saben 


Cu bebe, Stramonium, and 
Cannab. Ind. Always relieve, 

frequently cure Asthma, 
Throat Cough, Bronchitis, 
Influenza One Cigarette 





FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE. 


“FOR ' THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 


CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD 
MIXTURE 


jpoennans to cleanse the blood from all impurities, 
from wnatrven cause arising. Vor Serofula, Seurvy, 
Fesemne, Skin and Jilood liscases, and ores of ail 
-— Yo are warvelious. It is the only real 
for Gout and Kheumatic Poine for it 
moves the caves from the bleod and Hones. In 
bottles, 22. 9d. and iis. each, of all Che nists. Pro 
prietors, Lincein and Midland Counties ~- “e Ce, 
Lincoin. Mew ans ov We paruiese Im re . 
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Look in in the Glass! 


WL.” get so used to our faces, we do not know how ugly we are—most 
of us. 
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Colour of hair we never become insensible to; of eyes, any peculiar 
feature. What we cannot mend we think of and grieve over. 

Strange to say, we tolerate faults of skin, which are almost always 
directly within our control. We do not know how happier pcople 
pity us! 

Look in the glass! Can you see no use for a soap that purges the 
skin of pallor and pimples and oil, that softens and smooths it, brings out 
the rose and alabaster ? 

The secret of PEARS’ SOAP is that it has no excess of alkali in it. 
You may use it, no matter how much, you cannot roughen the skin 
with it. 


Health is always beautiful. Other beauty there is none. 


Gold Medals, Diplomas, and Iijhest Awards ead exhibited, for 
BIRD’S é Purity, Superiority of Manufacture, and True Flavour, 


| 
POWDER 


| 
| Supplies a Daily Luxury—Dainties in Endless | Extract ot Beef | 


Variety — The Choicest Dishes and Richest | | Retains the True Natural Taste and Stimu- 
Custard. ‘lating Properties of Fresh Beef in a more) 
NO EGGS REQUIRED. | marked degree than any similar preparation.| 


ET rin at 


| 
COCOASABSOLUTELY PURE, Taeneront BEST 


“The name Cadbury on any packet of Cocoa or Chocolate is a guarantee of purity. 2 Annual. 
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HEINE’S WORKS. 


Translated by © GO. Lecano ‘Hans Breitmansa) 
FLORENT BR NIGHTS, &e. Cr. Ovo, be 
245. PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 2 vols, cr Oro, We 


Tiwe “We can recommend no better medium 
for making ac en aaintence at first hand with the 
(rermar . 
5S AND WOMEN By &. Cases 1 vol. 
A gilt «x 
NEW WORKS OF FICTION. 
A am , By Auecoe Rovgs 
THE PRNAS PORTIA JAMES. By Tasms 
LU ENT ES By J. H. Peaace 
Ss 
PEPITA JUNENEZ Jess Vators. 1 vol, 
le. Od sper 
London: Wea He “ane 


Redford St., W.0. 


Miss Braddor's Christmas Annual for 1891. 


Now ready, Illustrated, One Shilling 


= MISLETOE BOUGH 


the best, ane the ruts & Co Lea. 
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foefat 
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FOR OVER HALF A CENTURY 
SUSTAINED 178 HIGH REFUTATION 
ae an 
Indispensable Toilet Requisite 
Delightfully cooling to the skin. 

Invaiuable in crowded places 


the Ag 


RIMMEL'S 
New and Fashionable Extracts. 
“THE EXQUISITE,” 


AND 


“WHITE LILAC.” 


The most delicious and lasting 
perfumes ever produeed 


LS POUDRE DE BEAUTE. 


uperior invisible adherent Toilet Powd 








LONDON 


SOLD EV 


and PARIS. 


ERYWHERE 


Daily yield 507,600 gallons, at a temperature of 
iT’ t iw 


Kathe founded at Hath by the Romans in the First 
ary he waters are well known as being most 
Valuahie in cases fz nmation, Gout, and Skin 
Affections. The Corporation of Hath have rec ents | 
niarged and pe t the Maths at great expense 
In the w f « f the greatest Hygienic 
Phys 4 } * AS THE MOST COMPLETE in 
} ¢ Pump Room. Letters 
t the ¥ “mer + ive attention and every 
mat n 
WEAR THE VENTILATED 


CELLULAR CLOTH. 
AND CLOTHING. 


HEALTHY AND DURABLE. 
ERWREAR ras 8 
- I -p - | — HIKTS, 
t, with names ” 140 Country 
m af A compicte 





EARTSETTE 


Twa Great Cano Game ror 3, 4 on 6 Pravens 
Ammaing, + ‘Inteliectuai 
Supersedes Whist, Loo and Nap. 


OF ati besiers tn Faney Geode throwghout the World, or of 
Mervert Fuse & Co., 0, Dury 8. Londen, E.G 


FOR ASTHMA &C 
DATURA TATULA 


POR SMOKING AND INHALATION. 


SAVORY & MOORE, London. 


And of Ch« very where 
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HOT MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATH. 


ray, Ouwaretps, EC. | 
romp 8r., Loxpos, W. 











FIRST—AND—FOREMOST. 


BROWN & POLSON’S CORN FLOUR. 


NOTE. — First produced and designated CORN FLOUR by 

BROWN & POLSON in 19856; not till some time afterwards 

was any other Corn Flour anywhere heard of, and none has 
now an equal claim to the public confidence. 


+ Try IT IN YouR Batu. 
ScrRuBB’S nS.) AMMONIA. 


MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 


Refreshing as a Turkish Bath 
Invaluable for Toilet purposes. 

Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, &c. 
Restores the Colour to Carpets. 

Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 
bottle for six to ten baths. 
Of all Grocers, Chemists, &c. 


SCRUBB & Co., 1 16 Red Cross Street, 8. E. 
WA 
Pians a Estates 
given for the 
Tig 3 FIRE PROTECTION 
— #4. ONS l 
SHAND, MASON 2 Co., | 
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MAKERS of STEAM FIRE ENGINES 

To Her Majesty the Queen, the Dube of 
Portland, the Duke eo Sutheriand, ox 



























MAPPIN & WEBB’S 






PRINCE'S PLATE. 


“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 


| 
| bint 
| 


luLusTRateo C CaTaLoaues FREE. 


75, UPPER CROUND STREET, 
BLACKFRIARS ROAD, LONDON. 


CHUBB’ S 
SAFES | 


WILL PREVENT 


JEWEL ROBBERIES. 





ALLED FUK HARD 


WEAR 


FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH. 


Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the va 














Prevents the dec of t mit 
Renders the re oth, PE Ait iy ‘*! ITE. 
Paice List Sewt Facer Is perfectly harmless, and 
1%, QUEEN VICTORIA STREET, F.C Delicious te the Taste 
64, ST. JAMES’S STREET, Pall Mall, London. | Is partly composed of Honey, and extracts 
ath from sweet herbs and plants 
HOME INDUSTRIES. of oS om ment remus” put the 
Lt & ;. oak ee 


Fair Wear Guaranteed Put up in glass jars. Price ls. 


Parreass Fare sr P Prepared only by 
The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 
_DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, a Detaeten Beek, bam BA 
Wigmore Street and Welbeck Street, Leadcs, W -- - 





ADAMS’S 


TRIPLE SPLICED INSTEP HOSE. FURNITURE 


(Patent No. 20,778.) 


For Ladi d Child in Cash , Span Silk, 

or Ladics an nb come 9S mere ur . POLISH. 
Illustrations and Price List Post Free THE OLDEST AND BEST. 

DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, oF Q» ex» " (the Lady's Newspaper) “ feels no 


| Wigme ro Street and Wolbock Street, le pica, W. | ** OOD ORSE 5S 


Bold ‘by G cers, Lronmongers, Oilmen, &c. 
Ma nufeste wy—SHEFFIELD. 











Yor a most comfortable, remarkably easy, luxurious, 
and del ightful sha 
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P. ARBENZ, Gt. Charles Street, birmingham, intro- 
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AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Daity Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 














































OXFORD.-MITRE Hi 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOuKy 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE Kixg 


“WHITEHALL COU 


RESIDENTIAL FLATS, FACING 
EMBANKMENT AND WHITEHALL 7 





3.W 

These excellent Suites are fitted with every 
convenience, ¢g. Hot and Cold Wate 
Light and heils, Visitors’ and Servants | 
—— RL ht and day, and occupy th 

+ - andon, affording extensive r 

he River t with the Surrey Hills in the ¢ 
and the Embankment Gardens. They are us 
convenientiy and centrally situate with 
the principal Clubs, Theatres, &c. The m 
all finished to suit the wishes of incoming 1 
and the Rents include all Rates, Tamm, 
Supply, lighting and heating of the Corr 
Staircases, and the services of all the Portm 
Suites may be viewed at any time on a 
the Superintendent, J. C. Scxwearine, 


Office on the premises; or to Hawrros& 
Estate Agents, 1, Cockspur St. (late ¥ 
louse), 5 





HOOPING COU 
_— 


The celebrated effectual cure without 





modisiae. Sole Wholesale Agents, W. Toe 
“ 157, Queen Victoria Street, Looda 

Sold by most ( he mists. Price 4s. per bet 

Pe snp, 328, Rue St. Marta 

| New York- Four cena & Co., North Willams 
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PERFECTLY HARMLESS 

Bold by Perfumers ane Chemists thro 
the World 

HOVENDEN & SONS, Lem 


LIQUEUR OF TH 


Gae. CHARTREL 


This delicious Liqueur, 
come so much ee publ 
account of its won 

aiding Digestion and prevent 

now be had of all the princip 

Merchants throughout the Kin 

siderably less ree than formerly. Sole 

w. vatnebrncamide 1, 35, Crutched Friars, Lond 


WELCOME ALWAYS, 
KEEP IT HANDY, 

GRANT'S MORELIA 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


OF ALL DEALERS 
Be sure and ask for GRANT'S, and don't * / 
with inferior makes. 


J. EXSHAW & i 


ROWLANDS 


ODONTO 


tooth 
a pure, fragrant, non- gritty 
powder ; 


WHITENS 
THE TEETH, 


revents decay, and sweetens, 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 
No. VL—TO VANITY. 
Dear VANITY, 

I rHivk I can see you smirking and posturing before the 
abstract mirror, which is your constant companion. It pleases you, 
no doubt, to think that anybody should pay you the compliment of 
making you the object and the subject of a whole letter. Perhaps 
when you have read it to the end you will alter your mood, since it 
eannot please you to listen to the truth about yourself, None of 
those whom you infect here below ever did like it. Sometimes, to be 
sure, it had to be endured with many grimaces, but it was extra- 
ordinary to note how the clouds caused by the aren truth- 
teller passed away as soon as his departure had ena 
these reproaches to recover his or her false self again. What boots 
it, after all, 4 iy the truth? For i whom spches - clad 
in armour, Which is —_ e sharpest lance, and they can 
thus bid defiance to aT tie attacks of the merely honest and 
downright—for a time ; but in the end their punishment comes, not 
always in the manner that their friends and ory but none the less 
inevitable in one manner or another. For they all fashion a 
ridiculous monster out of affectations, strivings and falsehoods, and 
label it ** Myself ;” and in the end the monster takes breath, and 
lives and crushes his despised maker, and immediately vanishes into 


space. 


Permit me to in my usual way, and to offer you an 
example or two. And I in with AW 
Hermione MAYBLoom. ONE ’ 
was one of a large family of delightful | Ay! 











daughters. Their father was the well- 
known Dr. Maysioom, who was Dean 
of Archester Cathedral. His massive We, 
and convincing volumes on The Fauna \4\ 
and Flora of the Mosaie Books in 
their Relation to Modern Botanical 
Investigation, raust be within your 
recollection. It was followed, you 
remember, by The Dean’s Duty, 
which, being published at a time when 
there was, se to speak, a boom in reli- 
gious novels, was ordered by .many 
readers under the impression that it 
was likely to upset their mature reli- 
gious convictions by its assaults on 
orthodoxy. Their disappointment when 
two stout tomes, dea. historically 
with the status and duties of Deans, 
were delivered to them, was the theme 
of cheerful comment amongst the 
light-hearted members of_the Dean’s 
own family. 

Was there ever in this world}’so 
delightful a family circle as that of 
the Deanery? The daughters were all 
pretty, but that was their smallest 
merit. They were all clever, and well- 
read, without a tinge of the blue- 
stocking, and most of them were musical : é 
to the tips of their slender fingers. How merrily their laughter used 
to ring across the ancient close, and how playfully and gently they 
used to rally the dear learned old Dean B os ad watched over them 
and cared for them since Mrs. MayBioom’s death, many years before, 
with all the tender care of the most devoted mother. And of this fair 
and smiling throng, ‘‘my only rosary,’’ as the Dean used to call 
them, Hermione was, I think, the ttiest, as she was certainly 
the most accomplished. Every kind of gift had been showered 
upon her by Nature. When she played her violin, accompanied by 
her elder sister on the piano, tears trickled unbidden down the 
| aquiline nose of the militant Bishop of Archester, the chapter stood 

ushed to a man, and the surrounding curates were only prevented 
| by a salutary fear of ruining their chances of preferment from laying 
| themselves, their pittances, and their garnered store of slippers at 
| her pretty feet. Then in a fit of charming petulance, she would 
break off in the middle of the piece, lay down her violin, and, with 
a pretty imperiousness, command a younger sister to fetch her zither, 
on which to complete the subjugation of her adorers. And then her 
caricatures—summer-lightning flashes of pencilled wit, as I heard 
the Reverend Smzon Cope describe them in a moment of enthusiasm 
after she had shown us her sketch of his rival, the Reverend 
StrPHEN HANKINSON. 

But even in those days, while she still had about her all the 
fascinations of peerless ty and fresh and glowing youth, I 
mistrusted her. Alone of all the sisters she seemed to me to be 
| wanting in heart. I heard her several times attempt to snub her 





father, and once I n how she spent a whole evening in moody 


ed the object of | 





see except that Captain Anstast, of the 30th Lancers, the dashing 
first-born of the Bishop, who happened to be spending a few days of 
his long leave in Archester, devoted himself with all the assiduity 
of his military nature to twirling his heavy moustache in the immediate 
neighbourhood of Sopuy Maysioom, and not in that of Hermione. 
Indeed, | have reason to know that, after the guests had departed, 
oor Sopny had to endure from her sister a dreadful scene, the harsh 
etails of which have not yet faded from her memory. And then I 
remembered, too, how it was a matter of family chaff against 
Hermione that once, not very iam after she had entered u her 
teens, she had sobbed convulsively through a whole night, because 
she had discovered that her juvenile arms were thin and mottled, 
and she imagined that she would never be able to wear a low dress, 
or shine in Society. ; 
Such, then, was the beautiful Hermione, who for some years rode 


rough-shod over the hearts of all the males in Archester. Space fails 


me to enumerate all her engagements. She broke them one after 
|another without a thought, and cast her admirers away as if they 
had been dresses of last year’s fashion. Most of them, it must be 
said, recovered quickly enough, but the miserable Core became a 
hopeless hypochondriac, and never smiled again. He died the other 
Sor. aad ERMIONE’S sketch of Hanxunson was found, frayed. and 
iled, in an ancient pocket-book which he always carried about with 
|him. Hanxryson’s fate seemed at first to be worse. He took to 
poetry, morbid, passionate, yearning, unhealthy poetry, of the 
skimmed |SwrveuRne variety, and for a time was gleomy enough. 
Having, however, e in a paper ict with one of 
his critics, he forgot his sorrows, and though he still 
declares an overwhelming desire for death and oblivion 
about six times a year, in various magazines, he seemed, 
when I last saw him, fairly comfortable and happy. But, 
of course, he has never secured a vicarage. 
To return to Hermione. She at last married a certain 
Mr. Parpor, a barrister practising on the Archester Circuit, 
and established herself in town. Shortly afterwards she 
became the rage. Her beauty, her wit, her music, her 
inners, her diamonds, were i 
of with enthusiasm. All the elderly 
roués, whose leathery hearts had been 
/ offered up at hundreds of shrines, 

became her temporary slaves. She 

coaxed them, cajoled them, and fooled 
—= them, did this innocent daughter of a 
simple-minded Dean, to the top of 
their various bents. She schemed suc- 
= cessfully against countless rivals, in 

_—— order to maintain her pre-eminence in 
the admiration of her circle. Her 
ambition knew no bounds. She 





 ~F changed her so-called friends every 
.. 'k J week; she cultivated grand passions 
al St for actors, authors, musicians, and 

//, even for professors. Sometimes she 
/ played to select audiences with all her 
old ravishing skill, but this happened 


more and more rarely, until at last 
she utterly declined, and even went 
so far as to flout H.S.H. the Duke of 
Ka.sskorr, who had been specially invited to meet her. 

Then suddenly came the crash. She left her husband, in company 
with Coak.ie FItzHUBERT, Choker pap ieoto te wealthy earldom 
of Battersea. On the following day Mr. Paxvor blew out his brains, 
leaving ten thousand pounds of debt and three young children. 
Six months afterwards the venerable Dean died, and sentimental 
people spoke of a broken heart. Then the Earl of Barrensra, in a 
fit of indignation, married, and was blessed with a son, the present 

: Guantre Firzavsert married Hermione, but they are as 
as curates, and he hates her. I saw her twodaysago in a shabby 
ired carriage. She is getting prematurely old, and grey, and 
| wrinkled, and everybody avoids her, except her sister Sorpuy, who 
still visits her, and suffers her ill-humour. | 
Charming story, isn’t it? I shall write again soon. 
Yours, in the meantime, Diocenes Roprnson. 








Niowt-Marise.—‘‘ Night Mail between London and Paris” has 
been recently announced in all the ponerse as now ready and willi 
to take night-mailers from Victoria, L. C. & D., tothe French Capital. 

| It is to be a Third-class Night Mail, though a Knight of the First 
|¢ ‘lass can, of course, travel by it should he be so disposed. Thirty 
| shillings through fare for ‘a single ;” but as the tariff doesn’t ex- 
| plicitly inform us whether the nger will be asked the question, 
‘*Married or single?” and so be charged accordingly, we ma p- 
sume that a margin is left for a little surprise. The train of Night 
Mails—a kind of gay bachelor train, no females being of the party— 


silence, and refused to play a note, for no other reason that I could is to start at 8°15 P.s., and to be in Paris at 5°50 a.m. 
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DRAWING THE BADGER. 
(A Naturai History Note.) 


Sy) 
—. — #1 bbe 


—_—- 


LS H/ py) 
; y 


Pp 
lf , (2 ys 


j 


A 


Tue Badger (Meles-7arus) is at once one of the most inoffensive | and “‘adorn a tale” (of laboured waggs ry). He might find the 
and (in one sense) offensive of our few remaining British Carnivora. subject as suggestive of sardonic chaff as American women and | 
He is described by Narrer of Merchiston, in his Book of Nature Republican institutions. 
and of Man, as a ** quiet nocturnal beast, but if much ‘ badgered’ What says the popular Woop? He describes the Badger 45 | 
becoming obstinate, and fighting to the last, in which it is a type of '‘‘slow and clumsy in its actions,” and as “rolling along 0 


a large class of Britons, who like to be let alone, but when ill used awkwardly that it may easily be mistaken for a young pig 2 
can fight.’ 


the dusk of the evening.” Woe, however, to whomsoever dons | 
That great new authority on Natural History, Mr. G. A. Henty take the creature for ‘‘a young pig.” ‘* Being naturally as harm- 
author of Those Other Animals), should be able to tell us much less an animal as can be imagined, it is a terrible antagonist 
about the Badger. Therewith he would be able, in his own favourite when provoked to use the means of defence with which it is so we | 
fashion, to ‘‘ point a moral” (against the Demogorgon Democracy), provided.” 
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We tax the patience of poor Meles- Taxus, 
Until he turns with tooth and claws and whacks us. 
The natural home of Taxrus—the Exchequer— 
Harbours a creature that keeps up its pecker. 


‘ For the purpose of so-called ‘ sport,’ the Badger used 
to be captured and put into a cage ready to be tormented 
at the cruel will of every ruffian who might chose to risk 
his dog against the sharp teeth of the captive animal.” 

This particular sort of ‘‘ sport” is a little out of date. 

jut ‘‘ drawing a Badger” is not unknown even in these 
humanitarian days. Dogs will sometimes voluntarily 
rush in to risk their hides and muzzles against the afore- 
| said sharp teeth, &c. Look at those in the picture! 
The two small, if aggressive, terriers seem menanely 
| matched against the ** clumsy” but strong-jawed and | 
| terribly-toothed Badger. They have drawn him, indeed, | 
| out of his hole, and one of them, at least, seems rather 
| sorry for it, if you may judge by the way in which he 
turns tail and makes for his protector, the big Bull- 
| Terrier. The ventripotent broken-haired tyke looks more | 
| valorous—for the moment. Yap! yap! yap! Meles- 
| Taxus takes little notice of him, however. His eyes are 
| on that sturdy specimen of Canis familiaris there, whose | 
| bold eyes in turn are onhim. Both, perhaps, experience— | 
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“ That stern joy which warriors feel 
In foemen worthy of their steel.” 


‘“* Drawn by those two tiny yelpers? Not a bit of it! 
But you, my complacent canine Colossus—come on if you 
| dare!’”? And he does dare, evidently. Whether he’ll 
| regret his daring remains to be seen. 

| 
| The Memory of Milton. 
Mitton forgotten? Nay, my Besant, nay; 
Not wholly, even in this petty day, 
When learning snips, when criticism snaps, 
And the great bulk of readers feed on scraps. 
Still, still he finds his ‘‘ audience fit, though few,”’ 
The rest forget not since they never knew. 
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The Off-Portsmouth Phrase-Book. 
Have you caught a fish ? 

| No, but I have bagged a cannon-ball. 
| Is the sea too rough for your boat ? 
| No, the sea is not too rough, but the Torpedoes are | 

ae 4 yee 
| Js that a pretty she at you are going to carry home 
| to your children ? sh THE RESULT OF TOO MUCH GREEK, 

oill ene Oat, it it bursts a yard nearer, First Classic. ‘‘By THE WAY, HADN'T DANTE Got AXoTHER NAME?” 

Pp . . . . Second Classic. ‘‘ Yes; Auviert, I THINK—OR ELSE ALIGHIERI.” 

ay [on Senpese sotunuing fe one, Be iy teg sg Se : First Classic. ‘‘ An, PERHAPS You "RE kicnT. I HAD A NOTION IT WAS 
| mander of the nearest practising gun-boat. | GAMERS Hoceerrt, o& soMmErnIne | 
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CUTTING REMARKS. FRENCH AS SHE IS “ WRIT.” 


Mr. Henry Autor Jones has taken a theatre wherein to play his| Tue Standard’s own Vienna Correspondent, when reporting the 
own plays to his own taste. On the first night of Zhe Crusaders this | unpleasant incident in the life of the Due d’Ontfans, told us how 
‘in taste was not exactly the taste of the|the Prince, on unwittingly ‘‘ accepting service,’ said to the astute 
~ e an S audience. Mr. Henry AvtTnor Jowes| lawyer's clerk, ‘‘ Mais, Monsieur, ce n'est paslemoment.”’ To which 
seemed to object to be tied to time, and the | the clerk replied, ‘‘ also in French,” says the Standard, ‘‘ One time 
result was the prompt appearance of that is as good as another.” But why was not the lawyer's clerk's 
terrible conqueror of things terrestrial, | French as she is spoke given as well as that of M. le Duc? And how 
General Boredom. Since the initial per-| much more telling it would have been had M. le Duc been served 
formance, it is reported that matters have | well and faithfully by a clerk like Perker’s Mr. Lowten, fresh, 
gone on more smoothly. According to the | very fresh, from a carouse at the “* Magpie and Stump,” or even by 
‘usual sources of information” the dramatist | one of Messrs. Dodson and Fog’s young men who enjoyed themselves 
has been cheered on leaving his theatre, and | so much when “‘ a twigging”’ of the virtuous Mr. Pickwick, : 
heartily congratulated. On one occasion he| ‘‘ Mais, Monsieur, ce n’est pas le moment,” says the Duke, to which 
actually supplemented his piece with a| our Mr. Lowten would have replied in Magpie-and-Stumping French, 
speech! Apparently he was under the im- | ‘* Eggskewsy moy, Mossoo, le Dook, ung Tom is aussy bong qu’ ung 
’ . pression that there could not be too much of | autre. Mossoo ler Dook ar maintenong pérusé ler documong ; voici 
Tied to Time. a good thing—Jowes for choice! It may be | le copy et voila two. Bonsoir, il faut que je l’accroche.”” : 
that since the first performance, there has been some curtailment Wiews om he would have “* hooked it,” asit a rs this particular 
made in the play. To judge from appearances it was a question of | lawyer's clerk did, and was not seen again. No doubt he joined a 
cutting—either the author the play, or the public the theatre ! circle of admiring friends in the legal neighbourhood (some Magpies- 
and-Stumps still exist), where, over a glass and a cigar, he recounted 
: the merry tale of how he had served a Duke. 
; C QUITE A a, pg how just received a prospectus of a —— 
om entitled ** 7’ onare. r yovtety.”” se P ‘ , 
ull the Crowned Heads of Europe will be in it. We haven't yet read| Tux relation of Hypnotiser to the Hypnotised at the Aquarium 
Wire title being sufficient for the mt. (a donne da penser, |™May be simply described as ‘‘ Germawe to the subject. 
ill it provide New Monarchs tor old ones? Will it give good | Tene 
Sone anp Corvus ror THe County Covnci, on next Depate 


sovereigns in exchange for bad ones? It so—where will the profit i ¥ 
come in ? |on THE Water Surrty. —‘* Young Benn he was a nice young man, 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No, XIV. 


| Scener—Gardens belonging to the Hotel du Pare, Iugano. Time, 
afternoon ; the orchestra is tuning up ina k CULCHARD is 
seated on a bench in the shade, keeping an anxious eye upon the 
opposite door. 


Culch. (to himself). She said she had a headache, and made her 
father and Vax Boope ter go out on the lake without her. But sh« 
certainly gave me to understand that she might come out when the 
band played, if she felt better. The question is, whether she means 

| to feel better or not. She is the most tantalising girl! J don’t 
know what to make of her. Not a single reference, as yet, to that 
last talk we had at Bingen, I must see if Fean’t recall it to her 
memory—if she Gomes. I'll wait ‘here, on the chance of it—we 
are not likely to be dis——. Confound it all—Popbury ! (with sup- 
pressed irritation as Popsvry comes up). Well, do you want any- 

| thing in parti 

| Podb. (cheerfully, as he sits down.) Only the pleasure of your 

society, old chap. How nicely you do put things! 

Culch. The—er—fact is, 

I can’t promise to be a 

| particularly lively com- 

panion just now. 

|  Podb. Not by way of a 
change? Ah, well, it’s a 

| pity—but I must put up 

you as you are, { 

| suppose. You see—(with 

| a grin)—I’ve got that vow 

to work out. 

Culch. Possibly —but J 
haven't. As 1 ’ve already 
told you—I retire. 

Podb. Wobbled back to 

Miss Trorrer again, eh ? 
Matter of taste, of course, 
but, for my part, I think 
| your first impression of 
her was nearer the trath— 
| she’s not what I call a 
highly cultivated sort of 
girl, y’ know. 

Culch. You are natu- 
| rally exacting on that 
point, but have the good- 
ness to leave my first im- 
ay alone, and—er 
rankly, Popsury, I see 
no necessity (now, at all 
events) to take that ridi- 
culous—hum— penance too 
| literally. We are travel- — = 
ling together, and I imagine 
that is enough for Miss 
PRENDERGAST. 

Podb. It’s enough for 
me especially when you 
make yourself so doosid amiable as this. You needn’t alarm yourself 
—you won't have any more of my my | than I can help; only I 

uf 
[ 


fo = 
} Li 
e i _¥ x 


must say, for two fellows who came out to do a tour together, it’s — 
Walks away, grumbling. 
The band has finished playing ; Miss Trotrer is on the 
: bench with CULCHARD. 
_ Miss T. And you mean to tell me you’ve never met anybody 
since you even cared to converse with ? , 
, Culch. (diplomatically); Does 
incredible? ; 
Miss T. Wi, it: strikes meas just a dittle too thin! I judged 
you'd go away, and forget I ever existed. 
Culch. (with tender reproach). How little you know me! 
not be an—er—demonstrative man, my—er—feelings 


Later. 


I may 
are not easily 


roused, but, once roused, well—(wounded)—I think I may claim to | I 


possess an ordinary degree of constancy ! 

Miss T. Well, I’m sure I ought to feel it a vurry high compii- 
ment to have you going round grieving all this time on my aceount. 

Culch. Grieving! Ah, if I could only tell you what I went 
through! (Decides, on reflection, that the less he says about this 
the better.) But all that is past. And now may I not expect a more 
detinite answer to the question [asked at Bingen? Your reply then 
was—well, a little ambiguous. 

Miss T. 1 guess it’s got to be just about as ambiguous now 
—there don’t seem anything I can say. There’s times when I feel 
as if it might be sort of elevating and improving to have you shining 
around ; and there’s other times when I suspect that, if it went on 


* How little you know me |” 


doubt. 
th | ef siphon | : 
that strike yon as so very 


for any considerable period, likely I’d weaken. I’m not just sure, 
And I can’t ever make myself believe but what you ’re disapproving | 
of me, inside of you, most all the time! 

Culch. Pray dismiss such—er—morbid misgivings, dear Miss | 
Trotrer. Show that you do so by accepting me as your guide and 
companion through life ! 

Miss T. My! but that sounds like a proposal ? 

Culch. I intended it to bear that—er—construction. 
proposal—made after the fullest reflection. 

Miss T. I’m ever so obliged. But we don’t fix things quite that | 
way in my country. We want to feel pretty sure, first, we shann’t 
get left. And it don’t seem to me as if a had opportunities 
enough of studying your leading characteristics. Ill have to study 
them some more before I know whereabouts I am; and I want | 
you to understand that I’m not going to commit myself to any- 
thing at present. That mayn’t sentiment, but I guess it’s 
common-sense, anyway. And all you've got to do is, just to keep 
around, and kind of impress me with a conviction that you ’re the 
vurry brightest and best man in the entire universe, and I don’t 
believe youll find much difficulty about that. And now I guess 
we 'll go into table d' héte—I’m just as rarenous / 

Culch. (to himself, as he 
follows her). y, this 
is not much better than 
Ruskin, after all. But I 
don’t despair. That last 
remark was distinctly en- 
couraging ! 

Scene—A large Salle i 

Manger, decorated in the 

Pompeian style. Table 

@ kéte has begun. Cvt- 

CHARD is seated between 

Miss Trorrer and a 

large and conversational 

stranger. Opposite are 
three empty chairs. 


Culchard’s Neighbour. 
Then you ’re going on to 
Venice? Well, you take 

advice. When you get 
ou ask for tunny. 
bigtttenny f 

Culch. (who wants to 
talk to Miss =) Tunny ? 
Thank you. I—er—will 
certainly remember his 
name, if I require a guide. 

His N. A guide’ No, 
no—tunny ’s a fish, Sir, « 
coarse fish, with flesh 
like a raw beefsteak. 

Culch. Is that so? Then 
I will make a point of ask- 
ing for it—if I want raw 
beefsteak. 

[Attempts to turn to 
Miss T 


It is a 


His N. That’s what J did when I was at Venice. I sent for the 
Manager. He came. I saidtohim. ‘* Look here, I’m an English- 
man. My name’s BeLtersy. (CuLcHarp bows in patient boredom. 
I’ve heard of your Venetiantunny. I wish to taste it. Bring me 
some!’’ 

Culeh. (crushingly). A most excellent method of obtaining it, no 
(To Waiter.) Numéro vingt-sept, demi bouteille de Chianti, 


is N. You don’t wait till P*vedone; Sir! 1 didn’t obtain it—not 
at first. The man made excuses. Iwas prepared for that. | told 
him plainly, ‘I know what you’re thinking—it ’s a cheap fish, and 
you fancy I’m ordering it out of economy!” 

Culch. (raising his eyebrows for Miss T.’s benefit). Of course, he 
naturally would think so. And that is how you got your tunpy’ 
see. [Mr.-BetLersy stares at him suspiciously, and decides t 

suppress the remainder of his tunny. 
Miss T. This hotel seems to be thinning some. We've three 
ghosts right in front of us this evening. : ; 

Culch. (turning with effusion). So we have! My friend is one, 
and he’ll be here presently, but I much prefer myself to see every 
seat occupied. There is something so depressing about a vacant 
chair, don’t you think ? he 

Miss T. It’s calculated to put one in mind of Macbeth’s little 
dinner-party, certainly. But you can cheer up, Mr. CuLcHaRD, here 
comes a couple of belated Banguos. My gracious, I do like that girl’s 
face — she ite such a perfectly lovely expression, and looks re 
superior too ! 
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Culch. (who has just dropped his glasses into his soup). I—ah— 
which lady are you referring too? (He cleans and adjusts his glasses 
_tu discover that he is face to face with Miss Hypatia PRENDERGAST. ) 
Oh... I—I see—precisely, quite so! (He turns to BELLERBY to 
cover his confusion and avoid meeting Miss PrenpERGAst’s eye.) I 
beg your pardon, you were describing how you caught a tunny? 
Pray continue. g 

Mr. Bellerby (stiffly). Excuse me, I don’t seem fortunate enough 
to have seeured your undivided attention. 

Culch. (with intense interest). Quite the contrary, I assure you! 
You were saying you always ordered it out of economy ? 

Mr. B. Pardon me—I was saying nothing of the sort. I 
was saying that I told the Manager I knew that was why he 
thought I ordered it—a rather different oa: “*You’re quite 
wrong,” I said. ‘‘ You may pay twopence-halfpenny a pound for 
it, and charge me half-a-crown, if you like, but I mean to taste that 
tunny !” I was determined not to be done out of my tunny, Sir! 

Culch. (breathlessly). And what did the tunny—I mean the 
Manager—say to that } 

Mr. B. Oh, made more difficulties—it wasn’t to be got, and so on. 
At last I said to him (very quietly, but he saw I was in earnest) 

Now I tell you what it s—I’m g to have that tunny, and, if 
you refuse to give it me,—well, I s just send my courier owt for 
t, that’s all!” §So, with that, they brought me some—and any- 
thing more delicious I never tasted in all my life ! 

Culch. (to himself). If I can only keep him on at this tunny! 
Aloud.) And—er—what does it taste like exactly, now ? 

Mr. B. (pregnantly). You order it, Sir—insist on having it. 
Then you "ll know what it tastes like! 

[He devotes himself to his soup. 

Culch. (with his eyes lowered—to himself). 1 must look up in 
another minute—and then ! [He shivers. 








“TYPICAL DEVELOPMENTS.” 

Ove of our very occasional contributors, whose valuable time is 
mainly oeeupied by the composition of successful novels, sends us 
the following, written by his type-writer. From this specimen it 
will be gathered what a real economy in correcting letter-press a 
type-writer must be. 

Dear Editor 

I send you my new book to reed and if you 
likit pleaase give me a legup. 
The story ofmy other book was 
anti-turkish but has not yet 
" been probited in Constanple 
though it has reachd its tetenth 
edition, at least the ninth is 
neraly all shrubshcribed bed- 
fore it isrereaddy. If my pullis- 
her is not sasfide oughtbe. 
‘ Never use pen now only typ- 
writr so much quickerin tellgible convenent 


an leshble Yours S SMUGGYNS 


_It strikes us that either the machine stammers, or that it was, at 
the time of writing, somewhat the worse for liquor, or that it is a 
very truthfully phonetic-writing but somewhat indiscreet amanu- 
ensis. At the same time herewith and hereby every success to our 
friend SMUGGYNS’s new 








Harp Loves ror Hrw.—When the first stone of a new theatre in 
Cranbourne Street was laid the other day by some Magnates of the 
Theatrical Profession— ion, ‘* the Protession,’’we should have 
said—Mrs. Baycrort made a telling impromptu speech, and then 





Mr. Yarpuey, ancient Cricketer and Modern Dramatist, was hit on 
the head—aceidentally, of course—by the bottle which is in use on 
these occasions. 4 
Xvs, in his happiest vein. Not the first literary gent who, according 

to the ancient slang of the Tom-and-Jerry period, has been *‘ cut” 

by ill-use of the bottle. But the unfortunate author’s sorrows did | 
not end with this sad blow, as, very soon afterwards, his dear friends | 
the Crities, with profuse apologies for being compelled to handle him | 
80 severely, were down ey for his new version of a French 

piece, entitled The Planter. So the logical sequence of events was, 

that first a blow was planted, and then appeared The Planter. 
_ Aw Eccrestastican Layman.—At a meeting in Rome, the “ Duke di | 
SERMONETA ” took the chair. If ever there were a staunch Church- 

oe i by his name, rendered in English as ‘‘ Sermon-devourer,” 

sho e. 


— 








** Very YARDLEY treated,” observed Sir Davniora- | 


OUR OWN FINANCIAL COLUMN. 
Telegraphic Address—‘‘ Cresus, B.C.” 


Sin,—Let me first express my finaneial acknowledgments to the 
gee millions = have honoured me, and benefited themselves 
y seeking my advice since my first , ae 
letter appeared last week. Toe Meee 5 Riso ey 
cations containing cheques, postal ptt Soe 
orders, and stamps, have poured in . 
upon me in one wuneeasing torrent. 
The consignors have, in every case, been 
good enough to say that they handed 
all they | sees over to me, in the 
full confidence that I would invest the 
proceeds to the best advantage in some 
of the countless undertakings in br 


I wield a ap pee > influence. 
trust is fully deserved. 

Investors will remember that, in the 
course of the last German Expedition to 
Central Afriea, a tract of country, rich 
in every mineral deposit, and ad- 
mirably fitted for the operations of ' 
husbandry, was discovered in lat. 42°, long. 65°. The Germans at 
that time had not a single handkerchief left, and were unable, 
therefore to hoist the German flag over the palace of the native king, 
GvuL-GuLL. Private information of this was conveyed tome. I at 
once fitted out an Expedition at my own expense, placed myself at 
the head of it, and after terrible hardships, in the course of which no 
less than two hundred of my comrades either succumbed outright to 
the bite of the poisonous contango fly, or had to be mercifully dis- 
patched by the hammer (a painless native form of death), in order to 
end their tortures, I succeeded in reaching the capital, where I was 
hospitably received by the king. After a negotiation of three weeks, 
His Majesty agreed, in the kindest and most affable manner, to 
concede to me his whole country together with all its revenues, 
minerals, royalties, timber, water-power, lakes, farm-houses, stock 
and manor-houses, the whole beautifully situated in the heart of a 
first-class sporting country, within easy reach of ten packs of hounds; 
the old residential palace replete with every modern comfort, and 
admirably adapted for the pu of a gentleman desiring to set up 
in the business of kingship. it matters not what I had to pay for 
this. The secret is my own, and shall go to Westminster Abbey 
with me. The point is, that with the funds entrusted to me, I have 
formed the Cent-per-Central African Exploration and Investment 
Syndicate, and have allotted shares to all those whose contributions 
have come to hand. As to profit, I have calculated it on the strictest 
actuarial principles, and find it cannot be less than £100 for every 
£100 invested. This may seem small, but in these matters moderation 
is the soul of business. I shall have more to say on this subject next 
week. 

Ansicvers to Correspondents, 

Dismat Jemmy.—Why do you suggest that the motto of my new 
company should be, ‘* Stealer et fraudaxz” ? Is ita Latin joke’ If 
so, don’t write to me any more. Those who deal with me must be 
British to the backbone. 

Ayxiovus.—You can’t do better than send me those £50,000. I 
guarantee secrecy and quick returns. The Eyeoyu Land Trust is 
best for your purposes (Pref. deb. 492; stk. 18. 2. 3). Send money 
at once to Creesus, E.C. Delay might be fatal. 

CaprraList.—No doubt, as you say, Consols are Consols; but take 
my advice and don’t give Goscney your money. Why not try the 
United Bladder Mortgage Company? Bladders are bound to go up. 
They were floated at 10 and are now at 96. Verb. sap. No; £20,000 
would not be too much. 

** Porrer.””—Something good may be done in Land Rails, if you 
can get near enough. Have a shot at them by all means. 

** PRacTIcaL JOKER.”’- 


Quite right. Sell them. 


‘* Awxrovs Inquirer” wishes to be informed what is the difference 


between Preferred and Deferred. If he will tell us how much he 





expects to receive in each case, the mere calculation of the difference | 


will be an easy matter; but to receive it is quite another affair. If 
he wishes to know the “ distinction” between these two classes of 
securities,” it may be summed up in the answer te the question, 
** Will you have it now, or wait till you get it ?”’ 

‘*A Pozztep Onx.’’—Sell everything. 

“Meer Me sy Mipyicnt.”—Yes. A Loan. 

** Lawpxin.’”’—Part with No. 2, &c., but take care of No. 1. 

** Insrper.’’—Get out. 

**Tortre Torrs.’’—Here for private consultation from 5 to 7 P.M 


“* RicwarD.”’—Buy Bizzy B's, Se// Farly P’s, and Spoiled Fives. | 


Buy Jingoes. 

‘* Bruno.”’—“* Bear” your burdens. 

** ADA wiTH THE GoLpENHAIR.”—Send photo at once. 
advise until we know your figure. * Cresus, B.C.” 


Cannot 
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Miss Fit 
Percival 
I'LL Not 


ogre. 


* WELL, 


MM, 





CONSCIENTIOUSNESS. 


GOOD-BYE, PERCIVAL, AND BE A Goop Boy!” 


a very good boy, who has just been specially warned not to make personal remarks about People in their presence), ‘‘ GOOD-BYE. 
reLL Nurse wHat I THINK oF YouR NosE TILL You 'RE GonE!” 








UBILEE 


na 


GREETING! 


NovemBer 9, 
Mr. P J self a 


My Prince, ’tis for our coming King 
We all lift class in hand; 
For him that loud hurrahs do ring 
To-day all round the land, 
My Prince, 
nd a loyal land! 


1891. 


All ro 


Let sycophantish slave kotoo ; 
You love not such display ; 
Let courtiers cringe 

’Tis not our English way, 
My Prince, 


} 
nglish way. 


Tis not our | 


As Fiona to Prince Caartre bent 
It is no shame to bow ; 
And you ‘re a man to be content 
With man's respect, I trow, 
My Prince, 
With man’s respect, I trow. 
For Fifty Years we 
And liked you. Love is free! 
That ’s why the land is all astir, 
To hail your Jubilee, 


To h 


1ail your Jubilee 


*ve known you, Sir, 


My Prince, 


In Forty- Six Punch pictured you, 
‘A Sailor ev: ‘ry inch,’ 


® See Carto mn, 
Vol XI _o 


“Every Inch a Sailor,” p- 


26, 1846 





ym Sir Walter Scott.) 


d everybody loquitu r 


and creatures ‘* boo.”’ 


129 


” 


Toasting *‘ Mamma!”’ in a stiff brew 
Without a sign of flinch, 
My Prince, 
Without one sign of flinch. 
In Seventy-ne he stood beside 
Your door in sad ‘* Suspense.”’+ 
We saw the turn in that dark tide 
With thankfulness intense, 
My Prince, 
With gratitude intense. 
From stage to stage your course he ’s marked 
Abroad as eke at home ; 


Where’er you’ ve travelled, toiled, skylarked; 


And now mid-age has come, 
My Prince, 
And now mid-age has come. 
Come as it comes to all. Most true! 
But, ** let the galled jade wince,’ 
Still Punch’s pencil pictures you 
As every inch a Prince, 
My Prince, 
Yes, every inch a Prince ! 


| And now your Jubilee we greet, 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


Dee. 


With hearty English joy, 
| Who, as those Fifty Years did fleet, 
Have watched you, man and boy, 
Prince, 
Have watched you, man and boy. 
When all is done that Prince can do, 
All is not done in vain. 


That's why we drink Good Health to you 


Again and eke again, 
: My Prince, 

Again and eke again ! 

+ See Cartoon, “Suspense,” p. 


263, Vol. LXI., 
23, 1871. 


Punch turns him round and right about, 
And leads the British roar 
WwW hie h rises in one loyal shout, 
* Health to the Prince once more 
Prince, 
Health to him evermore!” 


And health to her, the unfading flower 
From Denmark, o’er the foam. 
Ad multos annos, grace, and power, 
Love, and a Happy Home, 
My Prince, 
Love, and a Happy Home! 


Now youth has gone, and manhood come, 
Your Jubilee we keep, 
Good-will shall strike , stion dumb, 
And sound from deep to deep, 
My Prince, 
From white-cliff'd deep to deep ! 


An Apparently Harp Case.—Miss Print | 
is responsible for a great deal. The other day 
a tender-hearted person read in a daily paper, | 
that a stranger ‘‘arriving in Paris, ‘did not | 
even know where to go and die.” How = 

But the compositor had only omitted the * 
from the last word of the sentence. So “it 
wasn’t so bad after all, though for the stranger 
bad enough, 

‘* Musto’s THE Foop.””—At the Savoy Hotel 
the band of Herr Wurmsis advertised to per- 
form during dinner. The name of the dinner 
might follow suit, and be entitled ‘* The Diet 


| of Wurms, for Gentle and Simple.” Of course 


kx band of Herr Wvrms is an attraction; 
* Wurms for bait,” eh ? 





—— 
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A JUBILEE GREETING! 


Mr. Puncu (for self and everybody). ‘HEARTY CONGRATULATIONS, SIR!—KNOWN YOU FIFTY YEARS, 
AND LIKE YOU BETTER THAN EVER!!” 
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First Rustic (to Second Ditto). ‘‘Ou, I say! 
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A KINDLY VIEW OF IT. 





AIN'T HE FOND OF HIs Horse!” 








1O TRIUMPHE! 
Or, Greek ror HEIrer ! 
(By an Old Boy.) 


Tuer, Camus, reverend renown 
rhy grateful votaries see 


k, 
Foil’d are the Vandals who'd “‘ sendjdown”’ 


The Genius of Greek. 


For Culture’s jewell’d master-key 
They cupboard pick-locks tend, 

And in the eult of Mammon see 
Learning’s true aim and end ; 


Pit shallow youth’s impatient fuss 
Against the grit of Cato, 

Set Insen up for A’scuy.vs, 
And OLtEeNnporrr for PLaTo; 


For songs august of heroes sung, 

_And epie hosts embattled, 

Enforce some pidgin-Latin tongue 
sy every waiter prattled ; 


For nymphs, where o’er the fragrant pines 


A sea-bright sun uprises, 
Their faney plays round primmest lines 
Of prigs receiving prizes. 


From Sir Jouw Cuexe to Dr. Jess, 
From CaLver_ey to MILTon, 

Clear spirits burst the Sophist-web, 
And rent the rock they built on. 


WELLpon is aay named in this, 
For sure, in slighting Greek, he 
ill Learning’s final blessing miss, 
Her xadws rerolnxe. 


What though the urchin deem it “‘ rot” 
(Such hasty views we stoop’d to, 





Not seeing how on earth they got 
Tetummenos from Tupto) 


Still let us learn, not beastly facts, 
The field of any booby, 

But how thought acts and interacts, 
And contraries can true be. 





Though on oblivion’s barren shores 
He give it quick sepulture, 

Still through reluctant passman’s pores 
Instil the dew of eulture. 


Still give us of the rills divine 

That flow from haunted Helicon, 
Nor rend thyself to feed the swine, 
Like a perverted Pelican. 


Keep far the time when every bee 
That booms in every bonnet, 
Shall find a chair of Apiary, 
And drone long lectures on it. 


Still the large light and sweetness seek 
Of Keats's raptured vision, 

(‘Or Krarr’s)—till Greek at last meets Gireek 
In brotherhood Elysian. 





A New TREASURE FOR THE TREASURER 
or Bartuotomew's.—Mr. Punch, G.P.E., 
General President of Everything, begs to 
congratulate Professor Husert Herkomen, 
R.A.M.A., on his admirable portrait of Sir 
Sypyry Hepuey, and now, not only Hepiey, 
but Full-Lengthly Watertow, Bart., of 
‘* Bart.’s,” which LR. H. correctly described 
as ‘‘a very fine work of Art, painted by one 
of our most eminent artists.” Such appro- 
bation of Sir Huserr Herkomer is praise 
indeed! Mr. Punch, G.P.E., prefixes the 
‘Sir’ prophetically. Forthe present it may 
be taken as the last syllable, detached, of 
*' Profes-sir.”’ 

“Weis, I Never!” —‘*Mr. Wetts,” 

says the Zimes Correspondent, ‘‘ has made 
250,000 francs” (up to now), and ‘‘last year 
he made £20,000.” Talk of the waters at 
various drinking or health-resorts abroad, 
why, their fame is as nothing compared with 
the un dented success of the Wetts of 
Monte Carlo. How the other chaps who lose 
must be like Leecn’s old gent ‘‘a cussin’ 
and a swearin’ like hanythink.” So the two 
extremes at Monte Carlo may be expressed 
by the name of a well-known p Na oe ma 
| London firm, i.e., Sweans any WELLS. 
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| NOTHING LIKE LABOUR. 


A Pleasant suggested by the 
evidence taken before the Royal Com- 
mission. ) 


Axp so the Vaengleves rose from 
the ditch in which he had passed the 
| night, and for the town. It was 
| early morning, and he thought he could 
ibly get something to do at the 
| baker’s. 
| “Want to work ?” cried the foreman. 
|“ Why, my good fellow, it is all over 
| for the next two days. The trade only 
| allows four hours, so we begin at eight | 
}on one night, and carry it on_until | 
| four on the following morning. People | 
get their loaves a little stale, but old | 
| bread is said to be good for the digestion! ”’ | 
So the Unemployed went on until he | 
came to a half-built house. The work- | 
|men had left, but there was still a! 
| watchman on the premises. 
| “Want towork! Why what are you | 
| thinking about! Why, our trade only | 
| allows two hours a day, so we build a | 
| house by laying foundation-stones. It 
| is rather slow, but very sure.” 
So the starving man continued his | 
| journey. He was unsuccessful at every | 
trade centre. One industry allowed its 
| members to work only for three hours a | 
| day, another two, a third four, and so| 
jon. There was only one exception to the | 
rule, and this (so the doctor thinks) was | 
caused by necessity. The undertakers | 
were fully employed twelve hours out of | 
the twenty-four. Even the public- | 
houses were closed at noon. The work- | 
houses and casual wards were never | 
empty. 
but being of a sanguine temperament, | 
the Unemployed cheered his drooping 
spirits by murmuring, ‘‘ Better luck 
to-morrow!” Then Te retired to his 
a damp quarters in the country 
ditch ! 





Literary Intelligence. 
Airy opening of article by Mr. GInLeY 
SCORCHSAM, @ rising young author. | 
“Asked by Editor of Magasin des| 
Louvres to let him have a paper on Art 
as Applied to Drapery ——”’ 
Note by the Agonised Editor (who has | GAS8one ! 





Mrs. Blunderby. 


** Now, 
I WISH TO BEGIN—AS WE 


A SCENE AT THE “LUCULLUS.” 


MY DEAR MONTY, LET ME ORDER THE LUNCHEON AR-LA-FRAINOSY, 
ALWAYS DO IN PARIS, MY DEARS—WITH SOME CHEF- 


| been struggling with MS. for several | D'EUVRES—YOU UNDERSTAND—SOME CHEF-D'@UVRES.” 


‘“*And he did let me have it, 


hours), 
with a vengeance !”’ 


[Emile, the Waiter, is in despair. 
means “‘ Hors d’ euvres,” and acts accordingly. 


It occurs to him however, presently that the Lady probably 











LIGHT CONDUCT IN HEAVENLY BODIES. 


Dean Mr. Eprror, 
Wnuar on earth, or rather what in the starry Heavens’ name, 
Tee meaning of this heading toa paragraph in the 7imes of ‘luesday, 

Ov. db :— 

“APPARENT Dupuiciry or Jurirer’s Sare.iitz No. 1.” 

Except that the stars are given to wink, I have never before heard 
|of the Heavenly Bodies being accused, of immorality. It is true 
| ' that the duplicity is said to be only “ ap- 
parent’ or alleged, but this is doubtless due 
to the precaution of the scientist to escape an 
action for libel. Flatterers have often been 
aceused of this vice, and Satellites are not 
much better. 
perhaps thus acknowledge the presence of a 
friend and admirer in the Stalls or in the 
charmed Circle. But for a Heavenly Body 
to be guilty of duplicity, and above all for a 
** Number One” Heavenly Body, is too much. 
No more will the simple lines 


‘ “ Twinkle, twinkle, little Star!” 


be true. No; if “ Jupiter’s Satellite No. 1” takes to such light 
conduct, then shall we Love read 
‘Seeeeenteeeeee 


A “Star” on the stage might | 


“ Wink, O wink, you little Star!” 


Henceforth let astronomers be very careful what observations 
they make. To what a state of things are we coming, when at 
night all the sublunary world is nodding, and the Stars above are 
winking. Jf there’s duplicity in a Satellite of Jupiter, how about | 
Jupiter itself? Can we henceforth put any trust in the Planets? | 
Are they in league with deceitful soothsayers, astrologers, and 
fortune-tellers? I cannot further pursue the painful subject. We 
owe a debt of gratitude to the Times for exposing duplicity in the 
highest places. Imagine treachery in Aurora Borealis! What an 
awful flirt she would be!! How she ’d ‘* wink the other eye!” 

Yours, An Astronomer Loyvat, 


From MasnHonxaLanp.—lInspired by the success of Anruvr B., of 
De Gorsrisus Nox Disevranpum, and of Sir Kerrie-Drummonp 
Wotrr, our GranpoLrn meditates a surprise return to bis own 
native land and to Parliamentary life. He announces his intention 
of changing his name, and will call himself ** Lord Ni Despr- 
Ranpum Cuvrcuit..” Hail to the modern Cour-de-Lion !” 


FrxaL.—The Daily Chronicle says it does not regard Mr. Goscnen 
as one of the Puritans of finance. Well, no, perhaps, GEORGE 
Joacuim’s finance—like his manner—is rather Cavalier: 
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ONLY FANCY! 


Farmer-Arxrnson, M.P., attending the American Methodist 
has been supplying the United States with interesting 
of Hous Commons manners. Incidentally he 
observed that Primitive Methodists, 
members of which body were largely 
represented in his audience, are 
** impostors.”’ is to some 
misunderstanding, and Mr. Farmer- 
Arxrysoy, M.P., found it necessary 
to explain that he had used the 
term ‘‘ simply in a Parliamentary 
sense.’’ We learn by special Zadkiel 
telegram that, on emerging from 
the Hall after the meeting, the 
Rev. Herccies Esenezer (Omaha), 
bringing down his clenched fist on 
the crown of the hat of Mr. Farwenr- 
\rkrnson, M.P., altered its situa- 
tion in a direction that temporarily 
obscured the vision of the Hon. 
M “mber. 

** What do you mean ? ” inquired 
Mr. Farmer - Arkinson, M.P., 


ions 0 


struggling out of the wreck of his 
hat. 


“I mean it in a purely Pick- 
wickian sense,”’ said the Rev. Her- 


cuLes Esenezer (Omaha), with a/| 


seraphic smile that disarmed con- 

troversy. 
> The German Emperor has lately 
- yearranged his scheme of work for 
; weekdays. From six a.M. to eight 
Farmer Atkinson. A.M. he gives lectures on Strategy 
and Tactics to Generals over forty years old. From eight to ten he 
instructs the chief actors, musicians and painters of Berlin in th« 
principles of their respective arts. The hours from ten to twelve he 
devotes to the compilation of his Memoirs in fifty-four volumes. A 
limited edition of large-paper copies isto be issued. From twelve to 


four P.M. he reviews regiments, cashiers colonels, captures fortresses, | 
carries his own dispatches to himself, and makes speeches of varying | 


length to all who will listen to him. Any professional reporter 
found taking accurate notes of His Majesty's words is immediately 
blown from a Krupp gun with the new smokeless powder. 
four to eight he tries on uniforms, dismisses Ministers and 
officials, dictates state-papers to General Caprivi, and composes 
his history of **‘ How I phieked the Bismarck Bubble.” From eight 
to eleven p.m. His Majesty teaches schoolmasters how to teach, wives 


From | 


how to attend to their families, bankers how to carry on their busi- | 


ness, and cooks pew to prepare dinners. The rest of the day he 
devotes to himself. 


on his tenth visit to the European Courts. 


There 


On Thursday next His Majesty leaves Berlin | 
is no truth in the report that the Lord CHANCELLOR is 


arranging a Christmas party, to which shall be invited all the| 


members and connections of his family for whom he has found 
places during his term of office. i 
dation at Lord Haussvnry’s town residence is comparatively limited. 

We regret to hear that Mr. Jomn O'Connor, M.P. (known in the 
House of Commons as “ Long Jonn’”’), has decided to retire from 
political life. His personal experience during the Cork Election has 
convinced him that no man over 5 ft. 8 in. can safely take part in 
active politics. 

Bricks, dead cats, sections of chimney-pots, which flew harmless 
over the heads of the crowd, invariably struck me,” said Mr. 
O'Connor, toying with the bandage over his left eyebrow. 


It is quite true, as reported in the newspapers, that Dr. Gurrertper 
was not present when the final result of the polling in the Strand 
was made known, and that it was explained to the reporter he had 
been ** called out to see a patient.” The suggestion that the undertak- 
ing of this hopeless contest was designed solely to lead up to this 
incident, is one worthy only of the diseased imagination of a profes- 
sional rival, who has no patients to call him out—even from Church. 

It is stated (and has been denied) that Herr von DER BLow1Tzown- 
fromp is about to retire from his supervision of universal affairs 
ial Paris Wire of a contemporary. We 
are glad to learn that this intention does not in any case imply 
absolute disappearance from the a . Itis no secpét in 


exercised through the § 


| 


It is well known that the accommo- | 


| 
| 


| 


| Hon. Baronet sat immediately in front of it.” 
| arrangement led to some misunderstanding, people, on entering, no 





tion of his ascending the throne of Bulgaria. His keen insight 
into European politics has convinced him that this arrangement 
would afford a settlement of an ever-ruffled question. He has, we 
understand, stipulated that the Principality shall be raised to the 
status of a Kingdom. ‘'I have,” he said to the Emissary of the 
Powers who approached him on the subject, ‘‘ been so long accus. 
tomed to associate with Crowned Heads, that in a Principality | 
should feel like a fish out of water.”’ 

With his usual considerateness, Herr von DER BLOWITZOWN-Trowp 
has recognised the inconvenience that would be imposed on his sub- 
jects, if, in daily use, they were obliged to refer to him by his ful] 
title. He will, therefore, deign to be known on coins, postage. 
stamps, and in semi-ofticial communications, as Tromp THE Fist, 


There is no trath in the report that, on behalf of Mr. Jony 
Mortey, Sir Wrietram Harcourt waited upon Mr. CHamBeErtam, 
and asked him to name a friend; that the Right Hon. Gentlemay 
‘** mentioned” Mr. Jesse Cottives; and that the two seconds have 
arranged a meeting at Boulogne. The idle rumour doubtless arose 
out of the fact that an acrimonious correspondence between the two 
former friends has been carried on in the columns of the Times. 


According to the news per reports, during the ceremony of 
acceptance by the Prince of Wates, as President of Bartholomew's 
Hospital, of *‘ the portrait of Sir SypNey WaTERLOw, the Treasurer,” 
the portrait ‘‘ occupied a prominent position on the platform, and the 
e learn that this 


at first knowing which was the portrait, and which was Sir Syprer. 








ECHOES FROM THE LABOUR COMMISSION. 


First Voice. I hear that you wish to give your evidence before this 
Commission ? 

Second Voice. Certainly, that is my desire. I am here to speak in 
the name of my fellow-labourers, and —— 

First V. Yes, thank you, that will do. 
Trade Unions ? 

Second V. I am. 
conflict, there is only — 

First V. Yes, thank you, that will do. 


You are in favour of 
I feel that when rich and poor meet in mighty 

And you believe that 
strikes are beneficial ? 


Second V. I do consider them beneficial, most beneficial. I feel 
that labour must have its rights, and that the white dove of liberty 
has only to—— 

First V. Yes, thank you, that will do. 
arbitration ? 

Second V. No, I am not. 


And you are in favour of 


For when Drves meets the beggars, 
then the cry of labour rises on the | 
stilly night, and—— 

First V. Yes, thank you, that 
willdo. And may I ask to what 
trade you belong ? 

Second V. 1 belong to none. | 
Every thinking and right-minded | 
man should care for his fellows | 
as himself. Like an eagle on | 
snow - capped mountain, he 
should—— 

First V. Yes, thank you, that 
will do. Then may we ask, if 
you belong to no trade, what is 
your occupation ? i 

Second V. My occupation is to 
talk, to— 

trst V. Yes, thank you, that 
will do! 





NorIce TO PROBABLE [nisi 08- | 
sectors ON Born Srpes.—1he| 
Novel that Mr. Punch so recently | 
praised, entitled Zim, is neither | 
lrish nor political. Both sides cat | 
buy and enjoy it. A Parnellite 
author is thinking of adapting 
Dickens, and bringing out a new 
version of an old Christmas book, 
to be entitled Tiny Tim. 


Ovo Tiwes Reviven. — ha 
Paddy Rewski, the Pianist, makes his | New oe 66 Ma wee Gree 
bow, and escapes to America from an | Evans!! And, n rhe = this 
enthusiastic audience, who might | aged Correspondent, i 
have torn him into musical pieces at Mayoralty will the Mune 


St. James's Hall. House be known as Evans's?” 
—_ ee aii 








diplomatic cireles that the Herr has been approached on the ques- 
(> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or 
there will be no exception. 


Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any 
im no case be returned, not even when accompanied by « Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this 


description, will 
rue 
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oy Excitement, Changes of the Weather, Sleeplessness, Feverish Cold, 


af with _ Temperature and Quick Pulse, use 


en insight | 


SRS ENO'S “FRUIT SALT,” 


An Imperative Hygienic Need. 


. ) keeps the blood pure, prevents and cures fevers and acute inflammatory diseases, 

: removes the injurious effects of stimulants, excitement, narcotics, such as alcohol, tobacco, tea, coffee, by 
natural means; thus restores the nervous system to its normal condition, by preventing the great danger of 
poisoned blood’ and over-cerebral activity, sleeplessness, irritability, worry, &c. Should be kept in every 
bed-room and travelling trunk for any emergency ; always useful ; can never do any harm. 


If its great value in keeping the body in Health were universally known, 


NO FAMILY WOULD BE WITHOUT IT. 


I. is the BEST PREVENTIVE of and CURE for BILIOUSNESS, Sick Headache, 
Skin Eruptions, Pimples on the Pace, Giddiness, Fevers, Blood Poisons, Mental Depression, Want of Appe tite, 








tless arose | = - =f ee Constipation, Vomiting, i. &c., and to remove the effects of errors in Eating and Drinking. It is invaluable 

en the two = =e rT —- to those who are Fagged, Weary, or Worn Out, or anyone whose duties require them to undergo Mental or 

Times. Unnatural Excitement or Strain ; it keeps the Blood pure, and preventa disagtrous diseases by natural means. 

a d | [PORTANT TO TRAVELLERS in India, Egypt, Ame: and the Continent.—* Please | 

holome send me half-a-dozen bottles of ENO’S ‘FRUIT SAI I have tried ENO’S ‘ FRUIT SALT’ in India, 
olomew's j =| Egypt, and America, and on the Continent for almost every complaint, fever included, with the most satisfactory 


results. I can strongly recommend it to all travellers ; in fact, | am never without it.—Yours faithfully, 
“ June 6, 1878.” “AN ANGLO-INDIAN OFFICIAL,” 


NATURE RULES ALL THINGS. 


Qov= chief difficulty in comprehending Nature is her simplicity—the multitude and boundless 
variety of results which she Geces from one law. It is impossible to have a more forcible simile than the 


—~ various results caused by a natural action of the liver, when you pares healthy bile, 




















HE stov acs AND LIVER AND THEIR TRIALS.—“ Permit me to that I have suffered much from pyryiaint. Having consulted 
loctors and tried many medicines, but found that none of them relieve me of this cont one doctor told me to try EN MPRUIT SAL acted upon h ad ‘oo at 
v, and it is mow nearly a year since I to use it, Its gveat value has not been ara it to say that by its use I 2 led to fallow iy daily occupation, and 4 enjoy 
ihe pleasures of life. I have recommen: ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ to others.—I am, dear Sir, yours faithfully, Txurn.—To Mr, J 
yas SECRET OF SUCCESS. —-STERLING HONESTY Gre immed tntrod the emer Fm 1 oy A J—“A new invention is brought 
favour of before the public, and commands success. A score of abominable imitations are introduced by the unscru eet ae closely enough to deceive the 
mblic. and yet not so exactly as to infringe upon legal rights, exercise an ingenuity that, employed in an original channel eas not yr to secure d profit.”"—Apans. 
in mighty CAUTION. Examine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule is worn ae s “FRUIT la aa it, you have been imposed on by a worthless imitation 
y SOLD BY ALL OHE 
— j i 
ewe tu MMBPREPARED ONLY AT _ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, LONDON, S.E. BY J. C. ENO’S PATENT. 
al. I feel —— 
: ~ e wants « REAL DNESS.’ 
of liberty Sir CHAS. CAME RON, M. xp, says :— An .n Bxeellent ee edmirably adapted to the wants of infants rertecy theta ot ae oe ao + 
PATENT AIR-TIGHT TINS. es, in , 
R == ——-. Nethve Panter, as pochuced in Geotiand, shootutel ; 
mate N E AV FE’ S FOO untam pe: with, Marvaen ix Surany Casas 
besser | | Dr. nantinte tA VCS “Th i. ETE RETERED R sos bove thi RR O S | 
ses on t e | } a ) om —* e Fiesh an cou Tooa® constituents are far above eo z a | 
tt § deme escmaamamaate ee sabe BLENDED | OLD SCOTCH 
: famous q - Eaquisite endings Bo harmo 
Is et Gold Medals, Paris, 1878: 1889. Sea eee | 
k to what » oar own thet, they may fairly 
| le - claim the very fret place omen | 
to none. | 4H . 4 ; h Kh stimulants - fad 
t-minded | - ent valted be ordered | 
Augie bottle, as a sample, will be cent } te an erchant or | 
‘is fellows | ‘oany address on receipt of sare eat direc t | 
agle on «| MMMBRICHD. MATHEWS “& “CO. Tho now (vung tango Desa Ben} “MAMMOTH QUILL,” No. 1001, three inBox | & rot Mars indicnt 
tain, he! Sand 5, HART 8T., BLOOMSBURY, W.C. Holder, 2s.; No. 1001 Gilt, two in Box with Holder, 2s 3° Gok poule 





Sold by all Leapino Meacwants throug 
___ Ispta and id the Coton ies. 





re ask, if ‘ C. BRANDAUER & C0.’S ie d -- ¥ led, emesis 2 | 
Sa UAM- VAR | Suen cee sited = PERO ace 
: ° x a 3 by i y, turned, and le dozen allowed | 
paints being PE N 3 = “¢ z ~ Mi, Sample ompt 0.8. bottle | 


you, that 


tion 1s to 
pe bysr acy green Bese ae “certaee™ pas | 


- anywhere in the United King 
you, that W H | S KY ! S , dom, on sogsiet of — ., and 
4 Ric r- A Ep heemen Se APTN 0 ‘DauL jin- ~4 











[nisin Os- | THE FAMOUS OLD SCOTCH. ts te thelr new © ti te oréering ) Cringe past om gers Soren 

yes.—The | M70 BE HAD EVERYWHERE ral. coh mot 5 SCL CLILE 

o recently TEE PALACE AND THR SEIELING. 

° she | "= ner vm cream oT ~| TENERI (mm) CIGARS. 
sides cal | Highest Awards, & Cool et nove 

nelle | eR. wt. Fac-simile of Stamp on Back of Every TWO YARDS of all GENUINE Feats i 








adapting me onIEVE, EDINBURGH snd LONDON. CHIPPING NORTON WEEDS Md. ex £30 ieee Bei: i a 
t a new (Kast India BL. thet some 
nas book, ae BRONZE HAIR, | VE I 5 


be 
to Wain ot any cole 


-* ante fly caiakeae Ea 
Gracious 
M ILWARDS- 


et an | 


| 

| Ca At = YCQ SPECIALITY FOR 

| x Ni lfe« HUNTING and RIDING BREECHES, 
. Tweed Suits, Boys’ Wear, and all HARDWEAR. 
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Aas 


BROOKES So 
MONKEY ‘Bran? 


eS 


Cave 


A G00D IMPRESSION, 


The World’s most Marvellous Cleanser and Polisher. 


Crore lille 


Makes Tin like 


Silver, Copper like Gold, Paint like New, Windows like Crystal, 
Brass Ware like Mirrors, Spotless Earthenware, 
Crockery like Marble, Marble White. 


FOR A THOUSAND HOUSEHOLD USES. 











ware of Parties offering imitations a. 


MACNIVEN & ooaee PENS 


“They are the best tk & & Fond 
bare justicc to the - 
Sunewsncar News 


DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 
For ACIDITY or raz STOMACH, HEARTBURN, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION. 





Pianoforte Makers to H.R.H. 





| BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 
SRSA 


JOHN ayaa & 50N 


ls. W Street, W. 
Esta = 





4. and ls. des, of all Stationers. 
Sample Box of all the kinds, Is. 1d. by Post 


Waverley Works, EDINBURGH. 
LIEBIG 
COMPANY'S 




















KODAK | 


(TRADE mann.) 


A SEVEN NEW SIZES. 
y “YOU PRESS THE BUTTON, | 


WE DO THE REST.” 


Tt = 
l ! 
CATRAMIN wits, poset 


CATRAMIN  Catanku, sont 


CATARRH, SORE 
CATRAMIN TEROAt, SUREROU LOSS, p 


CATRAMIN 

CATRAMIN rev ; 
CATRAMIN 477°C 
CATRAMIN and prevent a Consvumrrios, 


CATRAMIN 

CATRAMIN Peep eta ot 
CATRAMIN sna Sorin 
CATRAMIN Four Four boxes, suliciend ines 
CATRAMIN pont pont fret all parts, is | 
CATRAMIN """"s remtteance of s°*™*p 
CATRAMIN nenrersee CATRAMIN 7 
CATRAMIN oy, Sorsee Vase, 
CATRAMIN m Vianecr, Pi 


CATRAMIN Pamphics e 


EERING: 


co 
(erry BRany 
The Best Liqueur 
USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERI 


™ BEST 
FOOD 


FOR 


INFANT! 


In Tins, 1s., Zs., 5s., and 10s. each 


SAVORY & MOORE, vc 


AND SOLD EVERYWHERE 











THE FINEST TONIC 


most effective in rene 
ring the vitality of the 
FER BRAVAIS blood,and enabling the 
constitution to rest 


climatic influences, 
‘avaluable in ali cas 
PER BRAVAIS ::"ss=mi 
and general debuity, 
4 Highly recommended 
FER BRAVAIS for weak and detir 
tated children, 


LANCET * ‘A beautiful and interesia 
preparation.’ 
BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL. - 
**1t has all the good effects of iron withet 
producing constipation or disturbing'™ 
digestion, and it does not blacken the tee. 
SOLD BT ALL CHEMISTS WiTH DROP MEASURE 








oe: sew Wales, 





SOoSn 
LO FAVORIT 
ye ENGLISH 


PERF UM 


_| Always Refreshing, Sweet and Lasting 
|PRICE 4/, 2/6, 5/, & 40/6 per ® 


|| To be had of all Perfumers, Chemists 


WHOLESALE—R. HOVENDEN & som 
BERNERS STREET, W., & CITY ROAD, 
LONDON. 








‘vin\Geibars burt, the Precinct of Whiten tn the City of London, ana Puiabes by Lin atSte ba Sees Seach Ses Peta of 


Ea a Agnew, & Co. ai 
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NEW NOV BL BY 


STANLEY J. WEYMAN 
At all the Libraries. In 2 vols, post Ovo 


THE NEW RECTOR. 


By STANLEY J. WEYMAN, 
Author of “ The House of the Wolf,” &e. 
London: Gurrn, Bc orn, & Co., 15, Waterton Place 


Miss Braddon's Christmas Annual for 1891. 
Now ready, Lilustrated, One Shilling 


THE MISLETOE BOUGH 


“The largest, the best, and the most porns ar 
Annual of the Age London ; Gimrais & C » Lia. 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Fund, 74 Millions Stg. 





FOR PROTECTION 
LNIWLSIANI P 





EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 83 King William Strest, B.C. 
8 Pall Mall Bast, 8.W. 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
_ Bran hes & Agencies in | India dia & the Colonics, the Colonies. 


WORTH et Cie. 


UNDER 
ROYAL PATRONAGE.) 


SPECIALITY 


CORSETS 


A separate Department for 
Gentiemen, for every class 
of Corset 


134, NEW BOND 
STREET, W 


BREAKFAST OR SUPPER. 


& P Poe 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTINC. 


COCOA 


BOILING WATER OR MILK. 


NUDA VERITAS HAIR RESTORER. 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH? 
Nuda Veritas—Naked Truth. 


For 25 years it has 
never Sass 6 sn 1 


re — fy youth 
















hair 
or age 
it arrests falling, 
causes luxuriant 


growth, is t, 


and 7 harm- 
less 
Im cases, 100. 6d.; of 


ali Hairdressers and 


Chemists Circulars on 


— 4 





application. 
Wholesale it: R. HOVENDEN @ SONS, 
31-33, Berners t., W and 91-96, City Road, E.C 





moe rem Oare 
‘tate Powder 


NON MERCURL The BREST 
ARTICLE for ChkAwiNG 
PLATE, &. &I 















INDIEN 22! 
GRILLON. 


A LAXATIVE, REPRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 
of Appetite, Gastric and 
E. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


Intestinel Troubles, 
SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 28. Gd. A BOX. 





MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


TABLE KNIVES. 





CLU-KRYSTAL. 


FLUID AS CUM. fi > 
CLEAR AS if oP 


CRYSTAL. / of 








SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


SCHOOL 










Messrs. SAMUEL 
BROTHERS have ready 
| hee —— de | 
large assortment t| 
Bors’ and YOUTHS 
CLOTHING They 
will also be pleased to 
send, upon application, | 
Parrsaxs of Mareniace 

hg od of Gentie 
Boys, or Ladies, 
Saoeier with their 
new Ixtosrnareo Cats 
senee containing about 


AS 


CLUE. 4h 


‘ZAIS 
Lose 





400 Engravin This Wholesale from the Sole Proprietors, 
Surntehee furan details of | THE WATERPROOF GLUE CO., 
with Price Lists, &e @, DALE STREET, ——> 
= Cippt Nor- 
pikess| 4LDKARAM 
Avery ¢ assortment 


of the uctions of 


Cures Colds. 


Prince's Theatre, Londen 

Da. Dewssas, Dean Sin,—I consider ‘our 
ALKARAM invaluable for colds. It cured me of a 

violent cold in the head in one day, and last winter 

removed in two days a cold and sore throat of five 


weeks’ standing. H. J. LETHCOURT. 
ALEKARAM, 2s. 0d., of Chemists. 


this eminent firm is 
“ Bron” Surt. always kept in stock. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS 


Merchant Teiters, ie ica Workana 6 & i, Lovears 
Mut, 5 EC orkshops : 
; and 46, Gray's Inn Road. 


“JOHANNIS : 


KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
CHARCED ENTIRELY WITH NATURAL CAS. 
Prevents Gout, Rheumatism, and 

Indigestion. 












COLT’S NEW 
UNITED STATES 


Mixes equally well with Wines, NAVY REVOLVER 
Milk. 


Spirits, or ier House Protection, » Travellers, and 
iitary takes Eley's - 
Not medicinal, but an + health-promoting cal. Exp ih rt a 
ges. 


COLT’S LICHTNING 
For Large and Small Game, Rook shooting, and 
Target —— are uns for accuracy and 

equalled for VOL, y fire. 


COLTS REVO 
carried off all th as, 

bargh, and Dublin in 1880. Price List 

26, Glasshouse Bt, Piccadilly Cireus, ‘London, Ww. 


ST FI FETE b & COMPY'S. SPECIALITIES— 


DIAMONDS, 
RUBIES 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 
PEARLS. of the finest lustre. _ 
RARE & CURIOUS GEMS. __ 

Gem Messhants 


STREETER & COMPANY | & Goldsmiths, 


SUPPLIED AT Py 'FInsT- CLASS HOTELS, 
AND RESTAURANTS 


Sample Cases of 50 Pints, 18.6, including bottles. 
JOHANNIS SPRINGS, Ltd., 
ZOLLHAUS, GERMANY. 


Wrotreace Sronre— 
based WHARF ROAD, CITY ROAD, LONDON. 
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white and modern cut, 





of_the pigeon’s blood colour, _ 





























MONTE CARLO 
HOTEL METROPOL 


Morrts er The Hore: Merace 


° utifu 
Public Gardens 7 : ~ 
possible luxury and comfort. Ele: 
it. Restaurant under 
. Perrin, late of i 
Wines of the ihe 
om suite, with priv 


















































tel, and 
Visitors all the comforts of a firvt-class Hie 
with the quietude of a private resid 


Tariffs and full particulars in London at. 
Grand Hotel and Hotel Metropole ac,” 
Brighton at the Hotel Metropole. 


HOTEL METROPOLE 


CANNES. 


Unrivalled, elevated, full South p 
with charming views of Mediterranean a 
Pine Woods. Sanitary arrangements plann 
and executed by leading London Engineer 

Family Apartments en suite, with Privudl 
Bath Room, &c. Lift to all floors, P 
particulars may be obtained, and rooms 
be engaged, in London at the Grand Hote 
or Hotel Metropole, and in Brighton at t 
Hotel Metropole. 


(GRAND HOTEL 


"LONDON, ENG. 


—o- = 











FINEST SITUATION. 
EVERY LUXURY ano 
COMFORT 


MOST RECHERCHE 
CUISINE. 


VERY MODERATE 











OXFORD.-MITRE HOTE 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDOM 








LEBRATED 


BUTTER-SCOTCH 
be sy 


BEINSMEAD PIANOS. | 


JOHN BRINSMEAD : 8ON8, 
Makers to H.R.H. the Princess of W2 


“Ww treet, W. Lists Pree. 
‘Getablished o over half a century 


Borwicks 
“< BAaKing 
a TIAA 


PERFEGTLY PURE, xo FREE FROM ALU 
FEED YOUR CHILDRE 


D® RIDGES. 


PATENT cooKED FO™ 
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CARS, 


Wr 


ORARERITE: : 


IN HONOUR OF THE WELSH LORD MAYOR, 


STRANGELY ENOUGH OMITTED FROM THE PROCESSION ON THE NINTH. 


CANCEL, OR RECALL. 


Tne World last week sounded a 
|note about the ng retire- 
ment, by reason of from one of 
the large Revenue spastenenta, of 
a gentleman who has the great honour 
to be the son of ‘‘the most distin- 

ed Irishman of this century.” 

f this sentence has really been i 
authoritatively, which Mr. Punch 

es leave to doubt, then said 
“* Authority” will do well to recall 
it in favour of the son of the L ibera - 
tor, which his name is also ‘‘ Dan.” 
| And, to give the well-known lines 
so often quoted, — 
“When Dan’s saw the writing on the 


wall, 

At first he couldn't make it out at all.” 

And the sooner the official writing 
on the wall—if it exists—be oblite- 
rated, the better for the public ser- 
ee, as, when the public, like the 

Captain in the of Billy Tay- 
lor,” Ties fap to hear on’ t, ” the 
‘said British Public will ‘‘ werr 
/much applaud what has been done” 
in suppressing, not issuing, recon- 
| sidering, or revoking the order. So 
| says "ir. F.,” and the 'B. P.” 
| will agree with him. 














THE ANCIENT MILLINER. 
(His Reminiscences of the Recent Gale. ) 
PART I. 


It was the Ancient Milliner 
Stood by his open door ; 
The tale he told was something like 
A tale I’d heard before. 
I c: slled forthwith a Sein: and 
** Now, Cabman, drive!” I cried ; 
‘* For I must get this bandbox home 
Before the eventide. 


“* The bride a- 
pacing up 
e aisle 
Mad as a dog 
would 


be, 
Without this 
sweet confec- 
tion of 
and pas- 
sementerie.”’ 
Westward the 


ay cab flew. 
e horse 


Was kick- 
some, wild, 


side to side 
In an offen- 
sive way. 


He tossed his head, he a his mane, 
And he was big and b : 
~ wore a little Sa eink 
Upon his monstrous back. 


I mused upon that mackintosh, 
All mournfully mu 

It was too small a thing to bee 
So large a beastie dry. 


And on we went up Oxford Street 
With a short, uneasy motion ; 
What made the beast go sideways I 
Have not the faintest notion, 
ut we ran into an omni 
With a short, uneasy motion. 


All in a hot, improper wa: 
The rude bun driver - 


Raining Cats and Doga, 





That them what couldn’t drive a horse 
Should try a moke instead. 


Never a word my cabman spoke— 
No audible reply— 

But, oh, a thousand scathing things 
He thought ; and so did I 


‘* What ails thee, Ancient Milliner ? 
What means thy ashen hue ? 
Why eres, st thou so ?”’—I murmured, 
ow! 
And at my a it blew. 


PART II. 


The storm-blast came down Edgware 
Road, 

Shrieking in furious glee, 

It struck the cab, and both its doors 
Leaped open, flying free. 

I shut those doors, and kept them close 
With all my might and main ; 

The storm-blast snatched them from my | 
And forced them back again. [hands, 


It blew the cabman from his perch 
Towards the hornéd moon ; 

I saw him dimly overhead 
Sail like a bad balloon. 


It blew the bandbox far away 
Across the angry sea ; 
The English Channel ’s scattered with 
Silk and passementerie. 
The silly horse within the shaft 
One moment did remain ; 
And then the harness snapped, and he 
Went flying through the rain ; 
And fell, a aegree meteor, 
Upon the coast o Spain. 
First Voice. 
‘* What makes that cab move on so fast 
Wherein no horse I find?” 
Second Voice. 
‘* The horse has cut away before ; 
The cab’s blown from behind.” 
Then just against the Harrow Koad 
I made one desperate bound— 
A leprous lam a and m self 
Lay mingled in a swoun 
And cables snapped, ry all things | 
sna P 
When the next morn was grey, 


The Telegraph appeared without 
Its bi i Day by Day.” 
PART III. 


Oh, chea is a pleasant thing, 
Beloved from ane to pole! 

To get a thing at one-and-four, 

For — your friend pays twopence 


Is ey unto the soul. 


And cheaper than that Hansom cab 
Whose tale I ve told thee thus, 

Far cheaper it had been to take 
The stately omnibus ! 


To take the stately omnibus 
Where all together sit ; 
Each takes his ticket in his hands, 
Obeys the Company’s commands, 
And pays his pence for it. 
And if you would not find yenees If 
Wree in the Edgware Road, 
me, not be vulgar and declare 
You wish you may be blowed ! 





THE ‘*MASHER’S” ANSWER. 


(Dr. ARABELLA KgNEALY, in the Westminster 


| Review, is severe on the young men of the day for 
| not dancing, and avoiding matrimony.) 


Biess me, Doctor ARABELLA, 
Hard a ‘lady’ s hand can strike ! 
Do you re ally mean a 


Is to dene just when 
4 you like ? 
Why so savagely sar- 
castic, 
That we will not 
| ‘take the floor,”’ 
™ And account the ** light 
fantastic’ 


we? You avow we're shy of 
marriage. 
Is not that too hard again / 
When a maiden wants a carriage, 
And a mansion in Park Lane, 
es furs, and opera-boxes : 
Although ardently one loves, 
All the balance I’ve at Cox’s 
Wouldn’t keep a girl in gloves. 
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“WILL YOU, WON’T YOU?” 


he Lord Chancellor. Very latest V T 


ae 
Y 


Lord Halsbury to Bill Sikes). “‘Ir you DON’T say ANYTHING, IT WILL GO AGAINST YOU ; AND IF YOU DO, IT WILL BE ALL UP WITH Yo0l 


‘anybody who knows po about the facts from 
is 


[The Lonp CuanceLior declares himself the foe of any ‘technieal system’ which excludes ' 
h lawyers, but really 


the opportunity of stating what is the truth.’... We may take it that very soon we shall see that which may appear strange to Eng 
is most reasonable—the accused stepping out of the dock into the witness-box, and giving his evidence, subject to the ordeal of cross-examination. It may 
a bad look-out for rogues, but for nobody else.” — Zimes.] 
Tue Law should be the embodiment Must extract that mote from the legal eye. Here’s the Box, my Srxes! With partiou's’ 
Of everything that is excellent. It seems a preposterous paradox l invite you, WILLIAM, to—step inside. (pride 
But I faney I’ve found one diminutive To exclude the accu from the Witness’s Some peculiar things, things rich and rare, 
flaw Box. I shall have to show you when you are there. 
In that else impeccable thing, the Law. To alter that is a duty for ** Will you walk into my par——” dear me 
As its constitutional guardian, I A very unprejudiced Chancellor. What a curious matter is memory! 


— 











you: 

s from 
really 
may be 


icular 
[pride 
are, 

there. 
y me! 


ee 
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What, what has that old song to do 

With the little matter ’twixt me and you,? 
I apologise for the irrelevance, for 
I am such a logical Chancellor! 


If you step inside—as I trust you will— 

We — worm out the Truth with forensic 
skill ; 

And if oe decline—as I hope you won't— 

We shall know there are reasons, friend, why 
you don’t. 

So the Truth must benefit any way, 

My beloved Birt. What is that you say ? 

You don’t care a cuss forthe Truth? Oh, 


Truth makes one a free man. Step in and 


try: 
The triumph of Truth is a triumph for 
A highly inquisitive Chancellor ! 


Twill be most instructive to Judge and Jury 
To hear you give evidence. Why this fury - 
We can judge, you see, by the way he’ll 
behave, 
’Twixt a simpleton and a clever knave. 
The Zimes says so. E Confound the 
Times ? 
Oh, don’t say so, Biri! A man of crimes 
Might funk the ordeal ; but this is the plan 
To help the Law—and the Honest Man; 
And therefore the plan of all plans for 
A highly compassionate Chancellor ! 





ROBERT ON THE LORD MARE’S SHO. 


We tt, I’ve had the grate good luck to 
have seen praps as menny Lord Mare’s Shos 
as most peeple, praps more—not so menny, in 
course, as that werry old but slitely tbo 
adgerating Lady, as bowsted as she had 
seen hunderds on ’em—but for sum things, 
speshally for Rain, and mud, and slush, the 
last one beats ’em all holler! What poor 
little Whales could have done to put the 
Clark of the Whether into sitch a temper, 
in course I don’t know, but if he ’d have had 
a good rattling attack of the gout in both 
big Tos, like some past Lord Mares as we has 
most on us heard on, he coudn’t posserbly 
have bin in a wuss one. 
Praps them as most xcited my reel pitty 
was the Lorp Mare’s six genelmen in their 
luvly new State liverries, and their bewtifool 
pink silk stockings a showing of their manly 
carves, all splashing along through the horful 
mud, and made crewel fun of by the damp 
and thortless crowd. The fust reel staggerer 
was the reel Firemen, about a thowsand on 
em, a marching along as bold as their brass 
Helmets. What did they care for the rain 
and the mud! and didn’t they look as it they 
was a longing for a jolly grand Fire to bust 
out, jest to show us how easy it was to put it 
out, tho’ they had lost their jolly Captin. 
Then there was the pretty Welch Milk Maids, 
in their chimbley-pot Hats, and their funny- 
| looking eustooms, all a being drawn by six 
| horses, and having some Bards and Arpers to 
| take care on ’em, and lend ’em humberrellars 
| to keep off the rain. Ah! won’t they have 
sum nice little stories to tell all their frends 
when they gits back to Whales, inclewding 
their singing of wun of their hold Welch 
| Songs afore the Lorp Marr and all his nobel 
| gests in the evening. No wonder that they 
| was so estonished and bewillderd that they 
_— forgot to take off their chimbley-pot 
tats wile they was a singing. But their 
Lorp Mare and countryman kindly forgave 
em all, and away they went rejoysing. 

Upon the hole, I’m quite reddy to eae my 
| testimoney to the fack that, if we coud by 
any posserbility have left out the horful 
rain, and the mud, and the pore soaked and 
dismal-looking mothers and children, it woud 
have been about the werry finest looking Sho 
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A STAGGERER! 


Rector's Wife (instructing an Aspiring Buttons, who has answered her advertisement), ‘* You "Lt 


HAVE TO OPEN THE SHUTTERS AND THE Hat-Door, see TO THE Srupy Fixe, Pur Tar 
THINGS READY IN THE BATH-ROOM, THEN CALL YOUR MASTER PUNCTUALLY AT SIX, CLEAN 
THE CHILDREN’s Boots AND SHogrs, AND 


His BooTs AND BRUSH HIS CLOTHES, CLEAN ALL 
. - ~ * 

BRUSH THEIR CLOTHES, LAY THE BREAKFAST PUNCTUALLY AT EIGHT, AFTER WHICH YOU "LL 

HAVE TO GET THE Pony AND TRAP READY TO DRIVE THE CHILDREN TO SCHOOL, AND BE 


BACK IN GOOD TIME, 
SILVER, YOU WILL MAKE YouRSELF TIDY, AND THEN YOU'LL LAY THE LuNcu——” 
Aspiring Buttons (gasping). ‘‘ PLEASE, ’M—BEG PARD'N—PLACE WON'T DO FOR ME, Why, 

I SHOULD WAXT A New Svir o’ CLOTHES BEFORE YOU 'VE FINISHED TELLING ME WHAT I'VE 
GOT TO DO, AND THEN I SHOULDN'T FIND TIME TO BE MEASURED FoR ’EM! Goop MORN’N.” 
[Exit Aspirant, 








ewer seen. The Bankwet at nite was jest as good as ushal, and indeed rayther better, and 
just to sho how thuroly eweryboddy had recovered from his morning’s drenshing, the 
compny acshally larfed at the Lonp CuanceLior’s Speach, and cheered the Loxnp Mane 
to the Hekko! Roper. 


Ratner Vacve.—Sir Epwarp Braproxp, Commissioner of Police, informs the Public, 
through a paragraph in the Times, about a meeting at the Marylebone Vestry, tet, ten 
ever in the Metropolis a street is found to be dangerously slippery, some one (pro ably a 
policeman) is to telegraph to the ‘local authority” (who? what 


? which ? where ?) and 
inform him, her, them, or it (whatever represents the aforesaid ‘local authority”), of 
the fact 


Well, and what then? Who’s to do what, and when is it tobedone? And 
what is the penalty for not doing whatever it is ? 


SnortLy To AprEaR.—Amiable Almonds, by the Authoress of Cross Currents. To 
be followed by Rum Raisins, Delightful Dates, and Polly Peach. Also, Dolt Care What 
Apples to Me! being the Story of ** A Mal wil a Cold id is Ed.” 


Bicorep.—An Anti-Ritualistic old Lady objected to paying her water-rate, when she 
was informed that she would be patronising ‘‘ a High Service.” 


Memonanpcm For Mrvor Porrs.—It is an elegant thing to write ballades and rondeauz, 
but it is tyrannous to read them to your visitors. 


———— 












AFTER YOU 'VE DRESSED THE PONY AND CLEANED YOUR KNIVES AND | 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 


| Scenr—The Table d Hite at Lugano; Ccicnarn has not yet caught 
Miss PRENDERGAST’s eye. 


Culchard (to Mr. Betierny). Have you—ah—been up Monte 


Generoso yet ? 


Mr. B. No. (After reflecting) No, I haven't. 

| struck by its remarkably bold outline from below. 
| off a rough sketch of it on the back of one of my visiting cards. 
| ought to have it somewhere about me now. 
(Handin 
who examines it with the 

number of these while I’m abroad like this. 
gives them a notion of the place. They are— 


Ah, I thought so! 


| relatives at home 


| ar—kind enough to value them. 


mumble.) Yes, I’m a 


artists, and give us half an hour, and I—ar—venture to say I ld 
be on terms with them. Make it three hours, and—well, I daresay 


| I shouldn’t be in it. 


Podtury (who has dropped into the chair next to Miss PRENDER- 


east and her brother). 


| don’t mind. I say, this « ripping—no idea of coming across you so 
Lowering his voice, to Miss P.) Still pegging away at 
penance,”’ you see ! 

The pleasure is more than mutual ; but do I under-_ 


| soon as this. 
my ** 
| Miss Prend, 
stand that Mr. P 
So tiresome, I left my 
glasses up in my room! 
[She peers up and 
down the line of 

Saces on her own 

side of the table. 

Miss 7. (to Culch. 
| I want you shoul 
notice that girl. I 
think she looks just as 
| nice as she can be, 
don’t you ? 

Culch. (carefully 
looking in every other 
directwon), 1—er— 
mumble — mumble — 
don’t exactly —— 

| Here a Waiter offers 
him a dish contain- 
ing layers of soles 
disguised under 
thick brown sauce ; 
CULCHARD mangles 
it with an ineffec- 
twal spoon. The 
Waiter, with pity- 
ing contempt,** Tut- 
tut - tut! Pesce, 
Signore—feesh!” 
damaged condition. 


Podb. (to Miss P.) No—not this side—just opposite. 
CuLcH., tn fingering a siphon which is mane 

trigger, contrives to send a spra 
PRENDERGAST, her brother, and 
Now don’t you see him ? 
to make out it was an accident, old fellow. Miss Prexpercast | 


knows you ! 


Miss P. (graciously). Pray don’t apologise, Mr. Cutenarp ; not|I have learned 


the least harm done ! 


| Bob Pr. (to dpanay a Yes, came over by the St. Gothard. Who 
is that girl who was talking to Cutcnarp just now? Do you know 
her? I say, I wish you’d introduce me some time. 
Miss T. (to Cutcnarp). You don’t seem vurry bright this evening. 
I’d like you to converse with your friend opposite, so I could get 
a chance to chip in. irl! 


No. XV. 


ont I’m ome oo etererten in that girl! 
Culch. Presently—presently, i ave an 1 me (Hastily, 
to Mr. B.) I gather that you paint yourself, Sir? . 
Mr. B. Well, yes. I assure you I often goto a Gallery, see a 
picture there that takes my fancy, go back to my office, and paint it 
I in half an hour from memory—so like the original that, if it were 
(Searching himself.) framed, and hung up alongside, it would puzzle the man who 
a vague little scrawl to CULCHARD, painted it to know t’other from which! I have indeed! I paint 
epest interest.) 1 knock off quite a original pictures, too. Most important thing I ever did was—let me 
Send ’em in letters to see now—three feet by two and three-quarters. I was most success- 
ful in getting an effect of rose-coloured snow against the sky. | 
s ed it up, and—well, it came right somehow. Luck, that was, 
not skill, you know. I sent that picture to the Royal Academy, and 
they did me the honour to —ar—reject it. 
Culch. (vaguely). An—er—honour, indeed.—(In despair, as 
Mr. B. rises.\—You—— You’re not going ! 

Mr. B. (consolingly). Only into the garden, for coffee. I observe 
ou are interested in Art. We will—ar—resume this conversation 
ater. 

[Rises ; Miss PrenpErGast rises too, and goes towards the | 
garden. 

Cudch. (as he follows, hastily). I must get this business over—if | 

can. But I wish I knew 
exactly how much to 
tell her. It’s really 
very awk - 
tween the two of them. 
I’m afraid I’ve been a 
little too precipitate. 


In the Garden ; a few 
minutes later. 


Miss Prend. (who 
has retired to fetch her 
glasses, with gracious 

layfuiness). Well, 

r. CULCHARD, and 
how has my knight 

rformed his lady’s 
vehests ? 

Culch. May I ask 
which knight you 
refer to? 

(slightly 


7. 

counten- | 
ance). Which! Then | 
—you know there is | 
another? Surely there | 
is nothing in that cir- | 
cumstance to — to 
offend—or hurt you ? 


But I was great! 
Indeed, I dash 


gee RD makes a complimentary 


v rapid sketcher. Put me with 


Bon, old chap, I'll come in the middle, if you 








Jf 


“I knock off quite a number of these while I’m abroad like this.” 


Culch, Offended ? (Considers whether this would be a good line | 
to take.) Hardly that. Hurt? Well, I confess to being pained | 
—very much pained, to discover that I was unconsciously pitted | 
—against PopBury ! : 

Miss P. But why? I have expressed no preference as yet. You | 
ean scarcely have become so attached to him that you dread the | 
result of a successful rivalry ! . 

Culch. (to himself). It’s a loop-hole—I'll try it. (Aloud.) You 
[ Misery of Cutcnarp. | have divined my feeling exactly. In—er—obeying your commands, 
to know Popsvry better—to see in him a sterling 
You must forgive me for not recognising you | nature, more worthy, in some respects, than my own. And I know 


Cuicn. erentually lands a sole in a very 


( Here 
stiff on the 
across the table and sprinkle Miss 
ODBURY, with impartial liberality). 
As piayful as ever, isn't he! Don’t try 


before, but you know of old how provokingly shortsighted I am, and | how a he has centred all his hopes upon you, Miss PRENDER- | 


I’ve forgotten my glasses. 
. I—er—not at all... most distressed, I 
really no notion 
m an undertone). 


Culch. (indistinctly 
assure you... 
Miss T 
never let on ! 


Culeh. Didn't 1? Oh, surely ! yes, I’ve—er—met that lady. ( With | 
— deference to Mr. BevLersy, who has just 

ou are an Art-Collector ? 

Mr. B. l’ve the three finest Bodgers in the kingdom, Sir, and| know. And—and I don’t vike 


there’s a Gubbins—a 


hanging now in the morning-room of m 
wouldn't take a thousand pounds for! t 
Cheapest 


pick ’em up cheap. 


thirty-two by twenty 


IZ did that. 


course, but it only wanted the colour being brought up to the 
Took me half a day, 

give me hundreds for it ! i 

respect for Provr’s memory. 


nowing, seeing that as I—er—do, [ feel that—whatever it 
| costs me—I cannot run the risk of wrecking the—er—life’s happiness 
| of so good a fellow. So you must really allow me to renounce vows 


Say, you know her, then? And you! accepted under—er—an imperfect comprehension of the—er—facts' 
[ Wipes his brow. 


Reflect, Mr. Curcnarp. Is | 


| GAST, 


Miss P. This is quite too Quixotic. 
such a sacrifice demanded of you? I assure you I am orfectly | 
resent. I might prefer Mr. Popsury. I really don't 

bang one of my suitors like this’ 
Joe Gubbins, mind you, not John—that’s| Culch. Don’t tempt me! I—I mustn’t listen, I cannot. | No, 1 | 
place in the country that I renounce. Be kind to Popspcury—try to recognise the good in him 
go about using my eyes and |. . . he is so devoted to you—make him happy, if you can ‘ 
icture J ever bought was a Prout— Miss P. (affected). 1—I really can’t tell you how touched I am, | 
Unfinished, of | Mr. Curcuann. I can guess what this renunciation must have cost | 
edge. | you. It—it gives me a better opinion of human nature . . it does, 
and now—well, any dealer would | indeed ! ; : : " 
shall leave it to the nation, out of | Culch. (Joftily, as she rises to go in). Ah, Miss PRENDERGAST, dnt 
‘lose your faith in human nature! Trust me, it is—er—full o 


addressed him.) 


And—er—have you—er—? (| neutral at 


Indeed ? 


it for two pound ten! 


But 





— 
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surprises! (Alone.) Now am I an abominable humbug, or what? 
| swear I felt every word I said, at the time. Curious psychological 
state to bein. But I’m out of what might have been a very unpleasant 
mess at all events! 
Miss T. (coming upon him from round a corner). Well, I’m sure, 
Mr. CuLcHaRD! | 
Culch. You are a young lady of naturally strong convictions, I am | 
aware. But what are you so sure of at the present moment ? | 
| 





| Miss T. Well, I guess I’m not just as sure of you as I should like 

| to be, anyway. Seems to me, considering you’ve been so vurry in- | 
consolable away from me, you’d a good deal to say to that young 

| lady in the patent folders. And I’d like an explanation—you ’re 
right down splendid at explaining most things. 

Culch, (with virtuous indignatwn). So you actually suspect me of 


| having earried on a flirtation! 
| Miss T. I guess girls don’t use their pocket-handkerchiefs that 
yway ? 


| way over the weather. Who és an 
Culch. og 48 If you insist on knowing, she is the lady to whom 
being engaged. I hope your 


Mr. Poppury has every prospect of 
| mind is at ease now ? 
Miss T. Well, I expect my mind would have stood the strain as 
it was—so it’s Mr. Popsury who’s her admirer? See here, you're 
| going to introduce me to that ga right away. It’s real romantic, 
| and 1’m perfectly dying to her acquaintance ! 
Culch. Hum—wi She is—er—peculiar, don’t you know, and I 
_ rather doubt whether you will have much in common. 
Miss z . Well, if you don’t introduce me, I shall introduce myself, 
that’s all. 
Culch, By all means. (7o hemself.) Not if I can prevent it, though! 





ONLY FANCY! 


We are in a position to give an emphatic contradiction to the 

| rumour, put forward with much assurance, that the King of Sparv 
has entered upon ne- 

gotiatinns of a matri- 

monial character with 

reference to the d- 

niece of the Crown 

Prince of Roumant. 


_ Sir Henny Worrr still lingers in town, Bucharest, in the mean- 

time, having to get along as best it may without a British Minister. 
In private circles likely to be well-informed, the delay is understood 
to arise directly out of the fact that Lord Ranpotpn CauRcHILL is 
now ** beyond the reach of regular postal arrangements.” 
_ “TI wrote to tell Granpoipu about Artuvur Ba.rour stepping 
into his old shoes as Leader of the House of Commons,” says WoLrry, 
showing his white teeth; *‘ and, begad, 1 shall not leave Pall Mall 
till I hear what he says on the subject.” 


What is this scandal we hear about the Tumwevmmirs? The 
family are naturally reticent on the subject, but Waosermis has 
furnished us with some particulars which we believe may be relied 
on. On Wednesday afternoon, at five minutes to three (as nearly as 
we can fix the time), Mrs. Turveummy was walking down Bond 
Street, when, just as she reached the point where, as the Directory 
says, ‘* Here is Bruton Street,’’ who should her but Wuartsnis- 
Name. Turveummy, who, by a strange oeen, happened to be 
passing ina Hansom cab, was a witness to the rencontre, and fol- 
owing up the clue, came upon particulars which WHaTDYECALLIT 
informs us is likely to make a stir. Mr. Groroe Lewis, being a 
— of all parties concerned, will not accept a retainer from either 
side, 


The Daily News, in its report of the ing of the Food and 
Cookery Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall, t remarks : 

“It will not be the least attractive feature of the exhibition that samples 
ny be tasted at nearly all the stalls. The exhibition includes samples of gas 
and asbestos stoves and kitchen ranges.” 


We have brought this announcement under the notice of a friend 
who knows what’s what when he’s out to lunc , and are dis- 
appointed at his lack of enthusiasm. He says he doesn’t care about 
taking his gas that way, and as for asbestos stoves he knows nothing 
more indigestible, unless it be a kitchen range. 








BALDER THE FAIR. 
(A Head-Piece.) 
(Eminent Physiologists assert that the most intellectual types of the future 





No one familiar with 
His Majesty’s views 
on the Triple Al-| 
liance, and hisopenly- | 
expressed opinion 
with respect to the 
occupation of Egypt, 
could for one moment 
give credence to a 
report so intrinsically 
absurd. 


Rymunp has been 
imposed upon by one 
of his young men. 
Our friend, whose 

) susceptibility to the 
wiles of impostors, | 
though an amiable | 
weakness, somewhat 
militates against his 

rfect success in life, 

as printed a para- 

grap announcin: 

that the Qvren wil 

leave Balmoral on 

Friday the 20th inst. at half-past two in the afternoon, Her 

| Masesty reaching Windsor at mine o'clock on'Saturday morning. 

It is twenty-five minutes to three when the Royal train will start, 

| and Windsor will not be reached till five minutes after the hour 

| mentioned by Rrmunp. It is crass inaccuracies like these that lower 
| the weekly press in the estimation of an observant public. 





_ Heyep has been at it again. Two months ago we published the | 
| intelligence that the Princess Freperica of Hanover would pass the | 
| winter months at Biarritz, a well-known watering-place almost on 
the border-land between Spain and France. This news was received 
with gratifying tokens of interest at every Court of Europe, and has 
| been noted in innumerable communications passing privately between 
| high personages. Then Henep comes upon the scene, and pom- 
pously makes an identical announcement as a piece of news! Far 

» it from us to take advantage of infirmity imposed upon a man by 
the idiocy of his godfathers and godmothers at his baptism. But 
Hyue come to ask, t ean be expected from a man nam 

ENED } 








will be completely bald.) 


Do’sr imagine all Poets by locks hyacinthine 
Distinguished from Lawyers, Physicians, and Aldermen, 
By ca illery cataracts, thick as are thin thine ?— 
Bald , sooth to say, few undeniably balder men 
Can be found, for the comfort of heads without hair, 
Than that exquisite troubadour, Batper the Fair. 
Yes, the times are gone by 
when a SWINBURNE or 
Byron 
Were loved for their love- 
locks and famed for 
their frizziness, 
When Olympian craniums, 
worthy of Myron 
Or ANGELO, bowed to the 
hair-dresser’s business, 
When Macassar’s luxu- 
riant essences fed j 
At once metrical foot and @ 
symmetrical head. 
Dvutctryea, who dotes on that pure, polished surface 
(Like ivory turned to the billiard-room’s spherosid), 
BaLper’s occiput glassing bewitchingly her face, 
The face of his eas, by herself in her hero eyed— 
Dutcrvea would deem it profanity, were 
It in nature to beg for a tress of his hair ! 


Y 


So take warning, ye Minstrels whose locks are a feature, 
Be bald, e’en as bald as your verse peradventure is ; 
To be bald is the crown of the civilised creature, 
And barbers are relics of barbarous centuries : 
Still, howe’er you may strive, you will never compare, 
For perfection of baldness, with BaLper the Fair. 








A Warnine.—After the recent gale, the papers reported ‘* W HoLr 
SALE DesTRUcTION or Hoarprnes.” Very hard that hoardings 
couldn’t be saved. Still, after all, the fact must be taken as a 
providential warning to Misers. 


From tue Norg-Boox or a Reriective Govumet.—** The only 
ed | thing your friend has a right to saddle you with is. . . fine five-year 
old mutton.” 
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THINGS ONE WOULD WISH TO HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 


He 


She Ud, 


[Tux Fact 1s, I NeveR GET ANY Wiip Fow. SHoorinc—never 
THEN YOU OUGHT TO COME DOWN TO ouR NEIGHBOURHOOD 
sUCH A LoT oF GEESE aBoUT—Aa—Aa—I MEAN Wi_p Gers, oF course!” 


IN THE WINTER. IT WOULD JUST SUIT YOU, THERE ARE 











THE “EGYPTIAN PET.” 
“We desire ut Egypt should be strong enough of herself to repel all 
external attack, and to put down all internal disturbance.” 
Lord Salisbury at the Guildhall.) 
Professor of the Noble Art of Self- Defence (the “ Pet's” Trainer), loqui’u 
CHANGE in my attitude? Nay, not a bit of it! 
Like Joan’s true Darsy I’m “ always the same.”’ 
Parties may flout, but I can’t see the wit of it; 
Surely they ought to be fly to my game. 
Such ** disquisitions ” are strangely unfortunate, 
Pain us extremely, delighting our foes ; 
Worry one too, like a busy, importunate 
Fly on one’s nose. 


D 


es a 


n't know the play of our pugilist system, ‘‘ Pet,” 

Part hn who give heed to such chat. 

Rival lot out of it; nobody ’s missed ’em, ** Pet,” 
Nobody ever knew what they ’d be at). 

Now, in position of much “ greater freedom,” “‘ 
Fancy they ll badger me into a hole. 

One thing is certain, nobody will heed ’em, ‘‘ Pet,” 

Poor little soul ! 


Pet,” 


They were nice trainers and backers for you, my lad. 
Pretty nigh muffed any small chanve you'd got. 
Square up those shoulders a little bit, do, my lad! 
rhat form won't put in a slommocking shot. 
Their fumbling sty e and contemptible flabbiness 
Clings to you yet. Ah! thanks be, you ’ve changed hands. 
They 'd crab our swim, but the Old Seuttler’s shabbiness 
BvuLt understands. 


We didn't bring you out, put you in training, “ Pet,” 
Or crack you up as the Coming Young Copt. 

Straighten up, boy! Such corkscrewing and craning, “Pet, 
Never a rib-roasting wunner in-popt. 


” 


No, you’re a legacy! Would not deceive you, ‘* Pet,” 
You are a stick, and have cost a g bit. 
Still we have charge of, and don’t mean to leave you, ‘‘ Pet,’ 
Till you are ** fit.” 


Biceps? Ah, verily, feeling your muscle, “‘ Pet,” 
Isn’t a job that brings Sanpow to mind. 

Where would you be in a real hard tussle, ‘* Pet ”’ ? 
You ’re not a Pug of the wear-and-tear kind. 

Foes many menace you. Champions, boy, you know, 
Challenge all comers ; they have to—you bet. 

When you can do so, I’ll leave you with joy, you know. 

sut—'tisn’t yet ! 


Thanks to our care, you ’re improving, my “‘ Pet,” a bit. 
Promising Novice, of that there ’s no doubt. 
But up to Champion form? No, not yet a bit. 
Just try that on, and you ’ll soon get knocked out. 
Can’t say exactly how long we must bide with you, 
Help you develope grit, muscle, and pipe; 
But we must own you to-day—(though we side with you)— 
Not ‘* Cherry Ripe!” 
[Left putting the ** Pet ” through his paces. 





Very Near.—‘‘The man who never makes a mistake, never 
makes anything,” said Mr. Pueps, the American Minister, in the 
course of a farewell after-dinner speech. Happening to be re-read- 
ing Mr. Svnrees’ inimitable Soapy Sponge, we find that Mr. 
Bragg, when applying for the situation of Huntsman to Mr. 
Puffington, remarked, *‘ He, Sir, who never makes an effort, 5ir, 
never risks a failure,” which is just the premiss to Mr. PHELPSs 
celebrated conclusion. 


A Nvpriat Pewepicrioy.—‘* Pless you, my children!” as Sir 
CornwaLtis West will say in his best Prineipality-English to the 





happy Bride and Bridegroom on December 8 next. 
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THE “EGYPTIAN PET.” 


ProressorR OF THE Nosie Art or Setr-Derence. “NOT UP TO IT YET, YOUNG ’UN.” 


“ We desire that Egypt should be strong enough of herself to repel all external attack, and to put down all internai disturbance.” 
Lord Salishury’s Speech at the Guildhall, November 9th. 
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“BY JINGO!” 
(A Military Sketch according to precedent. ) 


| Scene—Sanctum of the Coming General. To him enter Intelligent 


Foreigner. 

Intelligent Foreigner ( politely). 1 trust you will forgive me for in- 
truding upon you, but the fact is I am very anxious to obtain a few 
useful hints for the Government I have the honour to represent. 

Coming General (effusively). Oh, certainly. Only too glad to la 

/ down any work I may have in hand, to te 
jas, You everything. Of course you have been 
rene over Woolwich Arsenal and the Dockyards, 

=== and no doubt you have—— 

a For. Vanervaptieg), vo — I 
ve seen everything, an everything 

explained to me. tL do not believe that 

, there is a single official secret that has not 

n revealed to me in the kindest manner 


possible. 

Com. Gen. aga Come, that is as it 
should be! e like to tell the whole world 
what we can do. 

In. For. (drily). Exactly, and teach your 
A Callto Arms! — neighbours how to do it ? 

Com, Gen. (gazing at his neglected work). But if you know 
everything, why do you come to me ? 

In. For. Weil, I thought if I got it first hand from the Commander 
of the Future, it would strengthen the opinion I have already formed 
of the unpre ess of the British Empire. For! take it that the 












British Empire ts unprepared ? 
Com, Gen. (amused), Why, certainly! I thought everybody 
knew that! If war were declared now, ing to all the rules of 
| the game, we ought to be absolutely ruined. 
| In. For. Dear me! I am sorry to hear it! But surely your Fleet 
is fairly st P 

Com. Gen. fhouphing). What ajoke! Oh, I daresay, ship for ship 
and gua for gun, we are more epomeres than any other nation. But 
if hostilities broke out, our t would be valueless. We should 
want every vessel to guard our island shores, and our commerce and 
colonies would have to shift for themselves. 

In. For. (with concern). Dear me! This is very sad! But then 
you have an Army? 

Com. Gen, (with another burst of laughter). What! Call our 
wretched force an Army! Why, to quote a writer, whose letters 
have been published in_our loading journal, ‘‘ Nobody could tell the 
Secretary of State for War how a force of forty thousand men, if it 
had to be supplemented for defensive purposes by Volunteers, could 
be supplied with ammunition for six weeks” Call our force an 
Army! Why, my dear Sir, the notion is rong pe | ridiculous ! 

In. For. But does not such a state of things make you 
uneasy ¢ 

Com. Gen. Uneasy! Of course it does! Why, at a moment's 
| notice, this grand old country might disappear for ever! Why we 
| all feel that we are on the point of dissolution! We know that only 

a ninth-rate Power has to send a fleet to invade us, and we should 
| have to submit—that we should be absolutely effaced, and be known 
| in future as merely a geographical expression ! 

In. For. But ny this is lamenta ty gre = ay 
| Com. Gen. I shou d rather think it was !—awfully demoralising ! 
| —(Sound of telephone bell.\—But will you pardon me? Some one 
| wishes to speak to me from Head Quarters. I won't be a second. 
In. For, Certainly. Pray see what it is. 

_Com. Gen. nt and speaking through telephone). What! 
Not really? Hurray! 

In. For. Why, what is the news? 

Com. Gen, (excitedly). Splendid! The Great Powers of Europe 
have simultaneously deel. war against us! This will be grand! 

In. For. (in a tone of deep commiseration). My poor fellow, this 
means ruin ! 

Com. Gen, Ruin! Rot! (Through telephone.) All right, will 
start to-night, and should be in Paris by Thursday, and at St. Peters- 
burg at latest by the end of week. e can take Vienna and Berlin 
on our way home! I will be with the men at Portsmouth within an 
hour. Never mind our ; send it on afterwards. 

In. For. (astounded). But what are you going to do ? 

Com. Gen. (with determination). Going todo! Why give them 
another thrashing! By-by, no time for talking! See you again 
soon ! 


(Exit hurriedly to beat the foe, and, strange to say, the object is 
subsequently attained how ! 











An Awyti-Ontonist Liperat.—Mr. Leake lately made a radically 
= speech, and is in future to be known in the North as Cocky 
akey. 








OUR FINANCIAL COLUMN, 
Telegraphic Address,—‘‘ Crasus,” Everywhere. 

Or course I knew perfectly well what would happen after I had 
put forth the programme of my financial operations. I said at the 
time to my friend Gus BrumMaGem, * Mark my words,” I said, 
‘*T shall have all the Crowned Heads of the A. | grovelling at my 
feet and imploring, actually imploring me to allow them to hand 
over their money and their ancestral regalia to me for investment. 
They ’re bound to doit. I know the beggars well, and a more grasp- 
ing lot you couldn’t find within a day’s march of Holloway Gaol.” 
. . Gus (Beau Gus he is ee sanen on ane ¢ yj 
singularly attractive appearance) went so far as to -pooh what 
said, I don’t bear him any ill-will. Gus was obenee a bit of a 
courtier, and got his head turned for , when the Japanese Prince 
Cut Ikan invited him to stay a week at his country house, and to 
act as godfather to the infant prince, Ka Cuooxan, the necessary 
ceremony having been postponed for six months in order to allow Gus 
to get there in time. That, as I say, was the ruin of Gus, and since 
that time he has had an offensive way of giving himself not merely 
airs, but what I may call regular blasts in the company of men better 
than himself. He ought to recollect that he owes his start in life to 
the lucky chance that threw him in ar wer. If I hadn’t appointed 
him Chairman of the Turp, Pin and Bolt Company, and Menagin 
Director of the New Gatefringe Syndieate, Limited, he might sti 
be engaged in sweeping out the tenth-rate office which was formerly 
the scene of his labours. But I never expect gratitude. I am con- 
tent to do good to my fellow-creatures without the least hope of 
merely temporal reward. On this particular occasion I was right, as 
usual. Telegrams stamped with the coats-of-arms of all the principal 
d ties of the world have been inundating me. For instance, 

. R. H. the Hereditary Grand Duke of Le1swen has wired to me 
in the following terms, of which I have caused an accurate trans- 
lation to be executed by my staff of paid short-hand clerks :—‘* Have 
on my faithful and with-joy-inspired subjects a tax of ten reichsgulden 
each after great on the part of my ministers reluctance imposed. 
Invest proceeds for me in 
the best to your wisdom 
known company, and with- 
out delay. Perfect confi- 
dence.” Now I can assure 
His Royal Highness, who 
will look in vain for any 
other answer than this, that 
no power on earth, and least 
of all the cajoleries or men- 
aces of the great and highly- 
placed shall induce me to 
depart by one jot or tittle 
from the course I have 
marked out for myself. And 
I take this occasion to assure 
all other potentates that I 
do not propose by any effort —=1 
of mine to bring wealth to ~—— 
the foreigner. The welfare ——S- 
of the British people is my .2.c=s 
only care. For them, but —-———= 
Sor no others, my investments 
are open; to them alone I 
devote my unrivalled experience. And after this I trust I th ull be 
troubled with no further importunities from abroa? 

I have to announce this week that I have formed The Croesus Club 
Company. I have, at immense expense, secured a splendid site in 
the very heart of the fashionable quarter of London. Building 
operations will begin immediately, and within the next three weeks 
the members will be housed in a Club-house unrivalled for comfort 
and luxury. Ten French chefs will preside over the kitchen, and 
house dinners at a minimum price of £5 a- will be served in the 
Ruby Hall to the strains of the Brass Potsdammer Buben Hussar 
Band, specially retained for the exclusive service of the Club. The 
first list of members will consist of 2000, and, in order to insure 
exclusiveness, the subscription will be fixed at £500 without any 
entrance fee. A list of the Provisional Committee, containing a 
Duke as Chairman and four Peers as ordinary members, will be 
issued at once. 1 have the authority of the Committee to receive 
subscriptions. : 

I may point with pride to the fact that all the investments recom- 
mend = me have prospered, and the list of British millionnaires 
has been heavily increased. Canadian Boodlers fairly firm, but with 
a tendency to cross the border-line. No returns. I say, ‘‘ Sell.” 
M. T. Coffer Co. not very promising. (294 stk.; lim. pref., 19; 
mortg. deb., 44.) Clear out, if ible. Tight Rates Ry. Co. must 
be bought. But enough of this. All that is necessary is that 
correspondents should send remittances. The rest may be _ to me. 
RESUS. 
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QUITE A LIBEL’Y PROSPECT! | 
(Or what may be expected after a recent Verdict.) 
Scenz—An Editor's Room. Editor and Chief Sub. discovered in | 


conversation, 
Editor. And I think you have asked the Solicitors who have | 
threatened us with ings to be in attendance ? 


Chief Sub. Yes, Sir. They are below—shall I send them up? 
Ed. If you please. One by one; and kindly impress upon them 
the value of my time. 
ef Ae. Certainly. But I geo Rr hy they ey get 
over their business pretty speedily. ter they have gone, no doubt | 
you would like to look at the Contents Bill, Sir ? 
Ed. Yes, please; and now send upthe Lawyers. __ , 
(Exit Chief Sub., when the Editor returns to his writing, until 
interrupted by First Solicitor. 
First Solor. Sorry to intrude upon you when you seem to be busy, 
but it was your own idea that I should look you up. | / 
Ed. Entirely. And now, Sir, perhaps you will kindly explain of 
what your client has to complain. 
First Solor. Certainly. You said of the senior member of the | 
Bounding Brothers of Bohemia, that, ‘‘ although a very marvel of 


| strength and grace, he could scarcely, after fifty years’ service in 


the ring, be described as a trapéze-practising acrobat.” 
Ed. Well, surely that is a most complimentary allusion to his 
personality! What does he want more than to be “‘a marvel of 
grace and strength ”’ ? 
First Solor. You say he can scarcely be described as a ‘‘ trapéze- 
practising acrobat.” 

Ed. Well, can he? Does he ever practise on the trapéze ? o 
First Solor. Well, no. But he might if jhe liked! You see his 
chief business is to stand at the base of the id, at the apex of | 
which is his smallest and lightest Bounding Brother. But he might | 


use the trapéze, I repeat, if he liked. 


| 


shall be glad of the names of your Solicitors. 


| 
Ed. If what I hear is correct—it would have to be a strong one? | 
First Solor. Certainly—an extra strong one. We don’t deny that | 
our client weighs over twenty stone. But there, as we can accept | 
no explanation, will you kindly tell me the name of your Solicitor ? | 
Editor. Certainly. am 
[Gives the requisite information, and returns to his work, until | 
interrupted by Second Solicitor, who has taken the place of | 
t irst. 
Second Solor. I am afraid this interview is absolutely’ useless. | 
Our client can accept no apology. You announced that you believed | 
that Jonw Swooxs had ceased to be in the employment of the | 
Universal Cab and Fly Company. 
Editor, Who is John Swooxs! <a! 
Second Solor. He is a driver in the service of the organisation 
I have just named—and we act for the organisation. We complain 
that you have seriously injured us by telling the public that you 
believed we had lost the services of one of our thousand drivers. 
Editor. But if we did believe it ? 
Second Solor. That is your business and not ours; and so, Sir, we 


[The information is afforded, and the Editor returns to his 
_ work, until interrupted by Third Solicitor. 

Third Solor. to disturb you, but you have been libelling 
one of our clients. He objects to your putting his Christian name in 
the paper—says that even with another surname it will injure him 
with his neighbours. He doesn’t want his Christian name to be | 





| figuring in the public prints. 


Ed. And what is his Christian name ? 
Third Solor. Zoz1mvus. 

Ed. Why, that is mine! I thought I was the only man in the 
world with that name, with the solitary exception of my godfather ! 
Third Solor. Very likely you are—your ather is our client. 

Ed, Then mustn’t PD yaa my own name 
Third Solor. Certainly not without running the risk of an action 
for libel. The address of your Solicitors, please ? 
[The Editor gives the desired information, and then sends up 
‘‘ the Pleasure of Editing” to the Composing Room as a line 
for the Contents Bill as the Scene closes in. 


| 
| 
| 








An Elevating Exhibition. 


At the Alhambra, the Little Gzorc1a Maenet ought to attract | 

ousands, Three heavy swells seated on a chair she can lift, chair | 
and all, so that the little lady’s exhibition of r must have a 
wonderfully elevating effect on all who come within the reach of her 
influence. At all events, there can be no doubt that her magnetic 
force will give the Alhambra itself a tremendous lift. 
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EXCELSIOR! 


She. ‘‘I pipx’t KNow you WERE A Mvusictay, Herr Mivvier.” 
He. ‘‘ A Musician? Acn, no—Gortt vorpit! Lam a WacGyertan/" 








AN IMPERIAL STAGE-MANAGER, 


** Guittaumgé Devx,” says the Figaro, ‘ 


‘prend trés au sérieux sa 


tache de moralisateur.”” He is his own Licenser of plays, and, it may 
be presumed, collars the fees for doing the official Licenser’s work ; 
that is, if there be a department of this nature in the Lord Chamber- 
lain’s Office. And His Imperial Highhandedness not only is his own 
licenser, but is a self-appointed Stage-Manager, for, continues the 
Figaro, ** Il a préserit que, dans une piéce moderne, Le Nouveau 


Maitre, une scene un peu violente ne fit 


a lavant-scéne, 


mais au fond du thédtre.” If His med > § ajesty should permit 

some of Insen’s plays to be performed, Ghosts for example, or 

Hedda Gable,, no doubt most of the re) oe would be in right 
audience. 


at the back of the stage, out of ear-shot of 
dramas the Villain who may have to use 


** big big D,” 


merel 
His tn 
s’assurer en per 
» bien exécutés,”’ 
Emperor as this. 


be compelled to “ retire 
self of the expletive, then would have 
to *‘ come down to the front’ and continue 
the stage-business. But, not satisfied with 

giving the above stage-directions, 
mperial Majesty ‘‘ est allé samedi 


n ordinary 
é, or in farce 


— the Eccentric Comedian who frequently has 
3” “es to utter more or less playfully a meaningless 


by Imperial command 
up” to deliver him- 


ne que ses ordres ¢taient 
Yo dodging such an 
How would Herr Von 


Invine and Herr Toore like this personal 
supervision? And how about Herren 


Only in Play! Jones, Prveno, W. 8. Gripert and a few 
others, who would not particularly enjoy having their -directions 


upset by even an Imperial amateur. 


next move of GuILLAUME 


“I cay’? write seasonable verses,” lied Our Festive Poet, | Devx will be to make himself honorary prompter, and it may be to 


~ until I’ve had my Christmas dinner, and then I’m mincepie-r'd !” | 





cast himself for the leading parts. 
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es 


ago to have changed his name to Borvit_e Fenn, as he is so as. 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. sociated with Books for Boys, -_ — penne aly md is more 

a .* 2 . ” boyant than ever. ‘‘A capita ok” says the Baron’s chief 
ae —w , Fre a Dik a iy De adviser. Find out The Rover’s + mat LA, ARRY COLLINGWoop: 
Hvenes, F.L.S., with Illustrations by F. G. Krrromw, and Others, Thee Bright Owe’ and make friends with ANNIE ARMsTRONG’s 


mablished by Messrs. Caapman AND Hatt. Ahem ! The frisky - ~ , > 
cIFFOR, having several tales to play with (probably some relation to Angin Sketches, by Axprew Laxg— Andrew L’ Angler—are 
the Cat-’o-nine-tails, eh #), has done his work ; and the same | delightful reading. The Baron pictures to himself the woot 
may be said for Others. The work can be recommended as a book and Balfour-like ANDREW on s bank b the river, rod stuc Into 
of pictorial reference for Dickensian students, but otherwise it is— “ys and note-book in his —_ * What ee my 
| ahem—superfiuous. If this kind of trading on the name of Dickens | by ’” inquires the Baron, of the hook- wing eT e's ketch- 
continues, we shall probably become Hvenmes’d to seeing such | ing sumthink, whispers the urchin. Is it Historical Notes on the 
announcements as, ‘‘ Shortly to appear,—The Collected Bills of the Diet of Wurms? Is it necessary to show that the fish have no 
But her and Baker of Charles Tnckens 2 Upper Storeys of £ ouses consciousness of Pain - Or, 18 he composing Lines to my Rod? Or 
in whose Neighbourhood Charles Dickens resided; Some Trades- |'*1t disquisition on Wn ee showing how the stream goes on 
men’s Accounts, Receipted and Returned with Thanks, Auto- | ™urmuring ? And does e classically remind it how silent it ought 
q’ aphie ally to Charles Dickens, &e., &e. to be,— Dumb deflust annis ? Or does the stream murmur because 
A sad story picture uely commenced. and powerfully ended, is | O¥F ANDREW the Fisherman has been r whi , it? Should 
:epraRd Kiriixo's The Light that Failed. But, between these |he betake himself to fly-fishing, let his motto be “Strike and 
|] DYARD KIPLi 7 9 t, ween '” 
two extremes, the conversations have | spare not!” and if he would be wise above his fellows in the gentle 
the deadly fault of being wearisome, |*'t of catching fish, let him consult The Incomplete ~r says, 
and, as to the manner of their conver. | disinterestedly, Tue Baron pe Boox- Worms. 

sation, were the Baron compelled to 
listen to much of it, life would indeed 
mp phy f+ AA a MEMS FROM MONKEY-LAND. 
of them that doeth ood in the novel, | (Being a Report made to the ‘‘ Royal Simian Society” by Professor Hairy 
no, not one. It es ually Myas, F.R.S.S., with compliments to Professor Garnier, who continues 
gloomier and gloomier, and, indeed, it is his articles on ‘‘ a Simian Language” in ‘* The New Review” for 
well styled The Light that Failed. Since this month. ) 


-_ oak 0 Jon, ray | = mind | I wave for some time past paid considerable attention to the sounds 
heauiiionn nde enddar o 4; ieee uttered by the Human Beings who are permitted to observe our 
tema etlothe nall tos ~ clon’ movements, in the wire house which the Proprietor of these gardens 
the Baron's edivinn to tikenn ve hwy; } |has so obligingly placed at our disposal, rent free. My object has 
in hegutier Ger Cheistenee activities have | been to discover whether the Human Species, though belonging toa 
a ste. a tame padding ~ ota | rather low form of animal life, can be said to have anything corre- 
sweets, and mince-pies, and, on the day olen Boxing Day, stay in- ——_ fe aay which is the secognised means of com- 
—_, wg) woe po eg bey gel departments, where 81x I have been much assisted in my investigations by the kind help 


the Skipper for novels, Carty Harotp for children’s books, and | eerie enaee Anubis Baboon, who has frequently 
PereR the Salt for tales of the sea, are specially busy at Christmas lof nuts to come and make 
fe ey on our human 
| visitors; the elder members 




















The Light that Failed wT, 
a Thief in the Candle 





time. To quote the ancient song of the ‘ Mistletoe Bough 
“The Baron’s retainers were Blythe and Gay ;” 


and so are they now, as the Ladies Betoypa Biyrme and Griseipa | of the Chimpanzee Famil 
Gay undertake a considerable propertion of such seasonable review- | have also been most useful, 





| ing as is more or less expected from the Baron DE Boox-Worms | 2nd have often restrained 

about this season of the year. But the Baron reviews the reviewers, | the young ot their _house- 
and presents the public with only the pick of the basket. Now, once | hold from interrupting my 
for all. the Baron gives notice hereby and herewith nevertheless and | ‘2quiries | by ill - timed 
all to the contrary notwithstanding, that neither he nor his retainers pleasantries. Only once in 
will take notice of Christmas puzzles, such as, for example, the the whole course of these 
bilious-looking - Spots Puzzle, , which ought to be dedicated to scientific labours have I had 
Little Red Riding Hood, as it is brought out by “ Woxr.” The | seriously to complain of my 
Baron cannot listen to *‘ the ery of Worr.” Let that be understood. | tail being made use of as a 


Now, in the way of Books, what is there forChristmasfare? There is | S¥iDg. 
It was not long before I 


| came to the conclusion that 
|men do really mean some- 
| thing by the extraordinary 
|gibberings and chatterings 
| in which they indulge. My ; : 
| first experiment was on a female of the species, with a blue feather 
lin her bonnet. At a sign from me, a young CKimupaaace suddenly 
|and adroitly snatched the bonnet from her head. The sound she 
uttered was, as nearly as I can put it, wh-oo-w! ending in a shrill 
|seream. I therefore take the oo sound to indicate alarm, or dissatis- 
faction. Exactly the same vowels were used by the Male. 
| The mischievous young of the Human Species, we have discovered, 
| also have this oo sound, and use it when they wish to frighten us. 
| ‘The three conclusions which I have drawn from my inquiries are :— | 
| 1. That Human Beings understand the sounds they utter to each 
| other, and therefore possess a language, as we do. { 
2. That Human Beings have, in a very imperfect and rudimentary | 
shape, the faculty of reason. 
3. That Apes have descended from Men! In other words, that | 
a Monkey is only a highly-developed and more agile Man. 
| These, no doubt, are startling conclusions, hg expect them to 
WN 4 o% | excite controversy. In fact, an Ourang-Ou friend of mine, to 
mc ae LYE Ro the Beron ‘de Book-W. | whom I mentioned them, was so shocked, that he has declined # 

_ Blackie and Bon intregucing themasives te the Daren -Worms. nourishment ever since. But I rely on the scientific spirit of this 
friend Biackie, who doesn’t keep himself dark, but comes out with | great society to do me justice ; and I venture to add a request that 
Henty in Plenty, whose Dash for Khartoum will be appreciated | it will see fit to endow research by voting an extra supply of apples 
even by those who don’t ordinarily eare a dash foranything. Ask for | and nuts to the Chimpanzees, the Anubis Baboon, and myself, 
Henry, and see that you get him. Mr. Manvitie Fen ought long | while we are at work on this very fatiguing field of inquiry. 








(PH NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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s. & H. HARRIS’S 
HARNESS COMPOSITION 


(Warenrneor). 


SADDLE PASTE 


(Warearnoor) 


S. & H. HARRIS’S 
EBONITE G 


¥ Ht 
(Wasgpreces), ‘or aeetnin ot 


POLISHING P PASTE. 


Cusazine Erais “E Gus 


Ss. & H. HARRIS. Manufactory: LONDON 








FRY’S PURE 


CONCENTRATED 
SOLUBLE 


COCOA 





“! consider it a very rich, delicious Cocos.” —W. H.R. STANLEY, M.D. 


CURIOUS OLD 
HIGHLAND WHISKIES 


- 7 1 16 & 25 years in wood. 
fase por es. 48/- 60/- 72/- 120/- 


Ap eminent Medical Authority, in —— | 


pending the ye 7 
that on no account Whisky | 
wiess it is well matured. 


Detailed List on application to 


WOREL BROS., COBBETT & SON 
(LIMITED 


210 & 211, PICCADILLY; 
18 & 19, PALL MALL; 
143, REGENT 8T. 
Whisky Bonded Stores, /nverness, N.B. 


LIQUEUR OF THE 


Gat. CHARTREUSE. 


This delicious Liqueur, which has 
come so much into public favour on 





Merchants throughout 
trabdly less price than former nes, 
v DOYLE 4, 35, Crutched } ao, pot EC. 









FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE, 


TENERIFE ( (S4s055) CIGARS, 


“REPUBLICANOS FEDEKALES.” 

‘Cool and Delicious Summer Weed of a novel 
mye. Mild, Aromatic, and Delicate. of tex in 
madles of 10'in 7 eee ” 9d. and 2s. 3. 

extra); 17s r 100, ion ie 

REWLAY & CO. (Ltd. a8 rand, W.C. ; 74, Strand 

‘ast India House}, andl Cheapside, Eo. Bet 100. 











2 Million Bottles filled in 1873. 
18 Million =, » « ae 


| Apollinaras 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” 


“ Cosmopolitan.” 


|. Mepicat JourwaL. 








CENTLEMEN’S WICS. 
Perfect Imitations of Mature. 
Unabrinkable Maternal’ tnstrac: 
tions for self - measurement on 
application 


CHAS. BOND & SON, 
OXFORD STREPT, W.- 
pecialists also for Ladies’ 
Wigs and Sca!l pettes 
Send for Illustrated Catalogue. 


eT ee COUGH, 
ROUP.. 








an 
The celebrated effectual gure witnent Scenes 
medicine. Sole Wholesale brad Eowanps & 


Son, 157, Queen b= agg Le Street, London 


Sold by most Chemists. © bottle. 
hee Acanp, 228, Rae Racet eS ee 
Kew ¥. Pevorns & Co., North William Street. 





“ EXCELLENT—of Great Value.”—Lancet, June 15, 1889. 


CONCENTRATED 


PEPTONIZED 


NUTRITIOUS. 
DELICIOUS. 
DICESTIBLE. 


Gold Medals, 1884, 1886. 


FOR TRAVELLERS, 
ear eeestiee 


COCOA ano MILK 


Tins, ls. 6d. and 2s. 6d., obtainable everywhere. 


SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. 





HOME INDUSTRIES. 


BRITISH SILKS. LIGHT DYE. 


Pair Wear Guaranteed. 

Parreass Pars st Poser 
DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, 
Wigmore Gtroet and Welbeck Street, London, W. 


TRIPLE SPLICED INSTEP HOSE. 


Patent No. 20,778.) 
For Ladies and Children, in Cashmeres, Spun Silk, 
Sik, 





Tilustrations and Price List Post Free. 
DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, 
| Wigmore Gtrost aad Welbeck Street, London, W. 


J. EXSHAW & GOS 


FINEST | FOLD SB B 
tT. Ww. Sedlcced & Co tan heaiet ot Street, W. 












Bold la 1- Packets, and 2, 4,8 
only -ounce ets, 2, 


The Genuine bears the Trade-Mart, 


w 
who — 
tobaceo. 
never give oS cent away for pu 
a hardened 


compels pe ae eee 





mad of what 





ounce, and 1-Ib. Tine, which keep the Tobacco in fine smbiing 
Ask at all Tobaeco Sellers’, Stores, &c., 9 other. 


SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED AGAINST IMITATIONS. 
“ Wottingham Castle,” 
PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CICARETTES, in Packets containing 12, and Bozes of %. 


The following extract from the “ Revizw or Reviews,” Nov., 1800, is of interest to every Smoker: 
THE eg Al THB WORKHOUSE —The picture drawn by our Helper of the poor old man ia the 
at an empty pipe, has touched the hearts of some of our correspoadents One 

the High Alps, and signs himself “ Old Serew,” says: “I Rave been struck With our su 

the October buster of the Krview or Reviews for a scheme to supply emokers in union 
I am afraid, Somalep by the ordinary 
so-called charity ; but this scheme of yours appeals at once te ‘the 
Phy ws aA teveterate smoker. Were I in London, | would at once tart a collecting- box 
oO contributions for it on my smoking acquaintances, but, watertunetay, by Ary rg 
eee pa the Continent for the next nine months. I caa, however, do a little, 


and w like to con a pou 
PLAYER: 8 NAVY Cor’ nahi ie not an advertisement). I enc li ose, therefore, a cheque for the amount. 


guy out 


an@ take no 


oa every Packet and Tis. 


standards, [ am the most seifish of mortals, as I 





consider the KEST BMORIKG TOBACCO, viz., 





PEPPER 


mys s | 


OVERCOMES WEAKNESS. 

OVERCOMES DEPRESSION. 

re. ERCOMES IRRITABILITY. 
OVERCOMES FATIGUE. 


WHEN THE NERVES ARE UNSTRUNG. 
| wars THE SPIRITS ARE LOW. 

| wars THE LIMBS TREMBLE 

WHEN OTHER REMEDIES PAIL. 


QUININE 


and IRON 








Waters 


Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 
AND BROWN LABELA. 





WEAR THE VENTILATED 
CELLULAR CLOTH 
AND CLOTHING. 


HEALTHY AND DURABLE. 
UNDERWEAR, DRESS GHIKTS, 
NIGHT CLOTHING 
Itiustrated Price List, with names of 100 Country 
Agents, sent post free on owe A complete 
assortment of Stock at 
ROULERT SCOTT, 4 & Ib, Powtrar, Curareive, BO 
OLIVER BROG., 617, Oxroan Br , Lervos, W 
EDWARD PARRISH by contract transferred the 
manufacture of his Syrup to Bavine & Boxes The 
Public are cautioned that a number of inferior 
imitations (differing in composition) are sold as 
Parrish's bee it re ae Wen preparation 
aundins for ie a Bacias Boma, 


SQUIRE'S 
CHEMICAL 
=. FOOD 





2/-, 3/6, and 6-., 
FOR DELICATE CHILDREN. 


Or Agents, on sr Pancrt Poor Fare 
piacct faou 


SQUIRE & SONS, 


Her Majesty's Chemiata, 
413, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 


WRIGHT Ss: 
“COAL 

TABLETS Gul TAR: ~ 

coon SOAP 











RESTORES VITALITY AND ENERGY. 
RESTORES LOST APPETITE. 
RESTORES FLASTICITY OF STEP. 
RESTORES HEALTH AND COMFORT. 








ONIC 


FOR DIGESTIVE STRENGTH 

FOR YOUNG AND OLD. 

FOR DELICATE CONSTITUTIONS, 
FOR EVERYONE BELOW PAR. 


Insist on having PEPPER’S QUININE. 





pe eMerS rome ne a6) ok «1 iy ae hr ele 
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PEARS ANNUAL 


CHRISTMAS 1891. 


IN EXQUISITELY DESIGNED COVER IN COLOURs 


FOLIO. PRICE 1° COMPLETE. 


INCLUDED WITH THIS ANNUAL ARE 
THREE LARGE 


COLOURED PRESENTATION PLATE 


In the ITighest Quality of Lithographic Art. Printed entirely in England. 






























SATURDAY. 


has ever been produced, the greatest credit being due for the selection of the Coloured Presentation Pictures, and for the exce 


T issuing the above, the Publishers feel confident in asserting that, for the price, no Annual of such high literary and artistic mm 
of their reproduction, as well as for the quality of the paper and special illustrations and letterpress. 


Zhe Coloured Plates are Three in Number of the following subjecis and dimensions :— 

6 99 A Decorative Panel. 

No. 1. “ORIENTAL COLOURS.” | svecisty Peintes 

° ° nf W. 8. Colman. 

33-in. by 17-in. (Printed in Seventeen Colours.) 

66 A OD JOKE 99 Some Monks Reading. From the Origiz 

No. 9. e Painting by Torrini. 

24j-in. by 20j-in. (Printed in Fifteen Colours.) 


No. 3. ‘THE GARDEN OF EDEN.” *yr.2 


Morgan. 
30-in. by 20-in. (Printed in Sixteen Colours.) 





The Letterpress consists of CuarLEs Dickens’ world-famed story, 


“THE CRICKET ON THE HEARTH,” 


A veritable Edition de Luxe of unprecedented artistic merit and finish, and an Original Tale, by H. Henman, entitled 


“A NIGHT AT Spa.” 


There are Illustrations on each page, those of ‘Tue Cricket on THE Hearru,” from original drawings specially made by L. Los 


the ‘“‘Nigur at Spa,” being also specially illustrated by Lvcren Davis; the whole contained in the artistic cover as above mentioned. 
All who wish to possess this unique Annual are urged to order early, as the edition is limited and cannot be reprinted this seas 
_eeeer 








PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


To be obtained of all Booksellers and Newsagen 














Published for Messrs. A. §& F. Pears by 
Messrs. SIMPKIN, MARSHALL, HAMILTON, KENT & CO., LIMITED, LONDO! 














Printed by William Stuart mith, of No. 3%, Loraine Road, Kollew gery FAT a ey mg gt hp of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew, & Ca, Limite’ 
Cuclussd Senect, te the Precinct of Whitobriane- ke the Chap of Londen, ana by at No. Fleet Streck, im the Paria of St. bride, City of Londen —Sasunnay, Movember 21, inl. 












@ CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNGH 


Will be published on Thursday, December 3rd, Price Sixpence. 
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A TOWET POWDER 


FoR THE 


COMPLEXION. 

ALSO FOR 
THE WURSERY, 
ROUCHNESS OF 
THE SKIN, 


Price Is. 

In Taner Tiwte 

Blanche Naturelle 
Rachel 









To be had of Chemists, 

Perfumers, &e 
Wholesale, R. HOVENDEN 
& BONS, Berners Street, W., 
and City Road, F.C... 















For PLEASURE and PROFIT. 


FRUIT 


Wothing so 
74 ACRES IN STOCK. 


Bee CAT ae of ben 


ofitable and Zasy to Grow. 


fiimple Instructions and 


inds of Trees t suit all Soils 


ROSES 


HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS 


BUSHES, 8s. per doz., 60s. 100. 
Packing and Carriage Free for Cash with order 


BOSES in Pots, from 15s. per doz. 
ORNAMENTAL TREES 91 ACRES. 

4 ACRES OF CLASS. 
CLEMATIS (80,000), from 158. per doz. 
NB Single Piants are sold at slightly increased 
prices 
SEEDS and | Vegetable, Flower, 
BULBS ) and Farm. 

DESCRIPTIVE LISTS FREE 


RICHARD SMITH & CO., Worcester, 


LEA & PERRINS’ |: 
SAUCE. 


The Original and Genuine ‘‘ Worcestersuire Sauce."’ 
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Original 





FOR ASTHMA &C 
DATURA TATULA 


POR SMUKING AND INHALATION 


SAVORY & MOORE, London. 
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IMITATIONS OF “VINOLIA” SOAP ARE 
EVERY ONE OF THEM ALKALINE, STATEMENTS 
TO THE CONTRARY NOTWITHSTANDING. 











~~“ HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE'S PLATE. 


(Reep.) 


“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 





“UNEQUALLED FOR HARD WEAR.” 


LADIES, WRITE AT ONCE TO 


neBaY PEASE & CO.’ SUCCRS., 
DARLINGTON, 








MILLS, 
A PATTERNS OF THEIR NEW WINTER 


DRESS FABRICS. 


sent oT Post Pure on cor AT MILL To 2 ADDRESS. 


All the sry Lae and La Fo 


BICES. 
2 Mit F Designs and 
renowned 





entirely New Weavings of their World- 
Merinos Cross-Warp 
and Rough Tweeds. New 
for the in charming v y 
DRESSMAKING.—Special Depertenent under the 
of a Court great experience. | 


information 
necessary to secure fit, will be forwarded 
without charge 
Any article not approved exchanged within seven 
faye All Goods are warranted to be equal to 
jomagte Carriage Paid on all Orders to any Mreieae, | 
Station in Great Britain, and to Dublin, Helfast, 
Limeriek, Cork, and Waterford. London Sale Room 
144, REGENT &T | (over Jeffs & Harris, the Furriers), 
wae a full of Patterns, as well as goods in 
the piece, and f ed Costumes, ~ 2 seen 
Ex enced A are i 








measurements aa) for kin; 
and prompt execution of all orders Yy quarantecs 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
ss eee 


OLDEST AND  aepal 


“T: rex " (the lesye i r) 

hesitation in recommending — 
Sold by Grocers, —— |e &e 

Manufactory— SHEFFIE1.D 
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| AS A , Sea FOOD: Always ready, and most 
IN PANt ¥" Goon DS Artistically got up in the 
greatest vari 
(rRacc mann.) 
SEVEN NEW SIZES. 
“YOU PRESS THE 10h se teal 


| Wigmore Street and Welbeck 


HOME INDUSTRIES. 


BRITISH SILKS. LIGHT DYE. 


Pair Wear Guaranteed. 
Parreaxns Part sr Poser 


DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, 
Wigner Street and Weibeck & treet, Late a, W. 





TRIPLE ‘SPLICED } INSTEP HOSE. 


Patent No. 20,7 
For Ladies and Children, in Cashmeret, Spun Silk, 


Silk, & 
Tilustrations and Price List Post Free. 


DEBENHAM and FREEBODY, 
Street, Londen, W. 








Beware of Parties offering imitations of 


MACNIVEN & CAMERON’S PENS 


*They are the best pens invented, and it is only 
bare justice to the patentees to record the fact.” — 
Suaswsscar News 





WAVER ev ¥ PEN 


is. per Box. at all & 


64. an tationers. 
congie! Son ofan the kinds, 1s. 14. by Post 


Waverley Works, EDINBURGH, 


HOT MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATH. 


Daily yield 301,000 4 2 0 tompenatne of 


uit 
Baths founded at Bath by the Romans in the First 
Century. The waters are well known as being most 
valuable in cases of Kheumatism, Gout, and Skin 
Affections. The Corporation of lath have recently 





enlarged and perfected the Baths at great expense 

In the words of one of the gr st Hygienic 

Physicians, Tee Barus ant tue » OMPLETR IN 

| Boxers. Hand Daily in the Pump fe mm. Letters 

to the Manager will receive att ention and every 
information 


COLDEN BRONZE HAIR. 


The lovely muance “Chitain Fonete” can be 
= arted to Hair of any colour by using ARINE. 
2, Oxford St., London 
For tinting grey or faded 


old only by W. WINTER, 472 
Price se-6d 10s. 6d., Ze 


Hair ARINE is invalu 








UNQUESTIONABLY THE 


MOST DELICIOUS 
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WE DO THE RES 
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BRIGHTON 
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These excellent ig are fitted with every m 
convenience fot and Cold Water, © 
Light and eile’ ¥ Visitors’ and Servants’ Lifts 
operation night and day, and occupy 
Pp osition in London, — extensi 
the River (with the Surrey Hi 
and the Embankment Gardens. 
conveniently and centrally situate with respect 
the princi Clubs, Theatres, &c. The room 
all finished te suit the wishes of incoming T 
and the Rents include all Hates, Taxes, Wa 
Supply, lighting and heating of the Corriden 
Staircases, and the services of all the Porter 
Suites may be viewed at any time on applicatia 
the Superintendent, J. C. Summernricco, at ¢ 
Office on the premises; or to Hanrros & 
Estate Agents, 1, Cockspur St. Gate Ww 
House), § 
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ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FRIEE | 
The EASTMAN PHOTO MATERIALS C0., Lid., | 
115, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W. 
Pars: 4, Place Vendéme. 
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27, Chancery Lase, A 


ALL FAT PEOPL 


Should take TRILENE TABL 7 pag? 
The only safe cure for Srovrwrss. 
TR I ENE CO., 70, Finsbury i isos 


HOOPING COUGH 
CROUP. 


ROCHE’S HERBAL 
The celebrated Beton eure wines inte 
medicine. Sele W . Epw.an 
om, 157, @ 
& nd by most Chemists. } ingh Ms 
Paris— FE. Acaap, 328, Rue 
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Netrishes and Preserves the Hai, 
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BRILLIANTINE 
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| LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 


No, VII.—TO VANITY. 
Dear VANtIrTy, : 

ImaGiIne my feelings when I read the following letter. It 

| lay quite innocently on my breakfast-table in a heap of others. It 
was stamped in the ordinary way, post-marked in the ordinary way, 
and addressed correctly, though how the charming writer discoverea 
my address I cannot undertake to say ; in fact, there was nothing 
in its outward appearance to distinguish it from the rest of my 

| everyday correspondence. I opened it carelessly, and this is what I 
read ou 


Ripicvtovus Berye,—In the course of a fairly short life I have 
read oe | absurd things, but never in all my existence have I 
read anything so absurd as your last letter. I don’t say that your 
amiable story about Hermione Maysioom is not absolutely true ; 
in fact, | knew Hermione very slightly myself when everybody was 
_raving about her, and I never coudd understand what all y 
| (for, of course, you are a man; no woman could be so foolish) saw 
| in her to make you lose your preposterous heads. 
| To me she always seemed silly and affected, and 
not in the least pretty, with | snub nose, and 
| her fuzzy hair. So Tod rather glad, not from 
| any personal motive, but for the sake of truth and 
| justice, that you have shown her up. No; what I 
| do complain of is, your evident intention to make 
the world believe that only women are vain. You 
| pretend to lecture us about our shortcomings, and 
you don’t seem to know that there is no vainer 





















-< ’ 
ay SE 


creature in existence than a man. No peacock 
that ever strutted with an expanded tail is one- 
half so ridiculous or silly as a man. I make no 
distinctions—all men are the same; at least, 
that’s my experience, and that of every woman I 
ever met. 

How do you sngpess a woman like HERMIone 
succeeds as she does? Why she finds out (it 
doesn’t take long, I assure you) the weak points 
of the men she meets, their a ae, 

of 


B 
: AS 


Woes 


\ 
» 


affectations and — and then ully pro- 
ceeds to flatter them and make each 

them think his icular self the lord 

of creation, until she has all the weak 

and foolish creatures wound round her 

little finger, and slavishly ready to fetch Zs 
and carry for her. And all the time ; 
you goabout and boast of yourconquest = 
to one another, and imagine that you 
have subjugated her. But she sits at 
home and laughs at you, and J 





vu 


pack of fools, and I’ve no patience with you. As for you per- 
sonally, if you must write any more, tell your fellow men some- 
thing about their own follies. It won’t be news to us, but it may 


tub, and cease your painful barking altogether. I’ve got my eye on 
you, so be careful. —_‘[ remain (thank goodness) A Womay. 


Now that was not altogether an agreeable breakfast dish. And 


indignant correspondent honoured me with her address, I should 
ave answi her at once. ‘‘ Madam,” I should have said, “‘ your 

anger outstrips your reason. I always intended to say something 

about men, I had already begun a second letter to my friend Vantry 

on the subject. I can therefor 

and to admit that there is a certain amount of truth in your strictures 


excessive annoyance is quite out of keeping with your 
writing, and besides, it takes away a! appetite to think I have 
even involuntarily given you pain. Be kind enough to look out for 
my next letter, but don’t, for goodness’ sake, tell me what you think 
about it, unless it should happen to please you. In that case I shall, 
of course, be proud and glad to hear from you again.” 
I now proceed, therefore, to out my intention, and, as usual, 
I address myself to the fountain’head. My dear Vanrry, I never 
shall d why you take so much trouble to get hold of men. 
They are not a pleasing sight when you have got them, and after a 
time it must cease to amuse aren pen to see yourself .“— over 
and over again, and in innumerable ridiculous ways. For instance, 
there is Dr. Peacam, the celebrated author of Indo-Hebraic Fairy 
Tales: a new eal of their Rise and Development, with an 
Excursus on an Early C= Version of *‘ Three Blind Mice.” 
Dr. Peacam is learned ; he the of a beaver; he is a 
goodness knows how many foreign philoso 





open theireyes. If you can’t do that, you had better retire into your | 


the worst of it was that it was so supremely unjustifiable. Had my | 


re afford to forgive your hard words, | 


| Germ 


distinctions has never been equalled; his advice has been sought by 
ian Professors. Yet he carries all this weight of celebrity oa 
learning as lightly as if it were a wideawake, and seems to think 
nothing of it. But he has his weak point, and, like Achilles, he has 
it in his feet. 
This veteran investigator, this hoary and venerable Doctor, would 


| cheerfully give years off his life if only the various philosophers who 


from time to time sit at his feet would recognise that those feet are 
small, and compliment him on the fact. They are small, there is no 
doubt of it, but not small enough to be encased without agony in the 
tiny, natty, pointed boots that he habitually wears. Let anybody 


| who wants to get anything out of Dr. Peacam lead the conversation 
|eraftily on to the subject of feet and their r size. Let him 


} 


DV ‘ 


—_ & a] 
8 3" while he enlarged in his own pet jargon on the surpassing 
you all from the flinty bottom of her heart. Bah! you’re a! merits of his latest unpublished essay, or pointed out the 





| 


| 
| 





| Correspondent of phical, sighted, you can scan them by t 
| Philologieal, and mythological societies; his record of University | favourite compound. 


then make the discovery (aloud) that the Doctor's feet are extraor- 
dinarily small and beautiful, and I warrant that there is nothing 
the Doctor can bestow which shall not be freely offered to this cunning 
flatterer. That is why Dr. Peacam, a modest man in most respects 
always insists on sitting in the t row on any platform, an 


you men | ostentatiously dusts his boots with a red silk pocket-handkerchief. 


Then, again, who is there that has not 
Wauackiey, V.C., the hero who captured the 
ferocious Ameer of Mudwallah single-handed, 
and carried him on his back to the — 

, above 
Pilferabad 


Major-General 
th 


camp—the man to whose dauntless cou 

all others, the marvellous vi 

was due? § to him on military matters, 
and you will find the old warrior as shy as a 
school-girl ; but only mention the word poetry, 
and you'll have him reciting his ballads and odes 
to you by the dozen, and declaiming for hours 
together about the obtuseness of the publishing 
fraternity. 

I don’t speak now of literary men who value 
themselves above Lams, Dickens, and THacke- 
RAY, rolled into one; nor of artists who sneer at 
Trrtan ; nor of actors who hold Garrick to be 
absurdly overrated. Space would fail me, and 
pepyese you. But let me just for a 
>» rief moment call to your mind Rotanp 

AS Pretrymay. Upon my soul, I think 
/ =\. Roianp the most empty-headed fribble, 
se the most affected coxcomb, and the 
a most conceited noodle in the whole 
world. He was decently good-looki 
once, and he had a y knack o 
sketching in water-colours. 

But oh, the huge, distorted, over- 
weening conceit of the man! have seen him lying full 
length on a couch, waving a scented handkerchief amongst a 
crowd of submissive women, who were grovelling round him, 











beauties of the trifling pictures which were the products of his in- 
effective brush. He will never accomplish “f= , and yet to the 
end of his life, I fancy, he will have his circle ieetiavand flatterers 
who will pretend to accept him as the ay ea of a glorious 
literary ool artistic gospel. For unfortunately he is as rich as he is 
impudent and ineompetent. And when he drives out in a Hansom 
he never ceases to simper at his reflected image in the little corner 
looking-glasses, by means of which modern peg pander to 
the weakness of men. Such is your handiwork, my excellent 
Vanity. Are you proud of it? 


Yours, &c., Diogenes Ropryson. 








ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
“Ove Wao Dorsy’t Know Evenytuine.”’—You ask, What are 


on us. t ’ i i i . Such the duties of ‘‘the Ranger”? Household duties only. He has to 
oe ee eee a inspect the kitchen-ranges in the kitehens of Buckingham Palace, 


Windsor Castle, Balmoral, and Osborne. Hence the style and title. 
He also edits Cook’s Guides. 

‘** AnorneR Lp1or ” wishes to know if there is such an appointment 
in the gift of the Crown as the office of ‘‘ Court Sweep.” hy, cer- 
tainly; and, on State occasions, he wears the Court Soot, and his 
broom is always waiting for him at the entrance! At Balmoral and 
Osborne there is a beautiful sweep leading the visitor right up to 
the front door. , by 

“Owe More Unrontroyate” writes us,—‘' Sir, in what poem of 
Mrxton’s does the following couplet occur ?— 

* T’ll light the gas soon, 
To play the bas-soon. 
How are the lines to be seanned?”’ Ans.—On internal evidence, we 
uestion whether the lines are Mirron’s. In the absence of our 
Poet, who is out for a holiday, we can only reply, that if sbort- 
he aid of a powerful glass—of your 
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“THE SWEET LITTLE CHERUB THAT SITS UP ALOFT.” 


(Modern Version, as it must be. 
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| / / 
, The Associated Chambers of Commerce ask that the Coastguard stations, shore-lighthouses, rock lighthouses, and light-ships of the United Kingdom, 
| should, as far as possible, be connected by telegraph or telephone with the general telegraph system of the country, ‘as a means for the protection of lif 
and property, as well as for national defence.’ France and America, Holland and Denmark, provide their seamen with this great safeguard in th 
| hour of their utmost need. Is England content to let her sailors die by hundreds for want of a little money, or for want of 2 little care ?””— Times.] 
Prospero. Why, that’s my spirit! | England, whose seamen are her shield, who vaunts in speech and 
Rut was not th 5 nigh shore? song. 
Avid. Close by, may sanster. The love she bears her mariners! Wake, Campse.e, swift and 
Prospero. But are they, Ariel, safe? — stron 
Arvel. Not a hair owe Act I 9 | Of swell a sweep as the salt waves you sang as none could sing! 
: , ; = et L., Seene2. | Rouse Dreprw, of the homelier flight, but steady waft of wing ! 
Coyreyt? There’s many an English heart will hear with fierce | Poetic shades, this question, sure, should pierce the ear of death, 
That England lags so far behimd in these electric days— {amaze | And make ye vocal once again with quick, indignant breath. 
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Content? Whilst round our rocky coasts the souls who a 


sink, , 

Death clutching from the clamorous brine, hope beaconing from the 

With lifted hands toward the lights that beam but to betray, 

| Because dull Britons fail to think, or hesitate to pay ? [went, 
No! With that question a fierce thrill ugh countless listeners 


| And, hoarse with indignation, rings the answer, ‘‘ Not Content!” 


| When the Armada neared our coast in days now dubbed as “‘ dark,” 
| Pre-scientifie Englishmen, whom no Electric Spark 
| Had witehed with its white radiance, yet on height to height 
| Of Albion’s long wild sea-coast line the raddy warnin Light. 

“9 Cope, Somes Cape, in endless range, those twinkling points of 


| 


| Reveillé shot from sea to sea, from wave-washed shire to shire ; 
| Inland, from hill to hill, it wherever English hand, 
| Helpful at need in English cause, could grip an Engtish brand. 


| To-day? Well, round our ju cliffs, across our hollowing bays 

| Thicker the light-ship beacons the lighthouse lanterns blaze. 

| From ee <P to sweep, from steep to steep, our shores are starred with 

ight, 

| Burning across the briny floods through the black mirk of night, 

Forth-geeuene like the eyes of Hope, or like the fires of Home, 

| Upon the eager eyes of men far-straining o’er the foam. 

| Good! But how greatly less than good to fear, to think, to know 

| That inland land ’s less alert against a whelming foe 

| Than when bonfire and beacon flared mere flame of wood and pitch, | 
From Surrey hills to Skiddaw ! 

ience-dowered, serenely rich, 


Scien 
| Safe in its snugly sheltered homes, our England lies at ease, 
| Whilst round her cliffs gale-scourged to wrath the tiger-throated seas | 
| Thunder in ruthless raveni , with rending crash and shock, | 
| Through the dull it and Blinding drift on leasuse of reef and rock. | 
More us than the Spaniards they, more fierce, persistent foes, 
| pallid, foami | 





These deep-gorged, ‘ocaming waves. Yes, bright the beacon 


lows, 

Went the lighthouse wafts its blaze of welcome o’er the brine ; 
The shore ’s hard by, but where the hands to whirl the rescuing line ? 
To launch the boat /—to hurl the buoy? The lighthouse men look out 
Upon their wreck-borne there, their hearts are soft as stout, 
But signals will not pierce this dark, shouts rise o’er this fierce roar, 
Rescue may wait at hand, but—there’s no cable to the shore ! 


Content with this? Nay, callous he whom this stirs not to rage, 
Punch pictures, wi ic pen, a brighter cheerier page, 


Which must be turned, and y: 
: Good Mr. Prosrgro Butt, 
Your Ariel is the Electric Sprite, Dispry, of pity full 
For tem: tost Poor Jack, descried a Cherub up aloft 
Watch- ing o’er his venturous life. That symbol, quoted oft, 
Must find new form to fit the time. The Arie/ of the Spark 
Must watch around our storm-lashed coast in tempest and in dark, 
Guardian of homeward-bound Poor Jack, to spread the news of fear, 
And tell him, battling with the storm, that rescuing hands, though 
Are not made helpless in his hour of agonising need, (near, 
| By ignorance that heeds not, and neglect that fails to heed. 


* Macavtay’s Armada. 














| ALL BERRY WELL. 


|, Str,—As there is se much talk just now about the best way 
| in which to make Coffee, I will mention the plan I adopt, in the 
hope that some of your may imitate it in their own homes. 
It is very simple. You take some of the excellent ‘‘ Coffee Mixture,” 
sold by the ‘ Arabo- ian Pure Parisian Berry Company, 
= at sixpence } pound. pny Ty not give mane —" 
one tea- to every four , as ee is very g an 
thick. Raa condensed milk, and fill with water, after which, let 
the pot stand on the hob an hour before use. You would be sur- 
prised at the quality of the fluid which results. It gives general 
satisfaction in my own circle. My nana. who lives with me, 
declares that it is the only genuine ee he has drunk since he 
returned from the East. He , however, has his breakfast out. 
ya General Servant says that ‘ prefers it to beer” (though she 

kes both), and has asked me for some to send to an Aunt of hers 
with whom she has quarrelled. I think this very nice forgiving 
of her, and have allowed her a quarter of a pound for that purpose. 
My son-in-law, who unfortunately is rather addicted to drink “re 
it is “* the finest tap he ever tasted,” and adds that if he could 
sure of always having such Coffee, he would join the Blue Ribbon 
Army at once. Hitherto he has not joined. 

Yours humbly, Marrna Huswire. 
Smm,—At my ‘‘ Home for Elderly Orphans of Defective Brain 


Power,” I give an excellent Coffee, made of five parts chicory, and 
one of Mocha, 








supplied at a cheap rate by a House in the City, which 





NATURAL HISTORY. 


“On, Loox, Mummiz! Now 11's vert orr RAINIno, HE'S 
COME OUT OF HIS KennEL!” 








owes me money, and is paying it off in this way, with skim-milk 
added, in oadion. oul sh sugar. None of the orphans has ever 
complained of my Coffee. I should like to catch them doing so. It 


is nonsense to say the art of coffee-making is unknown in England, 


Yours, indignantly, CLEOPATRA JONES. 


Str,—Here is the recipe for Coffee which we-use at this Buffet :— 

** Place one pound’of the‘ Nonpareil Turkish Pasha’s Special Brand 
Extract of finest Mocha’ in the urn in the morning. Pour on boilin 
water to half-way up. Let it stew all day. Draw off as wanted, an 
dilute with ‘ Anglo-African Condensed Cows’ Milk.’” 

Strange to say, we do not find t demand either for Coffee or 
Tea a on similar principles); but it is as well that the Public 
should know that we iow th in constant ness, and of first- 
class quality. The traveller who has drunk a cup of this Coffee in 
conjunction with one of our celebrated Home-made Pork Pies, does 
not require anything else till the end of the very longest journey, and, 
probably, not even then. 

Keerrr or THE RerresHMent Room, Sranvem Jvuncrioy. 








Tue Grorctan Era at THE ALHAMBRA.—Mrs. ApportT is an 
electric wonder. Not strong muscularly, but with sufficient electric 
power to support four or five of the inferior sex heaped anyhow on a 
chair. Such a woman is a crown to a husband—nay, any amount of 
crowns at £200 per week-—and capable of supporting a family, how- 
ever large, all by her own exertions, or indeed, with scarcely any 
exertion at all. At present, though married, she is a femme seule ; 
but how long will « she remain the only electric wonder in 


London? Many years ago there was a one - legg’ dancer 
named Downaro. Within sixteen weeks there were as many one- 
legged dancers. We don’t speak by the card, of course, but one- 


legged dancers became a drag in the market. Already we hear of 
‘*A Dynamic Phenomenon” at the Pavilion. Little Mrs. Anporr is 
little person, yet her “‘ vis inertia”’ is, at present, 


an active, s 
without a B= + 
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Podbury. Well, old chap, your resigning like that has made all 
the difference to me, I can tell you! 

Culchard. lf 1 have succeeded in advancing your cause with Miss 
Prewpercast, I am all the better pleased, of course. 

Podb. You have, and no mistake. She’s ly taken me in 
hand, don’t you know—she says I’ve no intelligent es of 
Italian Art; and gad, I believe she’s right there! But I’m pulling 

ou a lot, seeing the old altar-pieces I do! 
And she gives me right fips, ’t you see; she’s no end of a 
clever girl, so well-read andallthat! But I say—about Miss Trotrer ? 
Don’t want to be inquisitive, you know, but you don’t seem to be 
much about with her. 
Culch. 1—er—the feelings I entertain towards Miss Trotrer have 
suffered no change—dquite the reverse, 
only—and I wish to impress this upon 
you, Poppury—it is undesirable, for— 
er—many reasons, to make my attentions 
—er—too conspicuous. I—I trust you 
have not alluded to the matter to—well, 
to Miss Prenpenreast, for example ? 
Podb. Not 1, old fellow—got other 
things to talk about. But I don’t quite 
see why — 
Culch. You are not required to see. 
I don’t wish it, that is all. I—er—think 
that should be sufficient. 

Podb. Oh, all right, I’ keep dark. 
But she’s bound to know socner or later, 
now she and Miss Trorrer have struck 
up such a friendship. And Hyrpartia 
will be awfully pleased about it—why 
shouldn't she, you know? ... I’m going 
to see if there’s anyone on the tennis- 
court, and get a game if I can. Ta-ta! 

Culeh. (alone). Poppury knows very 
little about women. If Hyp — Miss 
PrenpEReGast—once found out why I 
renounced my suitorship, I should have 
very little peace, I know that—I’ve 
taken particular care not to betray my 
attachment to Mavp. I’m afraid . 
beginning to notice it, but I must be 
careful. I don’t like this sudden inti- 
macy between them—it makes things 
so very awkw They ’ve been sitting 
under that tree over there for the last 
half-hour, and goodness only knows 
what confidences they may have ex- 
changed! I really must go up and put 
a stop to it, presently, 

Under the Tree. 

Hypatia, I only tell you all this, 
sweetest one, because I do think you 
have rather too low an opinion of men as 
a class, and I wanted to show you that I 


up—bound to teac 





SF i) 


J5 ¥ 


of a real and disinterested devotion. 

Maud. Well, I allowed that was about your idea. 

Hyp. And don’t you ise that it was very fine of him to give 
up everything for his friend’s sake ? 

Maud. | guess it depends how much ‘‘ everything” amounted to. 

Hyp. (annoyed). 1 thought, darling, I had made it perfectly plain 
what a sacrifice it meant to him. J know how much he—I needn't 


tell you there are certain symptoms one cannot be in. 
Maud. No, 1 guess you needn’t tell me that, love. And it was 
perfeotly lovely of him to give you up, e was r vow for 
you and all, sooner than stand in his friend’s light—only I don’t just 
see how that was going to help his friend any. 
Hyp. Don’t you, dearest?’ Not when friend was under vow 


for me, too ? 

Maud. Well, Hrpatta Prenpercast! And how many admirers 

do you have around under vow, as a ar thing ? 
yp. There were only those two. Ruskrn permits as many as 
seven at one time. 

Maud. That’s a vurry liberal allowance, too. I don’t see how 
there 'd be sufficient suitors to go round. But maybe each gentle- 
man can be under vow for seven distinct girls, to make things sort 
of square now ? 








have met at least one man who was capable « Round to teach you a let, seeing all the old altar-pieces L do! 
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Hyp. Certainly not. The whole beauty of the idea lies in the 
THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. unselfish and exclusive devotion of every knight to the same 
No. XVI sovereign lady. In this case I - to know that the—a—indi- 

. ge r t ¥ vidual had never met his ideal until—— J 
Scune—Terrace and Grounds of the Grand Hotel Villa d’Este,on  faud. Until he met you? At Nuremberg, wasn’t it? My! 

Lake Como. Popwony and Cuicnarp are walking up and down And what was his name? Do tell! 

together Hyp. You must not press me, sweetest, for I cannot tell that— 


even to you. 

Maud. I don’t believe but what I could quer. But say, you 
didn’t care any for him, or you’d never have let him go like that’ 
I wouldn't. t should have su there was something behind! 

Hyp. My feelings towards him were purely potential. I did him 
the simple justice to believe that his self-abnegation was sincere. But, 
with your practical, cynical little mind, darling, you are hardly 
capable of—excuse me for saying so—of appreciating the real value 
and meaning of such magnanimity ! 

Maud. Ob, I guess I am, though. Why, here’s Mr. Cotcnaxp 
coming along. ell, Mr. Cutcnarp ? , , : 

Culch. 1—ah—appear to have interrupted a highly interesting 


conversation ? , : 

Maud. Well, we were having a little | 
discussion, and I guess you're in time | 
to give the casting vote—HyYpati, you 
want to keep just where you are, do you 
hear? I mean you should listen to 
Mr. CvicHarp’s opinion. 

Culch. ( flattered), Which I shall be 
delighted to give, if you will put me in 
possession of the—er—facts. 

Maud. Well, these are the—er—facts. 
There were two tlemen under vow— 
maybe you ’ll understand the ng of 
that arrangement better than I do ?— 


under vow for the same y lady. 
Hypatra PRENDERGAST, sit 1, or I 
declare I’Jl pinch you‘!] One of them 


comes up and tells her that he ’s arrived 
at the conclusion the other 2 is 
the better man, and, being a friend of 
his, he ought to retire in his favour, and 
he does it, too, right away. Now I say 
that isn’t natural—he ’d some other mo- 
tive. Miss Prenpereast here will have 
it he was one of those noble unselfish 
natures that deserve they should be 
stuffed for a museum. t’s your 


Ooh re iring freely). Wh: 

‘uleh. spiring freely). y—er 
—really, = B delicate a matter, I— 
I. —- [He maunders. 

Hyp. Mavp, why will you be so head- 
strong! (In a rapid whisper.) Can’t 
you see... can’t you guess? .., 

Maud. 1 guess I want to make sure 
Mr. CurcrarD isn’t that kind of mag- 
nanimous man himself. I shouldn’t want 
him to renounce me! - 

Hyp. Mavp! You might at least 
wait until Mr. CotcHarp has—— 

Maud. Oh, but he did—weeks ago, 
at Bingen. And at Lugano, too, the 
other day, he spoke out tolerable plain. | 
I guess he didn’t wish any secret made | 
» about it—did you, Mr. CutenarD? | 

Culch. I—~—ah—this conversation is 
rather . . . Lf you ’ll excuse me—— - {Escapes with as much dignity | 
as he can command, . aaow 

Maud. Well, my dear,—that’'s the sort of self-denying hairpin Ae 
is! What do you think of him now ? 4 ae 

Hyp. 1 do not think so highly of him, I confess. — His renunciation | 
was evidently less prompted by consideration for his friend than by 4 
recollection—tardy enough, I am afraid—of the duty which bound 
him to you, dearest. But if you had seen and heard him, as I did, 
you would not have doubted the reality of the sacrifice, whatever the 
true reason may have been. For myself, I am conscious of neither 
anger nor sorrow-—my heart, as I told you, was never really affected. 
But what must it be to you, darling ! , 

Maud. Well, I believe I’m more amused than anything. ‘ 

Hyp. Amused! But surely you don’t mean to have anything 
more to do with him ? : 

Maud. My dear girl, I intend to have considerable more to do 
with him before I’m through. He’s under vow for me now, any- 
=a and J don’t mean he should i. it, either. He’s my member, 
and he’s got to jump around pretty lively, at the end of a tolerable 
short chain, too. And I guess, if it comes to renouncing, all 
magnanimity ’s going to be on my side this time! 





-—_ 















es 


1891. 


in the 
e@ same 
1—indi- 
? My! 


1 that— 





ay, you 
| that ’ 
ehind ' 

did him 
re. But, 
» hardly 
al value 


TLCHARD 
eresting 


ra little | 
in time | 
TTA, you 
3 do you 
listen to 


shall be 


at me in 


r—facts. 
eT VOW— 
king of 
I - 
D y. 
el, or I 
of them 
s arrived 
lmirer is 
friend of 
your, and 
yw I say 
ther mo- 
will have 
unselfish 
ould be 


"ss your 


Why—er 
tter, I— 


) Can’t 


ake sure 
of mag- 
in’t want 


at least 


anything 


wre to do 
ow, any- 
monkey, 
tolerable 
g, all the 














NovemBer 28, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 





257 














& 


| are good; but for pathos, keen 
| “‘ give me,” says the Baron, 
| Madonna of the Tubs.” 


| so there ’s an en 


| been so innocent and indifferent if she had .. . 


In an Avenue. 

Culch. (to himself, as he walks hurriedly on). I only saved myself 
in time. I don’t think Mavp noticed anything—she couldn’t nave 
And Hyrpartra won’t 
enlighten her any further now —after what she knows. It’s rather 
a relief that she does know... She took it very well, poor girl— 
very well. I expect she is really beginning to put up with Popsury 
—I’m sure I Aope so, sincerely ! 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


“ T DEARLY love reading a Lg mn ww ( quoth the Baron, ‘‘when, as | 
n 


the song say's, The lights are low the flickering shadows, Softly 
come and go.’ And I did hope that Cecilia de Noe was going to be 
just the very sort of book for a winter's fireside. Disappointed. 
Nhe bid ye There is a ghost 

ne! a in it, and there’s 
Cecilia de Noél 


pod Cheney 
a isn’t it?) 
who instructs the 
pat * his neg- 


: oe ' 
. for the ghost is as 








yt > after 
x" f |6Ccom 

Poor 
Very poor ghust ! 
Bring me 
another ghost!” 
cries the Baron. 
No other ghost is 
| forthcoming tothe 
\ invocation, but a 


' ai of 
Re 


is in 
his hands entitled 
Fourteen to One. 


; ; ~ it as abetting 
book—judging by its title—when nis a caught the name of Exiza- 
BETH STvuART PHeEtps as authoress. So he read“many of the short 
stories therein. She has in many places the touchtof Dickens. All 
ation, and dramatic surprise, 
em Healy, ‘**the short story of The 
Admirable ! Those who take and act upon 
- Baron’s tip, will do well to ask for Fourteen to One, and see 
they get it. 

What are the Baron’s sentiments as to Christmas things? He refused 
to have pay tng to say to games and 8. well, we all 
know whose books some puritanical party said they were. But these 
comic and artistic Christmas Cards of RapHart Tuck do not come 
into that eategory ; and same is to be said of Messrs. HILDESHEIMER’s, 
on’t. Henceforth, says the Baron, ‘‘ No Cards.” 

‘*Come to me, O ye children!” as some one sings—ARrTHUR CECIL 
for choice—and it might be adapted for the occasion by the Pub- 
lishers of Chatterbox, in which box there’s a prize. Messrs. Rout- 
LEDGE go in for the old, old tales. They’ve kindly given Mother 
Hubbard a new dress; and as for their Panorama of the ‘‘ Beasteses,”’ 
it is like a picture-walk in the Zoo, Some Historic Women, well 
selected by Davenrort ADAMS, who should have styled it Christmas 
Eves by Adams. With Mrs. Moteswortn’s Bewitched Lamp the 
Baron’s Assistant is much pleased. Pictures ought to have been in 
oil, and there should have been a Wickéd Fairy in it,—but there isn’t. 

My ‘‘ Co.”reports that Mrs. Griwwoon’s long-expected book, My 
Three Years in Manipur (BEntixy), is worthy of the theme, and 
adds a fresh laurel to the t worn by the lady on whose breast 
the QuEEN pinned the Red The —. story is told with a 
rey en that looks like the development of the highest art. But 
the heroine of Manipur is istakably artless. She is content to 
jot down, as if she were writing a letter home, her impressions of 
what she sees, and her account of what passes before her eyes. She 
has the gift of re ucing with a few strokes of the pen, portraiture 
of anything that struck her. The only thing missed is detailed 
report of her own brave bearing through the fearful night when the 
yy was attacked, and during the dreadful days that followed 
on the flight — hat splendid one ms <r - poapeneys 
narrative would guess what id part she played in that tragedy. 
Fortunately that has been told elsewhere, and the omission is an 
added charm to a book that has many others—including a portrait 
of the author. Tue Barow De Boox-Worms and Co. 





— 


CIVIL SERVICE EXHIBITION, 


Deak Mr. Puncu,—tThe Mili Exhibition was such a success, 
and the Naval Exhibition was such a successor, that we Govern- 
ment Clerks invoke your powerful aid to help us to establish next 
year a Civil Service Exhibition. The Public have really no idea 
what wondrous curiosities there are in the Civil Service, and would, 
I feel sure, be amused and instructed at a well- nised and represen- 
tative Exhibition. At 10°15 a.m, they would see real live Clerks 
sign real Attendance- Books, and insert (real or unreal) times of arrival. 
In the course of the morning there might be an Exhibition of Civil 
Servants over sixty-five years of age,who didn’t want to retire, with 
|a similar number of Civil Servants, of fifty-five years of age, who 
\ didn’t want them to stay, In the rnoon, in the Arena, would 
daily be attempted the difficult feat of proceeding from the Second 
Division to the Higher Division. The obstacles would be repre- 
sented by real Treasury Clerks and Civil Service Commissioners, 
holding Orders in Council and Treasury Minutes; and the Clerk 
successful in performing the feat might be created a Duke. 

In one of the kiosks a lecture on *' Sick Leave and how to spend 
it,” by the Earl and the Doctor, might be delivered hourly. In 
another kioak, official C.B.’s would be on show ; Jubilee C.B.'s being 
classed ther on one side, and special ce being given to 
those CBee who hadn’t applied for thie , and to those who had 







obtained it for real services otherwise After dark the 
“Treasury Ring” might join hands round the flashing 
= their own unassisted intellect, 
different refreshment rooms ( the Office of Works) 
be classified according to the of Subsistence Allow- 
ance in force in the Service. Here the the £1-a-day man— 


there the tea for the 10s.-a-day 
not absent from home at night, a 
Visitors might be searched on atrival 
House Officers. This would be sure to 
Mr. Punch, do help us. Yours, &e., 








ENGLISH OPERA AS SHE ISN’T SUNG. 


Ir seems impossible to support a Royal English Opera House with 
its special commodity of English Opera, that is, ye composed b 
an lishman to an Englishman’s Ubretto, and played by Englis 
operatic singers. Ivan- ys. 
hoe, & genuine English ‘ 
Opera, by a genuine 

lish Composer (with 
an Irish name), produced / 
with great éclat, has f 
after § run and luts of 
favour, been Doyl-écarté, 







\W 


ME wv = ee 

“ Very sorry, my dear Sir Ivanhoe, but you’re rather too heavy for this 
Carte. We shall get along better with a lighter weight.” 
in order to make room for the Basoche, an essentially French 7h gp 
by French Composer and Librettists, done, of course, into Engl , 80 
as to be ‘*‘ understanded of the people.” The Basoche has ‘’ caught 
on,” and our friends in front, meluding wm git Librettist, and 
Middlemen—Dxvnriotanus, who bought it, Dorty Canty, who 
bought it of Sir Druzi—are all equally pleased and satisfied. Con- 
sidered as a matter of business, what ifies the nationality as long 
as the spec pays ?—tout est id. ony retain the differentiating 
title of “English” for the establishment? Why not call it ‘ The 
Cosmopolitan Opera House”? Of course this applies, nowadays, 
to Covent Garden Theatre, which is no longer the Italian Opera 
House, but simply the Covent Garden Opera during the Operatic 
Season, when French, English, Italian, and German Operas are 
played by a Babel of singers. By the way, while on the subject of 
nomenclature, why not ‘‘ The Royal Babel Opera House”’ ? 
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A LUCID INTERVAL. 
(Things one would rather have expressed differently. 


How 18 THE PATIENT THIS Moryixc?” 


Doet 
‘““WELL—HE HAS BEEN WANDERING A GOOD DEAL 


Nurse 
MoRNING 
rHAT WAS ABO 


tN His Mrinp. 


UT THE LAST REALLY RATIONAL REMARK HE MADE.” 


I HEARD HIM SAY, ‘WHAT AN OLD WoMAN THAT Docror 1s !’—aNp I THINK 


coral— 
You set the world right—in idea—in your 


You mastered the Moral while sucking your 
| 


cradle. 
Omnipotent Bumble, our pride let us humble, 
And take our opinions—like soup—from 
your ladle! 


You are sucha fellow! The sages turn yellow, 

| The wits all go pallid, and so do the heroes ; 

Big Brontes grow jealous when you blow the 
bellows, 

A fig for your Cmsars, IsKANDERS, and 
Neros! 

You lick them all hollow, great Vulcan-Apollo, 

Sole lord of our consciences, lives, arts, and 


armies ! Sir, 

But (like Mrs. A., Sir) ’twould floor you tosay, 

Where, what, in the mischief the source of 
your charm is! 


Say, how do you do it? That Georgian’s cue, it, 
Compared with your sceptre, is just a mere 
withy. a 
| You quietly front in with that calm ‘ Volun- 
(Rapeseed for our guidance in "| 
| t y 
You hint you can rule us, and guide us, and | 
school us, ; 
** All off your own bat,” without Clergy or | 
, Minister, . op 
Fiving swift gruel to stage-prank, or duel, | 
Oranything else you think stupid or sinister. 
|O Autocrat fateful, we ought to be grateful 


For such an infallible, all-potent party, | 
| At this time of day too, to = us the way | 


a 
ee SO 


— earty. | 
Wherever you'd lead us, with confidence | 
And as for those duffers, your confidence | 
suliers | 
To tug at the sceptre, with vain thoughts 
of swaying it, 
What can it matter? ‘“*The Magnet” can | 
shatter 
Their strength ; at its pleasure controlling | 
or staying it. 


In vain ‘‘ Blood and Iron,” with foes that 
environ 3 

Your sceptre, smart Press-man, or Socialist 

tether, 

mag you hold them in | 


roclaim, you, whom foes call | 
| 


NaS 
ah 
=~ 


\ 
= 


spouter, 
May struggle 
Or so you 
**the Shouter.” 
The pose is imposing, if ere the _scene’s 
closing, beaten ; 
The ‘Little Germania Magnate” gets 
Well, put at the worst, Sir, you are not the 
tirst, Sir, , 
Who playing the Thraso has humble-pie 
eaten ! 








| “Drwer Foroer.”—Lord Raxpoirn is 

| coming home by a Union Company’s Steamer. 

| The distinguished Unionist is to have a special 
cook te attend to him. Does this mean that 
he returns as a Special Coox’s Tourist ? 


EARLY THIS | 





An Election Echo. 


GLADSTONIAN LAMBERT, 
Of course, as he should, 








THE LITTLE CERMANIA MAGNATE; 


ro Sway tue Scerrre. By slig 
(“ Suprema lex regis voluntas.” Words reported to | She is struck 
have been written by the German Emperor in the 
Visitors’ Book of the City Council at Munich.] 
No more let men chatter of such a small 
matter 
As Ladies Magnetic, with mystical forces, 
Whose billiard-cue business strikes with sheer 
dizziness 
Muscular Miloes who ’re game to lift horses. 


t Mrs. Asnort, 


Orn, TryIne 


O Oracle Mighty (though vocall 
Great Creature, omniscient (i 





truthful 


As Mrrcmett the bulky was made to look | 


the Georgian 
silly by Behemoth Brity 

That young Teuton Titan, the toughest in | 
history. 


ful), 
Panjandrum-plus-Cxsan, Herculean Teaser | 4 Dog-Cart. 
0 neies vicious, or tame, or un- 


 ° —s a . 
msidered was good. 
Mystery, But Unionist Butter 
Has said, on reflection, 
That to him it seemed rather 
A Good-Bye election! 





flighty), 


a bit youth-| New Worx.—A Merry England m« Cat's 


Cradle, by the Author of Across England in 








A very Revotrrxe Prace.—Brazil. 
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OR, TRYING TO SWAY THE SCEPTRE. 
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VERY FRESH. THERMOMETER 28°. 





| 
| JONES, SHOOTING IN NEW Boors, Is KNOCKED ovr Six Mites From Home, AnD 
ACCORDINGLY IS TOLD OFF TO ‘‘MARK” FOR THE Party. Winp N.N.E., 








Yours, 
I 


terous. If you had bought on the day 


a fool ** INDIGNANT” must be. 


[Consider it done 
things, for which T have no possible use. ‘The rest 
await your signature at my new office. 


arrangement, a perpetual supply of the best 
therefore, place me on toast to the ween — ne 
ours, 
|Have done what you wish. You have already cleared 
hall add i 





OUR FINANCIAL COLUMN. 


I nave been forced by the enormous increase of my business to take larger 
oflices, and to engage two hundred additional clerks to carry on my immense 
correspondence. I merely mention this as it may be satisfactory to my count- 
less well-wishers. But of course the eld address—** Crassus: London ” will still 
find me. I publish below a selection from the letters received during the week. 
_(1.) Sra,—You informed me in a private communication, that the Patent 
Spills Manufacturing Co. stock was a splendid investment. Acting on this, I 
bought. From that moment, Spills have fallen steadily. Kindly explain. 


INDIGNANT. 


[To this I can ot ae, that the complaint is ludicrous, and prepos- 
; vised, and sold out ten minutes 
afterwards, you would have realised a handsome profit of one farthing a share. 
Moreover, how can anything fall steadily? I never did, which shows what 


Creesvs. } 


_ (2.) a send £22,000 19s. 83d., which I wish tied up as tightly as ible 
in the Unlimited Packthread Stock Company, which you say is as safe as a 
house. Let me know which particular house you mean. The money belongs 
(or belonged) to my Maiden Aunt. Yours sincerely, Batre Rasu. 

my dear Sir; consider it done. I return the three far- 


is invested. Transfers 
Cresvs.] 


(3.) Srm,—I have saved £4 5s. 2d. during the last twenty years, and now 
send it to you in the Automatic Toast and Muffin Distributor Co., which I see 
guarantees a return of 500 per cent., with an anticipated increase of 200 per 
cent. from the sale of concessions in suburban districts. ‘‘ The Muffins,” you 
say, “‘ will always be kept at toasting —_ —, a novel and ingenious 

utter wi 


ead itself over every 


Muffin as it is distributed to the Public.” I like thie very much, Pray, 


One IN THE Stor. 
profit of over £500. We 


buns and crumpets to our business to-morrow, and tea-cakes on the fol- 


lowing day, so as to place it in everybody’s power to 
| take the cake, if he wants to. = pH manson! 

I have little more to add this week, but I think it 
| only right to hint that I am engaged in perfecting the 
details of a scheme which will revolutionise finance. I 
am not allowed, at present, to enter into full particu- 
lars, but I may say that I have been in close conference 
| with the very highest person in the world of finance, 
|and that heis to submit my plan to the next Cabinet 
i ¢ ‘ouncil. Briefly, when my scheme is floated, Consols 
will immediately go to par, and will be converted into 
a security bearing ten per cent. interest—and this 
| without a single penny being added to the tax-payers’ 
burdens. I have been authorised by the officials of the 
Treasury to receive any investments that my readers 
may offer. Now, therefore, is your time. Next week 
| I may have to take a short holiday, owing to the strain 
| on my nerves, caused by my numerous anxieties. But the 
good work will go on as before. ‘‘ Crassus Lonpon.” 








GLORY AT THE LOWEST PRICE, 


[Tuexe is nothing whatever to hinder a civilian from orga- 
nising and managing an efficient army, and there are at any given 
moment a score of men in the City of Pe who could carry out 
the work with perfect ease.—Daily Paper, November 19, 1891.) 
Scens— The Army Universal Provision Company Limited 

(Managing Director, Mr. Buackury). Enter Recruit in 
Department No.1. He looks round him surprised at the 
business-like activity that greets him on every side, 


| _ Foreman (politely). Anything I can do for you, Sir, to- 
|day? We have an assortment of Queen’s Shillings fresh 
|from the Mint. Curiosities, Sir, quite out of date, but 
| interesting. Can I tempt you? 

Recruit (with some hesitation). Well, I thought of 
joining the Army, and—— 

Foreman (interrupting). Certainly, Sir. Doctor in that 
room. Magistrate in that. Be A eg | passed and sworn 
to allegiance while you wait. (Ushers Recruit into various 
Departments—whence he emerges duly enrolled.) And now, 
Sir, which branch of the Service would you like to see ? 

Recruit. Well, I did think of the Tenth Hussars. 

Foreman ( promptly). Quite right, Sir. First-class Re- 
giment, commanded by His Royal Highness Field Marshal 
the Prince of WaLes. (70 Assistant.) Show this gentleman 
the way to the outfitting-room—Tenth Hussars. 

(Recruit in less than no time is fitted out. On his 
return to the Central Hall he is once more greeted 
by a ay al official, 

Foreman. Now, fir, you would like tolearn your drill ? 

Recruit. Well, yes—— 

foreman. Quite so. We teach it in six easy lessons, 
at twelve shillings a lesson. You can pay for it either out 
of your reserved pay, or now. If the latter, we allow five 
per cent. discount. 

Recruit (without hesitation). I think I will pay it later. 

Foreman (putting up his receipt-book). Certainly, Sir. 
No difference to us. Aad now, Sir, perhaps you will take 
your lessons. 

[Recruit goes through a course which soon puts him 
to-rights. At the end he shakes Foreman warmly 
by the hand, - 

Recruit. You are sure that I really know my drill ? 

Foreman. Quite. Why, Sir, you are letter perfect. 
And now, is there anything more we can do for you? — 

Recruit. Well, I did join the Army with the intention 
of going to the wars. : 

vreman (apologetically), Very sorry, Sir, but we 
haven’t the article on hand just at present. Sure to have 
some by-and-by. Is there anything else we can do for 
you, Sir? 

agen. Well, failing a war, I should like a passage 
to India. 

‘oreman (in a deprecatory tone). Well, Sir, frankly, 
we cannot recommend it. Butif you have made up your 
mind, we must ask you to ver to the Waste De- 
partment. They settle such-like matters there. See 
over yonder, Sir, where that venerable General on 
crutches is. He has just got a Coloneley, but he can’t 
hold it very long, as he is over eighty! And now I 
must say adieu, as I have other pupils claiming my 
assistance. Good , 

[Starts off, and prepares food for powder in other 








quarters. Curtain. 
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THE REVOLT OF THE RATEPAYERS AGAINST KING KOUNTY KOUNCIL THE FIRST. 


(TampLe, Wemyss, anp SAVORY LEAD THE ATTACK.) 

















Second Pass. (earnestly). And why not? Is it true, or is it not, 

THE BOARD ON BOTH SIDES. that money is squandered upon rotten buildings, upon excessive 

me : ‘ ‘ . salaries to teachers, and upon the provision of refinements in 
ScenE—A owge~ & Carriage. Present two Passengers discussing education ? 

the Topics of the Day. First Pass. (smiling). Still quoting! ButifI admit that there is 

First Passenger. And then there’s the School Board! [am onmy something in what you say, is it not always the case? Have we 
way to record my vote. ever unmixed good, or unmixed evil? And I contend that the 

Second Pass. And so am I. I hops, Sir, we are of bothof thesame advantages derivable from a School-Board education entirely 
way of se ? compensate for a little loss. 

First Pass. I hope so, too. My idea is to give the children of the’ Second Pass. (rather out of temper), Well, you take it calmly 
poor every possible advantage. t them learn all they can. Yes, enough. 

Sir, let them learn all they can. First Pass. (amiably). Why not? It is my theory that every 

Second Pass. excitedly}. But, my dear Sir, what can be the good child should have the best possible education. The infant should 
of that? It will be of no use to them in their have enough mental food to last him for life. It 
future, and will only make them dissatisfied with is our duty that he should get it. 
their position. Second Pass. (with irritation). Well, at least 

First Pass. (calmly). Ah, my dear Sir, you you take an unselfish view of the case. 
evidently take a narrow view of the subject. Why First Pass. (smiling sweetly). I don't see that ! 
should not the poor enjoy equality with the rich ? As a matter of fact, I am sufficiently successful 
It is only the accident of birth that divides the , not to care for competition. I believe that I am 
peasant from the Peer. first-rate in my own walk; and, however the 

Second Pass. (obstinately). I do not care about School Board may educate, they will not reach 
the cause, I only look to the result—the rich are | j my standard. it9 
divided from the . It is ridiculous that an Second Pass. (drily). 1 was not thinking of 
orange-girl should play the piano, and a plough-,\ that, although it is a consideration. But how 
man paint a picture. 2 about the rates, my dear Sir—the rates ? 

First Pass. (smiling). I do not see why. Surely ~ ; . First Pass. (with a good-humoured anes. 
the poor should have their little amusements? “Why, it’s as plainas the Noseon Qh, bother the rates! I don’t see where they 
And do we not have it on decent classical your face ! come in. . 
authority, ‘‘that Art polishes the manners, and renders them! Second Pass. (with ghastly poctariiy?. But I do—by the front door. 
less ferocious ! ” | First Pass. (condescendingly). Tut, tut! But what have the rates 

Second Pass. (contemptuously). Ah! You take asentimental view | to do with the matter ? a 
of it! Believe me, the people would be all the better were they to| Second Pass. (astonished). Why, at a shilling in the pound and 
receive a practical—a technical education—say were they to be taught , more to follow, you must admit they make a hole in a modest income ? 
how to sweep chimneys, or to black boots ! | First Pass. (enthusiastically). And what if they do, Sir—what if 
_ First Pass. (complacently). They will engage in both those useful | they do? Have we no duty te our fellow man? Ought we not 
industries with the punter seapto if they know that when they are at | to sacrifice something on behalf—for his sake? And, my 
leisure they can unde Macavtay or enjoy BEETHOVEN. dear Sir, I speak the more dispassionately, because my rates 

Second Pass. (with conviction). Buc you must admit that there is | are paid—by my Landlord! (Curtain, 
a good deal of waste. Consider Mr. ORSTER calculated that the ne ee 
rate would be threepence in the pound, and now it’s a shilling, and 
will go higher still! Remember that Londoners pay far more dearly! Awyswers To Cornesronpents.—‘‘ Historical GAkDENER.”’ — 
than citizens of many provincial towns, for an article not one whit | Yes, certainly—it was “The Gallows-tree,” from which *‘The 








better. Hanging Gardens of Babylon” took their name, Any sehool-boy 
First Pass, (with a genial smile), Ah, I see you are quoting from knows this.——*‘ Lyquinine Buoy.”—No; the Nore Light is not a 
the Press. | candelabraham. 
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- sli I declare she’s as bad as her wretch of a cousin, 
HOW IT’S DONE! Who’s bolted with Major Frrz-Dasn, of the Blues. 


RAREST MapoE | Now, for instance, she told me (in confidence, mind you 
You have asked me| ,. 2 »at Captain BLanx CarTRinek, when playing at Nap, 
to tell you some | 44s an odious habit of getting behind you, 
ecandalf{ And calling according to what’s on your lap. 
You seem to for-| (By the way, we have only just heard that the Major, 
get how I hate Who gave Lady B. such a beautiful horse, 
such a theme— | /s 4 perfect Don Juan, and quite an old stager 
How I loathe and| At playing a prominent part in divorce.) 


detest every girl | More than that, she assures me (although I don’t doubt it) 
who’s a Vandal, That D., though apparently sober and staid, 
Destroying that) Isa flirt, and that people are talking about it 
fine work of Art, Indignantly here. And it’s true, I’m afraid; 
Nature’s Scheme. | For I heard Mrs. Parsons, the wife of the Vicar, 
Why, I never talk| Inform Countess C. (who’s forgiven, you know) 
scandal, you goose, | That each day she appears to get thicker and thicker 
and you know it; With N., though engaged to be married to O. 


. h no fascination | yf, 7p has written to mother, and said in her letter 
I Ww a ell to me. f Marked “ private’) that T., who has taken to drink, 
could tell some, oF | And been sent to a sort of a home, is no better, 
Somat ta ha And quenches his thirst, when he ean, with the ink. 
ne - ee 't| And the Dowager Duchess of M. (the old sinner!) 
a a aon apples) Has dropped all the money she had backing gees ; 
and pears oO &| While the Colonel, who’s said to have spotted the winner, 
tree. | Owns most of the horses that Jost, if you please! 
I repeat, I detest) But dear Maun is the one for the news that’s exciting. 
such a thing be-| You've wasted your paper in sending to me. 
yond measure. |] would just as soon think, love, of flying as writing 
I’m not like dear} (ne word of the scandal of afternoon tea. 
Mavp, who my| Give my love to your mother, and kisses to Dorna— 
; husband declares (She’s doing the season with you, I presume ?) 
Was invented and made to exist on the pleasure And believe me your ever affectionate Frora. 
Of dragging to light other people’s affairs. ; ; 


She would forward you seandalous tales by the dozen— P.S. Mrs. K. has eloped with her groom ! 
There’s no one like Aer if you want any news. Scandal Hall, Torking. 

















| gulis, mii wersis. Herr H the well-kn G 

| guiis, minor universis. err MLITHERCLIFT, the we own Verman 

ONLY FANCY! | authority, having made a careful examination of the page, states 
WE find the following paragraph in a contemporary :— | his opinion that the handwriting is that of Prince BisManck, or is 
A meeting on the Somersetshire floods has been summoned by the Earl an excellent imitation. 

of Conk, Lord-Lieutenant of the County, for to-morrow, at Bridgewater. ee 


We are bound to observe that this arrangement displays a lament- | A WARLIKE TALE FROM THE PACIFIC. 


able lack of consideration for others on the part of the noble con- | ; , . a f 
vener. It-is all very ee - aw Se Earl of Coen oe the | (Fragment from the Possible Diary of a Realistic Novelist.) 
Somersetshire floods for a place of meeting. But whilst Conk is} Weir, now I think I have got matters tty straight. The 
bobbing up and down, buoyantly enjoying himself, what is to | question is, whether the Baron will accept cas a message as chaff, 
become of ordinary persons foregathe in such circumstances? | or resent it. Let me see, how does it read—“ It is suggested, for 
We presume that boats, or at least life-belts, will be provided for the President’s consideration, that rumours uncorrected or unex- 
the movers and seconders of the various resolutions. Or does plained acquire almost the force of admitted truth.’ Quite so—so 
Bridgewater cover everything ? they do. Let me see—‘‘ That any want of confidence between the 
a overned and the Government must be hurtful ””—well, to us both. 
Walking down St. James’ Street the other day, whom should we| Yes! That’sall right. So it will! Lastly, ‘* That the rumours, 
meet but the Earl of Portsmovta, long known inthe House of Com- | in their present form, tend to damage the white races in the native 
mons as Lord Lymryetox. Opportunity was taken to inquire | mind, and to influence for the worse the manners of the Samoans.” 
whether a recent event in South Molton had led to any estrangement | Now, that ought to fetch him! A wink is as good as a nod toa 
between his Lordship and his former constituents. | blind pig! However, he is quite ass enough to do nothing! Every- 
‘No, Towy,” said the belted Earl; “I think I may say, that, be- | body saying that he is going to blow us all up, himself included! 
tween me and my old constituents, the wing of friendship has not Why it’s enough to A the natives rise and ill every white man 
Molton a feather.” in the place. Still, good idea for a story. 
1 Later. The idiot! Instead of — denying the facts, he 
In the foregoing paragraph, the phrase ‘‘ belted} Earl,” is used | says he won’t have anything to do with us, becaus> ‘‘ we care s0 | 
adyisedly. At the period of which Sir Watter Scorr wrote (vide | little for the correctness of the facts we deal with.” We only asked 
any of his novels) it will be found that members of this rank of the | for information. Are we going to be blown into smithereens, or are 
Peerage are all spoken of as belted. For some time the fashion fell out | we not? That’s the point, and he won’t tell us! Wants to know 
of use. The belt was appropriately revived by the late Earl of Bacons- | what business it is of ours? The situation is decidedly dramatic— 
FIELD, and is now quite a common thing with the se The but unpleasant ! 
Earl of Setorye is very particular about the fit and cut of his. Later Still.—Have replied that ‘the matter very much concerns 
us.” Tell him, we wrote, not for protection, but for information. 
Mr. Boyce, in his interesting and picturesque work, Snowdon and | “* Are we going to be blown up, or are we not?’ An answer will 
Rained Upon, insists on the desirability of takin only a light | oblige. ; 
luncheon when engaged upon a pedestrian tour. He adds, “Twalked| A Little Later.—No, he is not to be drawn. Won't swerve an 
up Snowdon on two hard-boiled eggs” The remark seems scarcely | inch. So now we are trying another dodge. Will he resign his 
relevant, but it records a notable achievement. Consideri dual office? He says he will resign one. But he knows that won't 
height of Snowdon, and the occasional steniness of the , to|do. If he remains chief adviser to the King, we shall be nowhere. 
walk up it on two eggs, howsoever hard-boiled, is a feat that puts in | His last idea is to resign the prema ¢ the Municipal Council. 
the shade the Music-hall trick of riding up an inclined plane of rope | Why, we are the Council, and we should have kicked him out if he 
on a bieyele. Mr. Boyce does not say what he came down upon.|hadn’t! Very funny, but it’s hard to laugh when one’s within an 
Probably his back. ace of a massacre or an explosion. - 
ogar" Latest.—Still in doubt. However, have a su for something 
We hear from Munich that underneath the motto, Suprema lez in the dramatic line. What the entertainment will be, de s upon 
regs voluntas, written in the Visitors’ Book by the Emperor of | the future eyes of the plot. At present it may out a 
Germany, there now appears the following line— Rex est major sin- | Tragedy—or an Opéra-bouffe. 
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WHISKY. 


‘THE FAMOUS OLD SCOTCH. 
TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 

rnd IN THE PALACE AND TER SEISLING. 

THE BEST FOR CAMP, MOOR, OR LOCH. 


Highest Awards. 
Fecommended by the Medical Faculty. 
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MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
Turkish Bath. 
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‘Soilet 


Preparation for the Hair. 
Spots from Clothing &c. 
ores the Colour to Carpets. 

Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 
ta, bottle for six to ten baths. 
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SCRUBB & Co., 16 Red Cross Street, 8.E. 
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“DIVIDED DUTILES.”—/rom the Picture by LAtian Yours, in the possession of the Geedines > Brooke's Soap. : 
The World’s most Marvellous Cleanser and Polisher. Makes Tin like Silver, Copper like Gold, 
Paint like New, Windows like Crystal, Brass Ware like Mirrors, Spotless Earthenware, 
Crockery like Marble, Marble White. 


FOR A THOUSAND HOUSEHOLD USES. 


Primtec by W Uliam Stuart Smith, of No. %, Loraine Road, Holloway, im the Parish of 8t. im the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Braib: A & Co., Limite 
Lombard treet, im the Preciugt of Whitetriars, ip the City of London, and Published by tim at te. 45, Fleet Street, in the Parish of St. Bride, ty of London —Sarvapat, November 28, iil. 











e@ CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 








“pecEMBER an, | ew a. thd nan SIXPENCE. — 








> 
< 
io} 
a 
») 
~ 
< 
0 
> 
ec | 
w | 
> 
a 
ia) 
wv 
Ziq 
V7) 
ret 
o 
») 
a 





Se ee 1 er Va 
ee: MALTON: ows 
» 





n h ii ‘hi 
; = slays 


BS bil AU I 
Sali UD ZN Sas 


: Nv") 





LONDON. 


™ LIEBIG ssid 


EXTRACT OF BEEF.  pesceer purity sgsowwrety euaranreeo. 


|S" MP Tuk ae PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET,” 








“SON3d S3SYHL 301Ud 





Acguilereu ai Ube General Post Office as » Newspaper.) 























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—Decemser 5, 1891. 








Ready December tnd. Price be. 64. 


ELECTRICITY UP TO DATE. 


YOR LIGHT, POWER, AWD TRACTION. 
By JOHN B. VERITY, M. Inst. BE 
Tith Chapters on the different means of producing 


Rieetricity, and the various systems employed for 
« distribution Also Chapters on the Flectric 
Supply Companies in London and Provinces, with 
atest 4 calle of th pitals, shares subscribed, 








and systems Electr teal Engineering ass 
er =" of Electriea! terme. 

' ed map showing 

m to the diferent Public 
Lowden: Paeorarce Waawe & Co., 15, Bedford 
Street, W 


MR. HENTY'S NEW STORIES. 


Redskin and Cow-boy: A Tale of the 
Western Piains. By G. A. Hewry. With Illus 
trations by Acragp Peanes. Cloth, 6s 

The Dash for Khartoum: A Tale of 
the Nile Expedition. By G. A. Harry. With 

llastretions by Jom» ScmOwsere and J Nasn, 
and 4 plane Cloth, 6 

Held Fast for England: A Tale of 
the Siege of Oibraltar, By G. A. Herry. With 
Ihastrations by Gonpos Haowws. Cloth, be. 


Lanéen: | BLACKIE 7 BON, Lowrren 





‘overs Eorrios. At all Libraries. 


TH SCAPEGOAT: a Romance. 


By Re ot Cama. In? vols 
Tixm * Matchiess of its kind.” 


HEINE'S WORKS. Translated by ©. O. Letanp 
Hane Breitmann.”) Vols If and [Tl 


PICTURES OF TRAVEL, 


4318. By Hermwacce Heres. 23 vols, or 


CROWN COPYRIGHT SERIES. 
Five Shillings per Volume 
ACCORDING TO 8ST. JOHN. By Andere Rives 
THE PENANCE OF PORTIA JAMES. By “Tasma.” 

INCONSRBQUENT LIVES. Ry J. H. Peance. 
London: Wau. Hemenaee, 21, Bedford &t., W.C. 


THE ENGLISH 
ILLUSTRATED MACAZINE 


CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER, 

Price One Shilling, con tains— 
Christabel Engraved W Spicimeyer after 
the Kronse Bust by 6. 0. Frampton. Front 
The Song of the Woodpecker. Alfred A sstin 
Tigeve ané Tiger-H fir Sumucl W 

taker Illustrations by 








rry Dixon 





+ P,P 


A 8t To be cont d 
Clark nn Illustrations by WH Overend 
Eskimes—Ancient and Modern. Faron A. E 


Nordensk ioid Translated from the French 


by Mary Froude With Lllustrations. 
6 vamtons of the th Century. Mrs. 
sige Huteon. Illustrations. 
7 Meme wies of VFontainebiean. Grant Allen 
strations by W Hiseombe Gardner. 


2 





«Bleep. Baby, Sleep! the Mother " John 
Addington Symonds. Designed by Louis Davis 
A Castaway of the South Gilbert Parker. 
Iliustrations by C. J. Staniland, B.1 
On Gardens and Grounds ~~ oy? Blomfield 
l\lustrations by F. Inigo Thomas and Reginald 
Hiomfiela 
Dumbiedowndeary Come to Life Again. Gee 
Augustas Sala Iiustrations by J. 
Couldery 
2 Old City Houses. Written and Illustrated by 
Philip Norman 
13. Women on HorsePack. ©. Anstruther-Thomson. 
With [lustrations. 
M4 The Little Mermaid. Tldustrations by Mrs. 
Adrian C. Hope (née Laura Trow 
6. On the Western Circuit. Thomas Hardy 
Illustrations by Waiter Paget 
MACMILLAN a7 co., _LONDON. 
No. %. DECEMBER. isl. 
ContTerte 
pt Sealy of Tasajara; by Bret Harte. 
" omc 1 
William Cobbett ; by George Saintsbury. 
The Ex jences of an Africam Trader; by H 
Stutfield 

Tryphena and Tryphosa. 

The Grand Army of the Republic 

In Praise of Mops. 

Our Pirst-Born. 

A Romance of Cairo; by the Very Rev. Dean 
Huleher 
& Leaves from a Note Book. 
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FIRST—AND—FOREMOST. 


BROWN & POLSON’S CORN FLOUR. 


NOTE. — First produced and designated CORN FLOUR by 

BROWN & POLSON in 1856; not till some time afterwards 

was any other Corn Flour anywhere heard of, and none has 
now an equal claim to the public confidence. 
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LOXOTIS OPOPONAX 
\FRANGIPANNI PSIDIUM 


SPOONS & FORKS 
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BRINSMEAD Fhhoeutad 


JOUN BRINEMHAD SON 
Ht. the Princess 


rue J. EXSHAW & 60'S 


Planoforte Makers to H.R mes of Wales | FINEST OLD BRANDY. 
Street, Lists Free. @¥s. per dos. in Cases as imported. 
tablished over half a century. | T. W. Srarieron & Co., 05, Regent Street, W. 





ST R E ET t R & COMPY'S. SPECIALITIES— 


DIAMONDS, white and modern cut, 
RUBIES of the pigeon’s blood colour, —_ 
SAPPHIRES of the true blue colour, 
PEARLS of to toot er 
RARE & CURIOUS GEMS. 
STREETER # cmwar { Secissmitn, 


LONDON—NEW BOND STREET, W. 

















OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDo, 












LONDON, ENG. 
—o-— 
FINEST SITUATION. 
EVERY LUXURY ano 

COMFORT. 
MosT RECHERCHE 
CUISINE. 


VERY MODERATE 











THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Fund, 74 Millions Stg. 


FOR PROTECTION 
INIWLSIANI P 





EDINBURGH, 3 George Bt. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 83 King William Street, B.0. 
3 Pall Mall Hast, 8.w. 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
Branches & Agencies in India & the Colonies. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


SCHOOL 
OUTFITS. 


Messrs. SAMUEL 
BROTHERS ha ready 
for immediate use avery | 









send, upon a 
Parrenxs of Mires 
for the wear of Gentle 
men, Boys, or Ladies, 
together with their 
new Inicernaren Cots 


Seas —_ of the 
departments, 
with n Price Lists, ae. 


BLIS8’S Chi 
ton Riding and 
Tweeds, evioss 


ery large assortment 
a" the roductions of 
this eminent firm * 
“ Brow” Burr. always kept in stock 
SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
Merchant Tailors, Outfitters, &c.,65 & 67, 
Hut, LONDON, EC. ‘Workshops : Pilgrisn ‘a 

Ludgate Hill; and 46, Gray's Inn Road. 


TENERIFE {iiiainos) G CICARS. 
esa I 

A f- Sd. (Postage 

4 ee 1 Fit Teal 
; BC. Bot, 17 
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ané Delica 
In bundles of 10 (tw. 
— ( gery Ags 


BEWLAY & CO. (Lia (Ltd. ey St Caeaetae 


(East India House) 
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| QUITE FABULOUS! | 
(A Story of the Times, dedicated to Professor Munro.) 


Krxe Coxe, although described as a ‘‘ merry old soul,”’ 
was in reality a tyrant. He had a number of subjects 
who used to work underground, and their labour was to 
bring to the surface the black diamonds of the earth. It 
was not ether a pleasant occupation, but still, the 
task had to accomplished. His Majesty was fond of 
ferocious practical jokes, and perchance this may have 
been the origin of the jocular description attached to his 
name. One day, some of his subjects complained that 
their hours of labour were too many. 

‘* How long do you work ? ” asked the King. 

‘*May it please you, Sire, sixteen,” was the reply. 

‘Try what you can do with twelve,” and they were 
about to depart rejoicing, when the Monarch called them 
back and added, *‘ But mind you, I shall expect just as 
many black diamonds to be unearthed as before.” 

So the King’s subjects worked only twelve hours, and 
st e to say, quite as many black diamonds were pro- 
duced as in the olden days. Then the workmen began to 
grumble once more, and the King again interviewed them. 

‘*Do you still work twelve hours?” he asked the 
deputation. 

** Certainly, Your Majesty; but we think half would | 
be quite enough,” returned the spokesman. | 

‘* By all means—why not make it three hours?” and} 
again his +m My were departing, rejoicing, when once | 
more he added, ‘‘ But I shall expect just the same output | 
as before.” 

And he got it, for the men worked harder than ever. | 
And then they came yet again to hi Once more they | 
considered the hours of labour excessive. They thought | 
sixty minutes plenty. 

‘*So do I,” replied the Monarch, “‘not only plenty, | 
| but too many. Butas it is scarcely worth while employ- | 
ing you only half an hour a day, I shall make other | 
arrangements.”’ nc 

_And from that time forth he “aangat up his black | 
diamonds from the centre of the earth by machinery ! | 











| who ‘‘ does nothing by halves.” 7.e., Dean Hoxe. 
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Het 


| “WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST.’’—No. 4. 


Nor ‘‘Hatr a Cuap.”—A well-known Clergyman, | WHEN HE JUST BEGINS TO REALISE WHAT A SUFFERING HE WOULD HAVE SAVED HIM- 
SELF, IF HE HAD ONLY HAD THE COURAGE TO SAY “‘MEDIUM” INSTEAD OF “‘ Harp. 








In the Christmas Numbers of the numerous picture-papers it is 
at first rather difficult to discover which is the 
illustrated, and which the advertisement, likewise illustrated. In 


| OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 





T Paper, which re- 
om a couple 

ancing together, 
lamnot yet quite 
sure that the 
_ handsome He- 
\ braic gentleman, 
dancing with a 
© fairAnglo-Saxon 
girl, is not as- 
suring his fright- 
m ened-looking 
W partner that 
1, ** Epps’s Cocoa is 
y Grateful —Com- 
| forting,”’ asstated 
} in the 
immediately be- 
neath the afore- 
said picture. On 
the next page is 





n~ 


The Baron’s Retainers, Mesdames Blythe and Gay, giving (yrse of 


“ The 
> 

him the results of their readings. venge. z.. ‘o 
Human Aid,” which turns out to be not a Christmas story at all, 
but an advertisement for Fruit Salt. i 
mences a story by Grorce R. Smas; and at the foot of this page 
some one replies, 
here now, Sir.” Whereupon, being interested, the reader turns 
over e 1 to find at the head of page 2, not the continuation of 
the above interesting story in the shape of some remark on the 


entitled, 





enuine article | 


the outside picture of the Christmas Number of The Penny | 
Illustrated) 


paragraph | 


a sad illustration | 


Then opposite this com- | 


‘*Mr. Dootan! There’s no one of that name) 


‘part of the inquirer, nor any account of waet benpene after this 
|reply had been given, but simply ‘* Benson’s Watches” followed by 
Peps Chocolate,” then a picture (not an advertisement) facing 
that, and then on page 4 the remainder of the dialogue. It doesn’t 
much matter perhaps, as the excitement aroused by the story is not 
violent, and the mistake of giving somebody else’s card for your own 
does not oceur here for the first time as the motiveof a plot. CurnBErt 
Bepe’s name is to a ‘‘ Christmas Carol,” and Mr. Joun Latry’s to a 
dramatically told tale called ‘‘ Mark Temple’s Trial,” in which the 
imaginary heroine pays a visit to a very real person of the name of 
Madame Karri Lawyer, whose pupils are nted as all assembled, 
with bouquets and posies, to do honour to the birthday of their 
** well-loved mistress,” who is at the same time, ‘‘ the acknowledged 
mistress of the choreographic art.” In this story, the author is to be 
complimented on his invention of the name, ‘* Lord Morgagemore ”’ 
as an ancient-looking and highly aristocratic Irish title. 

“Up to any game at Christmas, if it’s not too high,”’ says the 
Baron of Hampershire, who detests all game that is lofty, but is glad 
to welcome a Shakspearian Revival by Myers & Co, in the shape of 
a Nine Men’s Morris, a title the Baron recommends to the notice of 
Mr. Wiri1am Mornis,'yclept ‘‘ Brtty,” when he is making another 
bouquet of poesies. By the way, Bra Bros.’ Almanac Cards, one of 
the Baron’s Lady Helps describes as ‘‘ decidedly dainty.” Christmas 
is specially a eard-glezing season, a time of Paz to everybody. 

From the Gordon Stables of Hutcurnson & Co. issues the night- 
mare tale of The Cruise in the Crystal Boat ; when finished, try 
their Family Difficulty, by Sanan Dovupyry. Send to the Deaner 
of Dean anv Son, ask for Baby's Biography and The Little One's 
Own Beehive. The Spindleside department of the Baron’s Booking- 
Office recommends both the above for the Tiny Trots; while the 
Spearside tells the boys to go in for Manvitie Fenw’s Burr Junior 
and Mrs. R. Ler’s Adventures in Australia. Then for all-comers, 
procure Beatrice Harraven’s New Book of Fairies, for, our ‘‘Co.”’ 
thus puts it, ‘‘ This is all concerning those poor little Fairies, about 
whom no one takes any trouble, and who are left out in the cold at 
Christmastime.” Thus for this week conclude the duties of ee 
2) rus’ 


| Brytne and Gay, the Baron’s Lady Assistant Perusers. 
| my gentle Public will benefit by their advice,” quoth, 
| Theirs truly, Tue Baron de Boox-Woxms. 
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rT ’ '” To the pretty, win- | 
| NOW YOU'RE QUITE THE GENTLEMAN! | pan.. Plwee, irls, | 
(A Ballad of Birmingham. ) Who buttonhole | 
y * t find an alliance in which the weaker side has been so loyal, so straight, so — arted, so patriotic as the Brum Jor. 
Liberal Unionists have been during the last five years . . . Birmingham is the centre, the consecration of this alliance.” ? | 
: |e @ Sa is ~ 2. w at Birmingham. Ye Gentlemen of Eng- | 
w I neithe ok for nor desire reunion” (with the Gladstonian Liberals.) —Mr. Chamberlain at Birmingham. ] | land, 
Whom once he did | 
deride, 






How safe ye are, and 
how serene, 
With Josern on your 
side. 
He talks no more of | 
oe Ransom ” 
(Tis P-e-n-s-i-o-n 
rather now), 
Brum Jog will not go | 
Where the Hawarden | 
winds do blow; 
Where Hanrcovrr 
thunders loud and 
long, 
An Gladstonians 
blare and blow. 


The Orchid from his 
button 
Jox’s willing to dis- 




















place, : 
To take the Primrose 


pos 

Neat That 's proffered by 
Her Grace. 

O gentle dame {and 
dainty, 

What man could 
answer **‘ No!” 

As you prest to his 
breast 

The most blessed 
flowers that blow, 
The blossoms loved by 
BEACONSFIELD 
The bravest blooms 
that blow ? 







- 









Q\yyaanss 


















) (Brummagem) Tory 
Beauty, 

’Tis — to consc- | 
crate 

The holiest Alliance 

- Our land hath seen of 
late. 

Shall he reject its sym- 


NJ 






v4 
4 











SPXKQA 


! “lb blise 
Min }" : 
~ answer “Not for 
Jor! ? 
Nay, sweet girl, such a 
churl 
Were ,no ** Gentle- 
- man ”’you know ; 
And Jor is “ quite 
- the Gentleman,’ 
Brum BRvuMMEL in 
full blow! 










Then courage, all brav: 
Unionists, 

And never be afraid 

Whilst Brummagem 
Republican 

Is witched by Prim- 
rose Maid. 

| There is soft fascina- 

tion | 

In radiant rank, we 









































AIR * Ye Gentlemen of England.” * +: . | BOW ; 
; ' Give ear unto his speeches If once he did oppose you, And a posy, though| ¢ 
Ye Gentlemen of England, old, To-day he is at war |  primrosy, 
Who follow Sauis-sv-ry, And they will plainly show With GLapstone and his Items. | Fromsoft ands makes 
How little did you e x upon Once he'd scorn to be borne Faith, Joz has travelled far! soft hearts glow, 
Assistance from J. Where the Tory breezes blow, The Primrose Dames shall teach him} Lilies—though they | 
* Mr. CHAMBERLAIN was once reported Where the Lilies and Prim- _ True patriot “* form” to know. toil net nor spin 
to have congratulated himself upor his roses bloom, He is leal, and will kneel Are beauteous — in 
co-operation with ‘ English Gentle men.” And the Tory zephyrs blow. To the *‘ Lilies” in fair row ; full blow! 
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Chappie (after missing his fourth Stag, explains), ‘‘ AW—FACT 18, THE—AW—WAVING GRASS WAS IN MY WAY.” 
Old Stalker. ‘‘Hoot, Mox, WaD YE HAE ME BRING ovuT A ScyTHE!” 














STF — Here in the shadowy settle I can sit {tial, 

Tord Pytton. SUITOR RESARTUS. And sparkle with you, brightly confiden- 

A Sentimental Dilemma. But when into the lamp-bright zone you flit, 

Born Nov. 8, seek. Diep Bev. 24, 1891. How can I woo you in this ancient suit? | 4 A» - into oe Ee oot 

WERE clever wise, were diose great, You do not notice it, of course; I know it. paid collars glisten ; 

How many a servant of the State ~ soul is burdened with a shapeless boot, Throng round you there, and cuffs and 

Had left a more enduring name. ‘our heart is singing welcome to your poet. | OF pity’s blindness y prot Riggers By 

But all i t for all: ’ti Uf pity’s , a8 of scorn, afraid, — 

ws is not for all; ‘tis far I shun the merry fray, and darkling listen, 


From flaming meteor to fixed star, 
From notoriety to fame. 


peemeae son of brilliant sire, 

It wanted but the touch of fire 
Prometheus only knows to bring 

The flame divine in him to wake 

Who moved our plaudits when he spake, 
But stirred no passion when he ’d sing. 


The Orient pageantry he loved, 
The histrio not the hero moved, 
The dilettante not the sage. 
Hence in our England’s East his hand 
Turned, in a story sternly grand, 
A motley mock-heroic page. 


He by the Seine found fitter place 


For who could urge the timidest of suits, 
——— of such indifferent clothes and 
its ? 


You think me quite as good as other men; 
Nay, more, | think you think me vastly 
better ; 
Your candid glances seem to ask me when 
I’ll seek to bind you in a willing fetter. 
Is this presumption? Not from friend to 
friend, [lovers ; 
Whose souls unite like clasping hands of 
Yet can I breathe no word of love, to end 
The delicate doubt that o’er the unspoken 


overs. 
If | were hopeless that you loved me not, 
My hopeless love, confess’d, myself would 


flatter 
| But should the blissful dream be true, I wot 
t love confess’d the joy of love would 


. 


For courtly wit and modish grace 
Than by the Indus. There right well 
His facile talent served his Chief ; 
And England hears with genuine grief 
That sudden-sounding passing bell. 





shatter. 
My Queen, indeed as king I'd love to lord it; 
cannot tell you that I can’t afford it. 





New Name. 


Wo prizes Literature? All sorts and sizes 
Of literary wares now hang on “‘ prizes.” 


PossisL—e Expianation. —‘‘ For many 
months nothing has been heard of Lieu- 





‘Tis not prose fictionists or poem-spinners tenant IvanitcH,” was the remark of our 
The public rush for; no, ’tis “all the leading journal @ propos of Russian disap- 

winners! ”’ pearances. Is it not probable that Ivayrrcu, 
Letters in lotteries find su most sure— unable to find a post to suit him, has gone on 





Let us be frank, and call Lotteryture! “DR = Ss ‘tour with a *‘ scratch company ”’ ? 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No XVII. 
the Colonnade of the Hitel Grande Bretagne, 
ULCHARD is sitting by one of the pillars, engaged 
On a neighbouring seat a group o 


| Scene — Under 
| Bellagu. ( 


tn constructing a sonnet, 


smart people are talking over their acquaintances, and near 
them is another visitor,a Mr. CrawLey Srrvtt, who is watching 
his opportunity to strike into the conversation. 


Mrs. Hurlingham. Well, she'll be Lady Cueserark some day, 
te 
re 


when anything happens to the old Earl. He was looking gq 
ghastly when we were down at Sxyrmprves last. But 

frightfully badly off now, poor dears! Lady Darexert lets t 
have her house in Park Lane for parties and that—but it’s wonderful 


how they live at all 

Colonel Sandown. He looked tty fit at the Rag the other day. 
Come across the Seniacs cngeteee! Thought Lady Sentac was 
going abroad this year. 

Mr. Crawley Strutt. Hem—I saw it mentioned in the Penny 
Patrician that her Ladyship 
had —— 

Mrs. Hurl. (without taking 
the slightest notice of him). 
She’s just been marryin’ her 
daughter, you know—rather a 
good match, too. Not what I 
all pretty, — smart - lookin’, 
that’s all. But then her 
sister wasn’t pretty till she 
married. 

Col. Sand. Nice family she 
married into! Met her father- 
in-law, old Lord BLeTHERHAM, 
the other morning, st a 
chemist’s in Piccadilly —he’d 
dropped in the re for a pick - 
me-up; and there he was, 
tellin’ the chemist all the 
troubles he’d had with his 
other sons marryin’ the way 
they did, and that. Rum 
man to go and confide in his 
chemist, but he’s like that 
fond of the vine! 

Mr. C. 8S. Er — er — it’s 
becoming a very serious thing, 
Sir, the way our aristocracy is 
deteriorating, is it not ? 

Col. S. Is it? What have 
they been up to now, eh? 
Haven't seen a paper for days. 

Mr. C. 8S. 1 mean these 
mixed marriages, and, well, 
their general goings on. I 
don’t know if you’re ac- 
quainted with a paper called 
the Penny Patrician? I take 
it in regularly, and I assure 
= loyal supporter of our old 

ereditary institutions as I am 
-some of the revelations I 
read about in high life make me blush—yes, downright blush for 
them ! (Mrs. HuRLINGHAM retires. 

Col. 8. Do they, though? If I were you I should let ’em do their 
own blushin’, and save my pennies. 

Mr. C. 8. (deferentially). No doubt you're right, Sir, but I like 
the Patrician myself—it’s very smartly written. Talking of that, 
do you happen to know the ins and outs of that marriage of young 
Lord Gostrneton’s?’ Something very mysterious about the party 
he's going to marry—who are her people now ? 

Col, S. Can't say, 1’m sure—no business of mine, you know. 

Mr. C. 8S. There I venture to think you’re wrong, Sir. It’s the 
business of everybody—the duty, I may say—to see that the best 
blood of the nation is not——(Col. 8. turns into the hotel; Mr. C. 8. 
sits down near CuLcH.)—Remarkably superior set of visitors staying 
here, Sir! My chief objection to travel always is, that it brings you 
in contact with parties you wouldn’t think of associating with at 
home. 1 was making that same remark to a very pleasant little 
fellow I met on the steamer—er—Lord Upprrsore, I think it was— 
and he entirely concurred. Your friend made us acquainted.— 
(PopBURY comes out of the hotel.)\—Ah, here is your friend.— 
e Pops.)—Seen his Lordship about lately, Sir ?—Lord Uprzrsoxs, 


mean, of course ! 
No—he’s over at Cadenabbia, I believe. 


Podb. Uppersore ? 
Mr. C. 8. A highly agreeable spot to stay at. Indeed, I’ve some 


» 


“I don’t know if you ’re acquainted with a paper called the /’n 


|idea myself of Exceedingly pleasant person his Lordship—so 
affable, so completely the gentleman ! 
Podb. Oh, he’s affable enough—for a boot-maker. I always give 
him a title when I see him, for the joke of the thing—he likes it. 
Mr. C. S. He may, Sir. I consider a title is not a thing to be 
treated in that light manner. It—it was an unpardonable liberty to 
force me into the society of that class of 7 Sir! | 
é goes, | 
Podb. Didn't take much forcing, after he once heard me call him 
“Lord Uprersote”! yhere are all the others, eh? Thought we 
were going up to the Villa Serbelloni this afternoon. 
Culch. 1—er—have not been consulted. Are they—er—all going ? 
[ With a shade of anziety. 
You needn’t be afraid, you know. Hyparia 
—she and Miss Trorrer 


Podb. 1 believe so. 
won’t have the chance of ragging you now 
| have had a bit of a breeze. : 
—. I rather gathered as much. I think I could guess | 
the 
Pod). Yes, Hypatta’s rather uneasy about poor old Bos ; thinks 
Miss Trorrer‘is—well, carrying on, you know. She is no end of a 
little flirt-—you know that well 
enough !—(C, disclaims impa- 

Y -) Here you all are, eh ? 

Miss Pan Miss _ we and 
Bos.)—Well, who knows the 
way up to the villa? 

Miss 7. It’s through the 
town, and up some steps by 
the church—you cann’t miss 
it. But Mr. Prenpereast is 
going to show me a short cut 
up behind the hotel —aren’t 
you, Mr. PrenpEerGast ? 

Miss P. (icily). I really 
think, dear, it would be better 
if we all kept together—for so 
many reasons ! 

Culch. (with alacrity). | 
agree with Miss PRENDERGAST. 
A short cut is invariably the 
most indirect route. 

Miss P. (with intention). 
You hear what Mr. CuicHarp 
says, my dear Maup? He 
advocates direct ways, as best 
in the long run, 

Miss T. It’s only going to | 
be a short run, my love. But 
I’m vurry glad to observe that 
you and Mr. CULCHARD are so 
perenom harmonious, as I’m 
eaving him on your hands 
for a spell. Aren*t you ever 
coming, Mr. PRENDERGAST? | 

[She leads him off, a not | 

unwilling captive. 


A Path in the Grounds of the 
Villa Serbelloni. 


Podb. (considerately, tv 
CuLcHaRD, who is following 
Miss PrenpeRrGast and him, in | 
acute misery). Look here, old fellow, Miss PrenpERGast would like | 
to sit down, I know; so don’t you bother about keeping with us if | 
you ’d rather not, you know! 

[CULCHARD murmurs an inarticulate protest. 

Miss P. Surely, Mr. Popsvry, you are aware by this time that 
Mr. Cuicuarp has a perfect mania for self-sacrifice ! 

[CutcHarD drops behind, crushed. 
Among the Ruins at the top of the Hill. } 

Culch. (who has managed to overtake Miss T. and her companion). 
Now do oblige me by looking through that gap in the pines towards 
Lecco. I particularly wish you to observe the effect of light on 
those cliffs—it ’s well worth your while. e. 

Miss T. Why, certainly, it’s a view that does you infinite 
eredit. Oh, you didn’t take any hand in the arrangement? But 
ain't you afraid if you go around patting the scenery on the head 
this way, you’ll have the lake overtiow ? 

Bob. P. Ha-ha-ha! One in the eye for you, CuLcHarpD ! 

Culch. (with dignity). Surely one may express a natural enthu- 
siasm without laying oneself open——? 

Miss T. Gracious, yes! I should hope you wouldn’t want to show 
your enthusiasm that way—like a Japanese nobleman ! 

Culch. (to himself). Now that’s coarse—really coarse !—{ Aloud.) 
—TI seem to be unable to open my mouth now without some ridiculous 
distortion—— 


, ” 
y Patrician ? 
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Miss 'T. My'—but that’s a serious symptom—isn’t it? You 
don’t feel like you were going to have lock-jaw, do you, Mr. 
CULCHARD ? 

(Curenarp falls back to the rear once more. Later—Mr. 
Van Booperer has aw the party; Hypatta has con- 
trived to detach her ULCHARD has sought refuge 
Sw Popsury. 

Miss T. (to Van B.). So that’s what kept you? Well, it sounds 
just too enchanting. ut I cann’t answer for what Miss PRENDER- 
Gast will say toit. It mayn’t suit her notions of propriety. 

Mr. Van B. 1 oust she ’ll be superior to Britannic prejudices of 
that kind. I consider your friend a highly cultivated and charming | 4 
lady, Maup. She uces that impression upon me. 

iss T. 1 presume, from that, she has shown an intelligent 

interest in the great Amurrean novel ? 

Mr. Van B. Why, yes; it enlists her literary sympathies—she | two 
sees all its possibilities 

Miss T. And they’ re pretty numerous, too. But here she comes. 
You'd better tell her your plan right now. 

Miss P. (in an earnest undertone to Bos, as they approach, fo- 
ee Cutcu. and Bos). You must t try and be sensible about it, 

if you are too blind to see that she is onl 

ae J paersde All right! Haven’t I said 1a go? What’s the 

ae a about it 
A (to Miss P.) I’ve been telling my cousin I’ve been 
cna a little seoters for this evening—moonlight, mando- 
lins, Menaggio. a —- has an y attractions, 
Tepe you and your brother wil o me the 
thanks. We have all our packing to do. 
We find “ shall have to leave early to-morrow. 
[Van B.’s face falls; Bos listens gloomily to Miss T.’s rather 
perfil pear gig om meee of fa dl Popsury looks anzious 
does his best tocontrol an 
edn cided # Co 








THE GOOD ome “TIMES.” 


Nosopy, after visiting Terry’s ply to Mr. PrveRo’s 
piece the hackneyed ed phrase ot a ogetically by an unconscion- 
able reader after detaining the ieadlog 4 geticall for three-quarters 
of an hour,—‘‘ Oh, there’s nothing in Zhe Times,” for, in Mr. 
Prxero’s piece there is plenty of amusement, if not of absorbing 
interest. 

The story is that of a parvenu, whose sole object in life, to be 
recognised by ‘‘ Society,’’ is thwarted by the marriage of his g 
for-nothing son with t re daughter of an Trish lodging-house kee _ 

The struggles of Mr. and 1 

[7 / Bompas to conceal this més- 
NYE SS 7/7 alliance, and the assistance 
fone od iven them in their difficulties | 

. 4 S the Hon. Montague Trimbi e, | 
constitute the motive of the | 
play. But the question that | 
must occur to the critical mind | 
is, “‘ Did the author mean this 
piece for high comedy, or far- 
cieal comedy?” If the former, 
then Mr. Terry is wrong in 
his conception of the part; if 

Be cg the latter, everybody else is 
ay r wrong in ‘their conception of | 

Z their parts. 

It seems to me as if, in the | 

course of rehearsal, the pecu 


/ liarities distin the | 
character of Per ton 
. aes, M.P., had adually 
Y ge padi vidiuslition of the fa 
Mr. Epwarp Terry. Mr. | 
PivERO so meant it, if he so wrote it for Mr. Texxy aA for 
Mr. ; is nothing more to be said; Mr. Prvgro’s | 
ideal is realised. But if the author did not intend Mr. TeRry’s | 
Sak dae ont eee he must be content to sacrifice the ideal to the 
shrug his shoulders, and pocket his profits. Yet, as if makin 
- appeal to the publie to Judge between the auctorial abstract and | 
e representational con Mr. Prvero not only publishes his 
aay but sells it in cothe th theatre. Visitors to TERRY’ 8, who buy | 
the book, will judge the play by its s interpretation that has | 
had the advantage of the author’s pe supervision and direction. | 
The representation, theref: more or less in accordance | 
with his roa 9 rg or flatly contradicts it. 
The publication of the book of paeuet te 5 theiiee ain 








y bel 
y received as a present help to the audience, and ut 
qierwends, or is may be eotallinved to 6 peotut om the part 


eight till Cd ad and that the audience from first to last was 


q+ the future of this ill-assorted — in any way eapened by 


it? For alliterative advertisement it may be useful ; 
at Terry’s.” The dialogue omy is easy, sm i tell ing. 
ours, 


of the author who says, “‘ Here’s what I have written. See how they 
act it: whether it be farce or comedy, judge for poqeuanves. You pa 
your mene. a4 you rw your cheice.” ”  Buffice it, then, vo ma 
. ht of this deponent’s visit, the piece played from 
any saneed, but, I — be indeed 
ppointed at the collapse r. LERRY’S 
part in the last Act (the principal portion of 
7“ he Fg ome curled up on a sofa, with 
of his forehead powdered white! 
Why, x mystified by the sudden and 
revelation, 


Ae Casslet, series eats 
a 

| her 1 wn Ome these 
Fro last — ough went 


to the ak ars unfortunatel ~ in rousing 
pee ey Hon. 
from Mr. Harr’s [tars ccemtr character, ha 


i aa the stage for some considerable 


time. R. is the author is of the 
Mr. Frep THoRNE is as 
pn Trish Member ; and as Mrs. oe 


an obtrusively Irish eccentricity of - 

erayan extraction, Miss ALEXES 

is very for the character, as drawn by 

the ane or, , oteasive, and i - 
rs Bompas of Miss 

Fanny Brovenu ag Stan to the 

and, in my humble judgment, Miss Broven’s 

faultless. 


to say, particularly 





im mation is se 
ether, if se Egerton Bompas é 
were played as hig oanedy ’ vhs would = One o1 the Leaders in 


improve Miss Bkoven’s impersonation The Times. 
Mrs. Bompas or not, it is difficult to decide ; 

but I am inclined to think this would be the result. What does the 
author think? Most likely he will continue to ‘‘think”’; it is the 
wiser course. Mr, Henry V. Esmonp makes the lad, Howard 
Bompas, unnecessarily repulsive; but if, in doing so, he is only 
exactly carrying out the author’s idea, t.e., ‘* Master's orders,” then 
he is no longer peopenes ble for the overcharged colouring. ‘The 
ppbeiie fate “ this unhappy pair, an impulsive uneducated kind 
of gist marriod to a contemptible young sot, is not a 
~ Bon srange- to the 2 arr J nor is ie anticipatory sadness felt 


the stereotyped and perfunctory offer made by the youn 
London Journal Nokipmen to the daughter of the utterly Grushed 
—) ust before the Curtain descends. 

Why the piece is called The Times, remains a mystery. Zo-day | 
would have "seem tition ; that is, if by Zhe Times is only meant 
“ The Present Day.” And if it doesn’t mean sr a naan “tf has 


imes 





Parrvate Box. 
| 


FOLLOW THE BARON! 


[** Such characters as he should retire into fiction, they are too exaggerated for 
real life.”—-“* Times” on Mr. R. L, Stevenson's Bad Baron of Samoa.) 


Ox, most excellent true! How I thank thee, great 7imes, 
For teaching that phrase! ’Tis delicious! 
Fiction! The haunt of mad follies, crass crimes, 
Fads futile, and tastes meretricious. 
Oh, joy, to tré to that Limbo of Fools, 
Upon trial and honest conviction, 
The ie Plaguce of our Parties, our Churches, our Schools, 
0 ought to “‘ retire into Fiction.” 


When Wiyprwaame, M.P., goes spouting about, 
His flatulent madness and malice ; 

When Stivnver, after years of dogmatical doubt, 
Finds Faith’s Wonderland worthy of Alice ; 

When yaw yd airs his effeminate Art 





oy og dirt in choice diction 
rf in os and Mart, 
If the fools er lll iction.”’ 
Pragmatical pietists, sential oi 
Who Seton i mpede with crude cackle, 
Pree duffers of prot protnse. a 
world- w tackle ; 
state te tegen © ueer School-Board oranks, 


pag eda? 
Wedigre ou at parting with heartiest thanks, 
c retire into Fiction ! ” 





An you ’ll only— 
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Three Hours’ standing ( just starting on her Wedding Trip).— 
r TO READ IT TILL I was Margrep! 


searakane 


*‘On, EDWIN DE 
Tue Day HAS COME... . AT LAST! 


AR! Here’s ‘7om Jones.’ PAPA TOLD ME 
Buy IT FOR ME, EDWIN DEAR.” 











THE AMAZONS. 


Brummagem Version. ) 


ARMING 
Modern 


[At the meeting (at Birmingham) of the National 
Union of Conservative and Constitutional Associa- 
tions, a resolution in favour of “ considering the 
claims of women to be admitted to the franchise when 
entitled by ownership or occupation,” was carried 
“ by an overwhelming majority, amid loud cheers.” 
Mrs. Fawcerr afterwards said, “ What new forces 
they (the Conservative Party) prepared to bring 
against the anarchy, socialism and revolution which 
were arrayed against them? The granting of 
women’s suffrage would be against the disintegrat- 
ing power of the other side, as women were every- 
where anti-revolutionary forces ... This would 
add about 800,000 to the electorate. They would 
she believed, middle-aged women of property, 
than whom she thought they could not assemble 
more anti-re tionary forces.”’] 


were 


Trojan Leader loquitur cd 
To arm the Amazons against the Greeks, 
Ovipivs hints, 


= ey 
No doubt ; yet Naso did it in his day, 


| 


| Onee did the Roman; nig 


| Of the ei Midland cheers, when Fxeriprme’s 


Pp 
of Levelling (moneyed ) Woman up to Man 
| Wins ‘* Constitutional ” support and votes 
From a “‘ majority” of Tory throats! 
Mrs. Lrxw Lrxton, how this vote must vex, 
That caustic censor of her own sweet sex ! 
Wild Women—twith the Suffrage! Fancy 


that, 

O fluent Lady, at tart nick-names pat! 

Girls of the Period? They were bad enough, 

But what a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 

—_ Fawcetr’s Middle-aged Ones 
[the walk 

WwW *- = eight hundred thousand hens 0’ 

Cackle for Order, Purity, and Peace!!! 


Partlets may save our Capitol, as geese 

fi a million—Jvwnos, 
| Roll back the tide of Revolution. Who 
knows ? 


ance 


proud manhood galls and | At the new ee Quee n’s advance ? 


Does he hide apprehension with a smile ? 
The Amazons are used to Grecian guile ; 


And we, in ours, who, sorely-pressed, woul Jom LES-GLADSTONE sorely they mistrust. 


stay 
The rising tide of Revolution, check 
Disintegration, of the claws who’ d peck 
At our political sleeves and platform hearts 
Must not be frightened. 
** Rummiest of starts,” 
The ribald Cockney cries; to see at length, 
‘The Tory seeking to recruit his strength 
From i he dubbed, in earlier, scornfuller 
mooc 


The crowing hens, the shrieking sisterhood!” ~~ aaa mischief, 


Shade of sardonic SMOLLETT, haunt no more 
St. Stephen’s precincts ; list not to the roar 


|To-day the Trojans 


Which side will give them more than fain it 
must ? (front. | 
show the friendlier 
PENTHESILEA, whom the Greeks would shunt, 


| Proffers her aid to Tory Troy, to keep 


High [lium against the foes who creep 
Nearer and nearer to its sacred walls. 


| ACHILLEs o’er the trenches loudly calls, 


If they. one not repulsed. It must be done, | 


In menace fierce, thrasonic in his boast, 
His Myrmidons, a mad and motle host, 
the Palladium ’s 


Come what, come will. Priam has trimmed 
his sails 
| To popular winds until the pilot fails 
To nas the old and carefully charted course. 
| His wisdom, and brave Aaemenliesen’s 
force, 
May yet prove vain if no auxiliar hand 
Help yon Anarchic legions to withstand. 
The Amazonian host? Aha! Well hit! 
Seruple to take she-helping? Not a bit 
Too late for proud punctilio. No, this Queen 
Is not so lovely, of such royal mien, 
As hers who witched AcHILLEs e’en in death. 
An elderly Amazon of shortish breath, 
With gingham huge and gig-lamps, though 
she hold 
| That ‘* Property” buckler broad and bossed 
with gold 
Is searce a Siren—of the ancient style; 
| More of Minerva’s frown than Venus’ smile ' 
|But then, eight hundred thousand! 
There ’s the rub. 
Reeruited from the Platform -_) the Tub, 
With Middle-aged and Pro Amazons, 
[lium may master e’en the a alan 
Come, anti-revolutionaries, come! 
| Strike Anarchy dead, and Socialism dumb ! 
| Accept new arms, ye maiden cohorts! Tak: 
| The weapon that shall make ACHILLES shake, 
And reinforce, against the wiles of Greece, 
he Peace’ rs of Property, Privilege, and 
eace 








OPTIMISM. 
| * Art ’s for the best,” smirks fatuous Drives 


Te 
Means, ‘1’ *m the best, and therefore all’ 


for me.’ 
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ARMING THE AMAZONS. 


Priam (loquitur), ‘‘ ACCEPT NEW ARMS, YE MAIDEN COHORTS! TAKE 
THE WEAPON THAT SHALL MAKE ACHILLES SHAKE, 
AND REINFORCE, AGAINST THE WILES OF GREECE, 
THE POWERS OF PROPERTY, PRIVILEGE, AND PEACE!” 
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| ONLY FANCY! 
| We understand that Mr. Grapstoye has followed, with much 
interest, the speeches delivered in the country last week, and was 
‘observed to be visibly affected at the touching. spectacle of the 
| final reconciliation of Lord Sarissury and Mr. CHAMBERLAIN 
| at Birmingham. ‘ They toil not, neither do they spin,’”’ he said, 
| faurtively wiping away a tear; ‘‘ nevertheless, they seem made for 
| each other’s company.” 


The Right Hon. Gentleman will take his turn next week, and a 
report is current 
in interested 
uarters, that he 
as gone into 
training under the 
personal direction 
of Sir WItlLiAM 
Harcourt and 
Mr. Jonw Mor- 
LEY, who a 
to support hi 
whilst = rehearses 
his speech. This 
is a fantasy of dis- 
ordered imagina- 
tion. Mr. G. is in 
splendid form, 


spoiling for a 
fight. 


A trustworthy 
Correspondent in- 
forms us that, 
owing to acci- 
dental displace- 
ment of his notes, 
a telling point was 





“A Fantasy of Disordered Imagination.” 


omitted from Lord Saissury’s first speech at Birmingham. It was 
intended to come in at the passage where the Premier boldly flouted 
apprehension of Ministerial disaster at the General Election. He 

| had meant to cite Mr. Jackson’s 5 ae pemeay as conclusive proof 
that the Government would exist at least up to the year 1900. 


| ‘*SHaKspEaRE,” he should have said, **‘ has written, ‘a tanner 
| will last you nine year,’ and of course the duration of the Govern- 
ment will be co-incidental with the prolongation of the term of our 
| Financial Secretary to the Treasury, withdrawn from commercial 
| pursuits at Leeds.’ 

HERR Yon DER Biowrrzown-Tromp has some interesting remi- 
| niseences of the lamented Baron Mac Hivery. ‘‘ When he was 
| appointed Legate at the Court of the Isle of Man,” writes the great 
historian of our times,‘ he dined with me in ing through 
| Nanterre. It was the — day the Marquis De Mov.ty had been 

elected Pompier. The other guests were, His Excellency the Con 

| OF Cri Tartary, Prince ALLEZz-vous-EN, His Excellency the 
Vicuna of Brazit, the Sanpwich AmpBassapor, the Doar of 
VENICE, and the Baron Muncnavsen, who was a kind of amateur 
| partner of mine, in whom I had much confidence—I always left him 
| with my day’s correspondence ready to be committed to paper. In 
| the course of the dinner a stupid gargon, handing the ice round, 
dropped a small piece down the back of the neck of the Doce of 
Venice. With great presence of mind Baron MuncHavsen seized 
the poker (which fortunately happened to be in the fire), and, with 
inimitable dexterity, the red-hot brand between the Doer’s 
shirt-collar and his neck, and, deftly touching the piece of ice, 
melted it. It was an awkward moment. The canned lobster was 
just served, but no one thought of eating it. The Con of Crm 
Tartary turning to Baron Mac Hryery, said,— 

“You, my Lord, who are disinterested in this matter, tell us 
what you think of it.” 

“T think,” replied the Baron, with admirable sangfroid, “his 
Highness the Doce would have felt better if the ice had been 
warmer, and the poker cooler.” 

Everybody laughed. The Doe and Baron Muncuavsen ‘shook 
hands, and the dinner ended gaily. 


RyMonD, writing /ui-méme with too infrequent pen, makes pathetic 
reference to the death of ‘‘ one of the largest and best known pur- 
veyors of Rhine wine, with whom I have had business relations and 

rsonal intercourse for nearly thirty years.” There is, we 

ardly say, no basis for the insinuation thrown out by Henxp that 
the b relations referred to were of the commission order 
sometimes established between purveyors of Rhine and other wines 
and gentlemen who have a wide circle of friends. 








THEORY AND PRACTICE. 


Scenr—JInterior of a First-class Railway Carriage. Theoretical 
Passenger and Practical Passenger Sieusing the ** Unreadi- 
ness of England.” 

Theoretical Passenger (ot the conclusion of a long account of the 
national shortcomings). Yes, my dear Sir, France has only to 
declare war to-morrow, and we are completely ruined! We cease 
to exist as a nation! ‘ 

Practical Passenger (with a smile). But hasn’t this been said about 
us—by ourselves—for any number of years? 

Theo. Pas. Doubtless, but that does not make it the less true. 

Prac. Pas. Possibly ; still, it is encouraging to find that we do 
exist in spite of the ‘* temptation to belong to other nations.” 

Theo. Pas. (annoyed). Ah! you treat the matter with levity; but I 
assure you it is a most serious thing! How would you like to be 
bombarded ? 

Prac. Pas. Not at all. The moreespecially as it would be a great 
expense to the enemy. 

heo. Pas. (with dignified resentment). I see you consider the 
subject a proper topic for raillery! It isa wang fine day ! 

oo Pas. (in a conciliatory tone). No, no, I can assure you I am 
deeply interested. But how about our Fleet—surely that should 
protect us ? 

Theo. Pas. You must be very much behind the age to say so. Our 
Fleet is practically valueless. It is perfectly easy to invade us at a 
dozen places. If the French went to Ireland (as they did in the last 
century), the conquest of England would be assured. They would 
(with the assistance of a friendly peasantry), get their supplies 
and make good their footing. 

Prac. Pas. But how about our Army? 

Theo. Pas. Afarce! Anexpensive farce. We have no Regulars, 
the Militia exists only on paper, and the Volunteers are valueless. 

Prac. Pas, Then why not have a Conscription—that would bring 
up our Army with a run? 

Theo. Pas. A Conscription! My dear Sir, the nation wouldn't 
think of such a thing! No, not for a single moment! 

Prac. Pas. (after = pause). Well, what is to be done ? 

Theo. Pas. (promptly). Nothing, except to write to the papers and 
submit to our fate. 

Prac. Pas. 1s there any objection to the construction of the 
Channel Tunnel ? 

Theo. Pas. “woenengy /y None in the least—but why do you ask ? 


Prac. Pas. use, if in the case of war, the entire French nation 
pours into —— you say it will ? 
Theo. Pas. Certainly 


Prac. Pas. The best thing we can do is to utilise the Tunnel, 
pour into France, and stay there! It will be only changing sides ! 
[Conversation interrupted by whistle, and consequent rattle 
and darkness, 








THE SPHINX AND THE STICK. 
A Song wherein is suggested & suitable Subject for an Ibsenite Tragedy. 


(Sir James Caicuton-Browns thinks that “the reserve and suppression 
of emotional movement which is observed in English people” will probably 
result in all the women becoming sphinxes, and all the men sticks.) 


‘*On! do wag your head!” said the Sphinx to the’Stick. 

**T can’t,” he replied, ‘‘ or I would, darling, quick ! 

If you’ll only indulge in a chong and some winks, 

You ’ll perhaps set me off,” said the Stick to the Sphinx. 

‘* Nay, long ‘ inhibition,’” the Sphinx made reply, 

** Has imparted rigidity, love, to my eye.” 

‘** Emotional movement’ no longer is mine,” 

Sighed the Stick to the Sphinx ; “ ough | greatly incline 

To a dig in your ribs, or a slap on your back 

(As a sign of my love), all my muscles are slack. 

My poor ‘ motor-centres’ are all out of gear, 

And I can’t even ‘ chuck’ your soft chin, sweet, I fear. 

I ’m sure such a stolid inflexible ‘ stick’ you ’ll hate, 

But, though I adore you, I cannot gesticulate—”’ 

** My case is as bad,” sighed the Sphinx to the Stick, 

‘* For I cannot ‘ bridle ’—no more t a brick.” 

Said the Stick to the Sphinx, ‘‘ Ah, we once knew what love 
meant ! 

But, thanks to the loss of ‘ emotional movement,’ 

We can’t give it ‘ graceful and chastened expression,’ 

And so it seems slipping fast out of possession. 

Heigho! we had far better die, darling, quick ! 

Since you are a Sphinx, love, and I’m but a Stick!” 








Very Liuxety—susr wow.—A place to spend a Quiet Sunday— 
Eastbourne. 
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“ON THE HYP”-NOTIST. 


Fragment from a Romance purely imaginary and yet to~ 
be written. ) 


Tue Savants were gathered her to consider the 
question of Hypnotism. They had been appointed by a 
learned Association, and their Hon. Secretary had distin- 
guished himself by writing a letter, which if eccentric 
in punctuation, was yet to the point. 

* We must not forget, Gentlemen,” said one of the 
learned persons, ‘‘ that we have been appointed to investi- 
gate the use of Hypnotism as atherapeutic agent. It will 
be our duty to ascertaim, if it is a that operations 
can be performed under the shield of its anesthesia.” 

‘* You are indeed right,” so another, “‘ and it is 
fortunate in one sense that we have not had the advantage 
of greeting at our board, Doctor OwrEn CoLeMan of 
Dunedin, Surbiton.” 

“Why so ?” asked a third. 

‘* Because,” returned Savant No. 2, “‘that distinguished 
Member of the Medical Profession can give instances of 
successful treatment under the prescribed circumstances. 
For instance, JuLEs CLOQUET, as early as 1845 was using 
Hypnotism in the cause of painless surgery. However, 
our pleasant little gathering can do no harm.” 

‘Perhaps not,” acquiesced Savant No.3. ‘* Although 
it is only right to remark that had we had Dr. CoLeman’s 
knowledge, we should have possibly considered it qua 
Committee a trifle superfluous.”’ ] 

“Do you not think we ought to visit the Aquarium ?” 
asked the first speaker. ‘‘I am told that there is a 
Hypnotist who appears there twice a-day, and whose 
exhibition, from a scientific point of view, should be 
decidedly interesting.” 

After this there was a speedy departure, and for some 
hours the Committee lounged sient the Aquarium. 
They there saw a female acrobat of great strength. Then 
they paid a visit to the Alhambra, where they met a plea- 
sant young lady, who, seemingly without any assistance, 
lifted four or five bulky gentlemen seated on a chair. 
This she did without any exertion and with a smiling 
countenance. On their return to their private room, they 
seemed somewhat hostile to the pretensions of the Hyp- 
notist, whose feats they had just witnessed—they preferred 
to his performances the feats of the Magnetic Lady. 

‘Quite a mistake,” said one; “instead of taking off 
a leg, or showing the strength of a billiard cue, he makes 
men believe that they are swimming in a tank! ”’ 

‘Very undignified,” remarked another; ‘it would 
have been so much better had he performed a surgical 
operation—say, setting a compound fracture of the leg 
like that performed by two medical men in 1845; an 
more interesting to the vast majority of the audience.” 

‘*But the Alhambra was excellent,” was the reply. 
“Suppose we send to our Committee a Report of the 

5 ‘Magnetic Lady’ 
and ignore the 

_ Hypnotist ?” 
And so it was 
’ decided, and it 
was time to write 
/ their Report. 
' Then pens, ink, 
and paper were 
produced, and 
the Savants 
prepared for 
work. They had 
\ searcel com- 
menced, when 
a gentleman 
st in their 
OS midst,and glared 

y at them. He 
gave them each 
a disc, and com- 
manded them to 
Then, one by one, they fell over 

—fast asleep. He placed them back in their chairs. 
| ‘* Now for your Report,” he murmured. ‘‘ And so you 
| would ignore my show and praise another! But you are 

in my power, and shall obey me! Write what I dictate!” 
| And so they wrote. And,strange as it may a r to non- | 
| believers in Hypnotism, the Report, when published, was | 
found to be an excellent advertisement for the Royal | 
Westminster Aquarium ! 





gaze upon its surface. 











| 





SENILE FELINE AMENITIES. 
“Wet, Goop AFTERNOON—I'M GOING TO CALL ON MY MOTHER 
‘Wat! You pon’T MEAN TO SAY You ’’VE GoT A MoTHER Living?” 
‘“‘OH YES—AND SHE DON’T LOOK A BIT OLDER THAN You po—I assure you!” 


” 








OUR FINANCIAL COLUMN. 
Orl Court, E.C.* 

I aM preparing a big coup, and wish all my friends to be in it. My friends 
are legion, it is true, but they may depend upon me to do the best for all. 
Nothing on the gigantic scale I am now preparing has been seen or heard of 
in the Financial World since the days of the Flood, when Noan’s floating capital 
weathered the storm. What was the stock worth when Father Noan once again 
touched land? Expect the biggest result ever known. I may be sanguine. | 
have the right to be so. 

** Pony.”—Yes. Buy A. and C. N.B.—Invest big cheque with yours truly. 
The only safe and profitable investment. 

“TD. A. H.”—Don’t you do it, or you’ll be H. A. D. Send cheques here. 
Strict account kept, and gains delivered. in cash by 
special messenger. 

‘*A Hesrrater.’’—Don’t doubt for a moment. 
Sell everything right off, and invest proceeds by 
cheque with your friend.” 

‘A. 8. S."—The Dividend days of the ‘‘ Ex- 
Nihilo-Fit Loan and Insurance Company are 
April 1, up to mid-day, and September 31. 

So much for some of the principal Correspondents 
who require an answer in my weekly article. As 
for myself, I can only say that my motto is, ‘* Con- 
fidentia LIilimitata et Nulla Pecunia redditur.”’ 
Within the last month the gross earnings of the 
office on behalf of my clients has been £12,345,678,910 
which compares favourably with the previous month. 
Every penny of this, equal to 50 per cent. profit to 
every one of my clients, will be distribu within 
a week with a handsome bonus of twenty-five 

yunds to everyone sending in his coupon or - ue 5 GE 
or fifteen sovereigns by twelve o'clock next Tuesday, after which hour it is 
impossible for any one, be he who he may, from Kaiser to Chimney-sweeper, to 
participate in the enormous profit which will have been honestly earned by 

Yours truly, CRrasvs. 


* N.B.—Note change of address. 











SnortLty To APrEAR.—A Morning without Boots, by the Author of A 
Knight without Spurs. 
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o rw Ghosts, the modern species, are of very various sorts, 


The “* 








POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG; 

Miss BowpLeR AT THE Music Hatta. 
THE SPOOKS IN THE SQUARE. 
** The Goblins in the Churchyard.” 


I went down to the Psyehieal Society one night 

And heard them talk of Spooks and things that filled me with affright. 
The Psychical Society, as every member boasts, 

Was founded with the object of investigating Ghosts! 


Or 


IIt. 
AIR 


No 


or like some plants, as botanists say, they seem to run to “ sports.’ 
| used to think a spectre was a , but I find 
Psychical” can furnish Spooks ‘of every class and kind. 


Chorus. 
Some of the Ghosts are pee. some of the peep dn are big, 
| Some come in the guise of a ess man, and ore 
Some of them laugh ‘ ‘Ha! ha!” Some of them —-~¥ re Pe 


And I felt that night in a doose of a fright before it was time to go. 


I;had read Phantasmagoria by that 
writer quaint but grand, 

Who peunel The Hunting of the Snark 
and Alice in Wonderland. 

And I thought I knew a thing or two, 
or might be even three, 

About a Ghoul, and a Fay or Troll, and 
a Brownie or Banshee. 

I knew that a Banshee always howled, 
whilst a Goblin might but yawn, 

I also knew that a Poltergeist was not 


a Leprechaun, oo 
But the Peychicals, I’m bound to say, “Ng 
had me on “‘ buttered toastes ” \Q 
With the wonderful changes which 
they rang on the good old Church- 
yard ‘* Ghostes.” 
Chorus. 
Some of their Ghosts were s, some 
of them seemed sheer n dies ; 
Some of the same like a ‘ ‘ Wandering 
Flame,” and others as “‘ Astral 
Bodies 
Some of theirs croaked “Ha! ha!” some of them chuckled 
‘Ho! ho!” [time to go. 


And I got so sad, I was heartily glad when I found it was 

I dropped into the ‘‘ Rose and Crown,” a highly respectable 
tavern, 

For Ghosts are dry, and my thirst was high, my throat like a 
chalky cavern. 

I didn’t have much, only four of cold Scotch, which is good 
to moisten c halk. 

The night was fine, it was twelve twenty-nine, so I thought I 
might just as well walk. 

jut when f 

sound ; 

There was not even a Bobby in sight as I stole a glance around ; 

But se ated on NELSON’ s lions four, and perched on the neighbouring 

* posteses,” 

as we said in our Nursery Rhyme, a dozen or so of 


"TT 


I saw, 

** Ghosteses 
Chorus. 
Some of the Ghosts were short, some of the Ghosts were tall, 
Some af them had most preposterous noddles, and some of them none 
all, 
They all gave a shrill ‘“‘Ha! ha!” they all gave a hushed 
o! ho!” 

I turned in a fright and I wished ’em good night—but they would 

not let me go! 


Then one of the Ghosts began to speak ; down on my knees I sank, 
‘I am a Raed s Ghost,” said he, 


Rank 

I never cared for the Common Herd, the People I loved to crush ; 

My an mark on the Poor was ‘ Pooh!’ my retort to the Toilers 
*Tush !’ 

And if they dared to grumble, why, I used to raise my rents, 

For I always held that the Mob were made to keep up the Cent-per- | 


cents, 


And now in this Square I hear Burws’s blare, see the Red Banner | 


And Society swished by the Socialist ; 
grave. 
Chorus—Some of the Ghosts, &c. 


so I cannot rest in my 





entered Trafalgar Square, I heard a mysterious x 


| rigid between the rails! 


“‘and mine offence is | 


Another Ghost commenced. He said: ‘‘I was a great R. A. 

I remember the time when we used to meet in ‘‘ the pepper-pots,” 
over the way), 

My —_ were always hung on the line, for ourselves we used to 
uage, 

Our pa Ideal conventional cant, 
smudge. 


technique broad brown 


our 


| And now Burne Jowes’s pictures sell! ! /”—here he writhed with a 


spectral twist- 
** And our * broad brown smudge’ gives way to the fudge cranks cal] 
* Impressionist.’ 
I’ve lost my head, as perhaps you mark—though I keep a ventri- 
loquist tongue. 
What ’s the use of a head to an Artist Ghost, who has never a 
chance to be hung ? 


Chorus—Some of the Ghosts, &c. 


A Lawyer’s Ghost wept on his post, and then began to state 
That the Revolution of Sixty-eight—he meant of Six-and-eight— 
For the abolition of needless fees, and the stopping of useless jaw, 
ad capped the murder ~ Privilege 
by the massacre of 
Osler, this Spook went % to state, 
was the prey of police - less 


rank, 
All the r real jam of life was lost with 
the abolition of Rank. 
Here he wept! Ah! can there be 
a sight a pitiful, breast to thrill 
Like the Ghost of a Lawyer drop- 
ping a tear o’er the Ghost of a 





sawyer’s Bill ? 
Chorus—Some of the Ghosts, &c. 


I woke. ssed my head. | 
The EF am | i ones were gone, 


And I lay there in Trafalgar Square, 
on a cold stone alone. 

I seemed to hear a wailing cry, a 
whisper on the breeze, 

Which said, in accents I well knew, 
** Now then, Time, Gentlemen, 
please!” 

It!may have been the warning to recall 
those vagrant Ghosts 


But there they sat 
row round “ the 


Trafalgar Square. 
they i etre aloud ‘‘ Ho! ho!” 


in a_ spectral 
Squirts” in 


They all gave a loud ** Ha! ha!” 





And I turned and fled, and got homé to bed as the rooster began 
to crow! 
Tue Naxep Trora.—Our old friend, Mrs. RAMSBOTHAM, was 


reading, the other day, a letter in the 7imes about ‘* Electrical Tram- 
ways,” when she came upon a line stating that ‘“‘two naked con- 
ductors’ would be used. Much shocked 


conductors was to be carried on poles,” and another to be “ 
!” Horritied at this apparent brutality, | 


, she was about to look at | 
something else in the paper when she noticed that ‘‘one of had 
lai 


| 


the worthy lady has been writing letters (in draft) to the Com- | 


| missioner of Police ever since ! 





A Friendly Tip to the Fighting Factions. 


RECRIMINATION is vexation, 
Sedition is as bad ; 

Home Rule the-o-ry much puzzles J. B. 
Such practice proves you mad! 





A Trwety Sucerstion.—Commenting upon sy ex Pence ask bed | 
case ¢ the Rev. a epgen 9 last wet. > times asks 
something cannot one to put down betting by turf-agencies, an 
pm tgpene, bere gambling per “bucket-shope.” We regret | 
inability to suggest an immediate remedy, but, as a 





im no case be returned, not even when 
there will be no exception. 


CH NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of 
accompanied by « Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, 


y descripti 
or Wrapper. To 


mule, let the last-named institutions ‘be called ‘‘ C1 ming | 
i Ops. | 


“” a To——wheresoever they ‘abide, poor 
Qh, i pallid spectral hosts ! 
Vee What it all meant I cannot tell, but 
Gj » this at least I know, 
AA. To that it hae! Society no more at 
ed D night 
4 was 2°) 
Chorus. 
: Some of the Ghosts did goggle, some | 
J of the Spooks did stare, 
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TO ALL SMOKERS WHO VALUE HEALTH AND COMFORT! 


THE ONLY SYSTEM RECOMMENDED BY a 
MEDICAL AUTHORITIES AND PRESCRIBED 














‘Seep. 


f 
Pipe Complete. 















— 


[HE “ FUMOPERPURGANS ” 


TOBAGGO PIPE, GIGAR @ CIGARETTE HOLDERS, 
(Bennett's Patent) 
“SPECIAL GUINEA PIP.” 

Purifying 


—— — 


gest English Manufacture, Sterling Silver Mounted, 
and fitted in best Leather Covered Case. 
y action during the course of smoking is CENTRIFUGAL, MATHEMATICAL and CHEMICAL. 


AN EXTREMELY ENJOYABLE AND PERFECTLY HARMLESS SMOKE. 
ers with remittance to JOSEPH BENNETT BROS,, 22 & 23, Gt. Tower St., London, E.C. No > Agents 


FOR BY EMINENT PHYSICIANS. 


tronized large! ‘ 
Pa i A arge 1) nye Army bac Ay conte! 
GREAT SUCCESS ! SPLENDID TESTIMONIALS |! . 








: Tube. - fay acer nde » 2 TOBACCO PIPE— We have been Pon 
upon scienti 
y i princigion, with ra raw tet ro the moisture tad ethentas 


that ordinarily foul a pipe, and not only detract 

the of smoking, but which are objectionable from 

the medical point of view. The patentee of = invention is 
Mr. Joseph Bennett, of Great Tower-street. 

made as to contain in its ey pa 

ie mouthpiece, Homie = can be adjusted » 


Adjusted on Spiral. 


(ALL UNSOLICITED 4ND OPgN TO INSPECTION.) tian oa 


PRICES OF somes =n 


ater ow! cs illustrated 
i= Al bo te, with 


AND CIGARETTE 


OF an 
HOLDERS, 
(All made on the same principle) 





The pie is co BEST REAL AMBER & STERLING SILVER TUBES & MOUNTS 
“gpiral ee 


@21°10°0O each 


“_ pee Beare whe composed ot Se fibre and carbon,” @1° 1°90 ,, 

MOST SUITABLE aindheakthe Roiture and impuriuss are absorbed a the make Convertible ,, oe » ato . 
ae . The method is very ous 

AND EXCELLENT and the con of the pipe execlient.  Morcov ree find an. PLAIN, WITH STERLING SILVER TUBE 

attained,”’ the e1° © cach 


that the object in view is“ 
FOR PRESENTS. beorbent material b well i 


use; whilst the smoke is “ soddand ary 





 ouing 


” that 


THE ACME OF PERFECTION. 


te Holders” . &O° i: = 


{ ‘tobacco,” b ly the of thearoma Convertible ,, = os Oe? 8 ” 
o ” ut only the ‘un 
smokers know too well.—The ‘ "angeaeet Barth 20 2nd, 1889. me Py Ramp ney pe aye hey A 

§ The Renewal Durtizing Tubes sold in Boxesof 3 ds. 
PURELY SCIENTIFIC. I 


These 


~*~. UP Rot an indetnite period ; 
or any section can always be renewed 
at a nominal! cost. 
















10 15 & 25 years in wood. 
ding the modera’ 
m no — se aeia Whisks 
9EL BROS., COBBETT & SON 
(LIMITED), 
143, REGENT ST. 
sky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. 


myer doe. a 60/- 72/- a 

es it is well matured. 

20 & 211, PICCADILLY; 

) MEDAL, PARIS EXHIBITION, 1878. 


a eminent b Mattical Srey 
Detailed List on application to 
18 & 19, PALL MALL; 
INAHAN?S «run cxne 





Rr. MILD, AND OLD 19y., 
" LLOW, LL WHIS 

US AND 

rm {ESOME. 


WHISKY. 


PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1865. 
GUILDFORD STREET, YORK BOAD, 
LAMBETH, 8.5. 











LIQUEUR OF THE 


LL (ite. ctlearen 


Thig delicious Liqueur, 


coe so LT . im tate a “hrc 
os"ae preventing b>¥be 
fe ™ ha ‘ot all tS eg 
hed Friars, 


>on pga 
Crate 


4 L K ARAM 
Cures Colds. 


Prince's pew Londen. 


Dewean, Dean PA. 2,— +. 
ARAM 1 in abuable for "eoida. {fraleccts of a 

teold in one 1%, tnd last winter 
ed in two days a cold and sore throat of five 


Handing, Ui. J. LETMCOURT. 
RAM, 2s. Od., of Chemista. 

















“Quod ab Omnibus Quod 
Ubique.” 


A polliuaris 


THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” 


“The best beverage.” 
‘TRUTH. 























FRY’S PURE 
CONCENTRATED COCOA 


SOLUBLE 
“I consider it a very rich, delicious Cocoa.”—W. H. R. STANLEY, M.D. 


Gold id Medals, Paris, 1878: 1889. 


™ JOSEPH GILLOTT’S PENS, 


The new (very large Barrel Pen) ‘‘ MAMMOTH QUILL,” No. 1001, three in Box 
with Holder, 2s.; No. 1001 Gilt, two in Box with Holder, 2s. 


GLU-KRYSTAL. c Cc 

















FLUID AS CUM. ‘ E ECE 
CLEAR AS v’| CELLULAR 
ORYSTAL fr] ‘iggy 
a. Ve ee 
CLUE. s"| CELLULAR 


Wholesale from the Sole Proprietors, 


THE WATERPROOF GLUE CO., 
@, DALE STREET, LIVERPOOL 


A A 
| R R 
COUGH, AERTEX SHIRTS 


| This shirt is made of the patent Cellular fabric, with 

= fittings of the best linen. It is ipraluable t for avery 
Pe nternal 

Vigtorig Stree, Landon 


wee wear, as it gives ve 
. a complete freedom fom the dangers of {chill oa and cold 
Bost 
2) 4 Same 
og Chemis oe, asta Bae st. rtin 


which are inseparable i he ‘the eo —— 
dress shirt. I lustrated Prie 
Cellul names on 

New Youn Fovorna & Co., North William Street water geote, We at ik atry 


sent on application. 
ROBERT SCOTT, i4 & 15, Powtrar, Cuzaraipe, B.C 
BREAKFAST OR SUPPER. OLIVER BKOS., 417, Oxronp St., Lowpén, W. 
Stramonium, and 


E P P S , 5 SAVAR’S Catan Ind Abwage relieve, 


bd frequent) cure Asthma, 
CRATEFUL—COMFORTINC. i ig 


COCOA ear ae 


CUBEB tater : ‘Font ‘ugh 
BOILING WATER OR MILK. 














Full directions. All Chemists, 


(CIGARETTES. Sayaresse’s Sandal haf >A on 


Capsules, 4s. dd. ber 








A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY AGREEABLE TO TAKE. 


TA M A R CONSTIPATION, 
I N D I E N of Appetite, Gusttic od 
GRILLON, 
B. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


tareece Bo) sest? es, 
SOLD B¥ ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 2s. 6d. 4 BOX. 











Waters 


Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RED 
AND BROWN LABELS. 


By Special Royal Warrants of Appointment 





To Her Majesty B. 1. Majesty 
The Quoga, the Empross 
and Troderick. 


ART F BURNETT'S 


ART. FABRICS. 


ara y roves be J mes RE WOOL for Strength 
Use’ for HReauty and 
oats 0! ‘Desigp “Perfect et Vinten, and Admirable 


Gael ities 
or LADIES’ cman and GENTLEMEN'S 


bites & for Travelling, Tourle and General Wear 
in all Climates at all Seasons The Stock of ROYAL 


- art MY = the ae rastety ‘bay 
at i =“ 
wean bank 
LAND. 


C. sae DAUER = oe § 
AR POINTED 
it | the plas Weta 


“=? PENS 


process. Seven 
eaais awarded. 


ae on ae 


Y ise 


C.BRANDAUER4 CY 


CrsieoPENS 
Attention 1s siep Grewn te 





te their new “ Graduated 
being made in 4 degrees 


of Hexibility, and each in 4 widths of points 
Assorted Sample Rox of either series, 64., of by 
Rog far 7 7 


‘ORGS 
‘Baking 
Pow der. 


stamps § from the Works, Ms Aniwonam 





4 CHILDREN 


[IDG S 
Ned FOOD 


D" RI 


aT baa te 
vi 
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GHEST AWARD, 


ENGER'S FOOD 


, and 10s., of Chemists, &., everywhere. _WHOLESALE OF ALL 


Baby-Skin. 


O fine lady or grown-up girl has a skin like a baby’s—not quite. 


Most soaps but PEARS’ have alkali in them. 

Babies get washed with these soaps; their tender skins are made rough 
and red and sore; and yet the force of nature resists; there is no skin like 
the velvety baby-skin. 

| Haven’t you seen a girl or woman catch sight of a dainty baby and 
| break into smiles all over her face? and, if publicity does not forbid, you 
have seen her rush to the little stranger, seize his hands and toes, and go 
into raptures over the pink and softness! 

That’s the charm of baby-skin; not of the baby—nobody goes for a 
pimply baby. 

Every woman whose place in the world permits, and every man (though 
men are not supposed to tell it) wants, in proper measure, a baby-skin. 
Even the College athlete is not exempt. Let them use PEARS’ SOAP, 
which is nothing but soap; pure soap; which is nothing but PEARS.’ 

We all have a baby-skin, unless it is eaten away by alkali. Nothing but 
soap will find it. It may be well ¢ disguised “SEARS SOAP will find it. 


Gold Medals, Pere and Highest Awards wherever exhibited, for 
y absolute Purity, Superiority of Manufacture, and True Flavour, 


POWDER Gr/racfof Beef 


Supplies a Daily Luxury—Dainties in Endless 


| Variety — The Choicest Dishes and Richest Retains the True Natural Taste and Stimulating Properties 
Custard. Fresh Beef ina more marked degree than any similar preparatia 


Write for a copy of “‘ Practical Hints on Cookery” (sent free) 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. _ ARMOUR & CO., 59, Tooley St., B.C. 


~ CADBURY'S _ 


COCOASABSOLUTELY PURE, treo: BEST 


“The name Cadbury on any packet of Cocoa or Chocolate is a guarantee of purity.”—Medteal Annual. 





The Lanes euys: 

| — Would be assi- 

| milated with great 

cane.” 

| The London Medi- 
cal Record mys 
“Tt is retained 
when all other 

| foods are re- 


jected.” 
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r. Punch’s World’s Fair. By John Tennéel. Bee the 


mS Up do Date. oe ne ‘ay Lanter Gunbiaede CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF ‘PUNCH’ 
Pocus Blake Ineieeelad GG 9. Ok Pertiage. AND ‘PUNCH’ ALMANACK 
‘slendar for 1892. By Edward Reed. . 

And Numerous other Illustrations. Now Ready. Price Sixpence. 














v 
4) 
© 
m 
=| 
=z 
es) 
m 
m 
v 
m 
z 
QO 
m 


ay N° 2631. 
VOLUME . 
CI. .o aa 


a 
pa bento) 1X () ee 
DECEMBER 1?, , a 


5 SE A are an 1 


PUBLISHED 


SE aT erm 
rey) JC 4 VOL. Xa tan oye 


, v ‘ t, 
dina ane 1¢ nly | 





PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, 
LONDON. __ 








-IVINOLIA SOAP 


' 

















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAKIVARL—Dezcemeze 12, 1891. 





MR. HENTY'S NEW STORIES. 


Redskin and Cow-boy: A Tale of the 
Western Plains By GA Revert With Dine 
ations by Acres Peanes. Cloth, 6. 

The Dash for Khartoum : A Tale of 
~ Nile Expedition. By @. A. Herrt — 

llestrations Jou~ Gemoneene and J. Nasu, 
= Cloth, 6 

Held Fast for England: A Tale of 
the Giege of Gibraltar By G A. Haewvr. With 
Tilestrations by Gonoon Baowns. Cloth, bs. 


London: BLACKIE & 80M, Leurves 





Ready December Ind. Price ls. 64. 


ELECTRICITY UP TO DATE. 


YOR LIGHT, POWER, AND TRACTION. 
By JOHN B. VERITY, M. Inst. BE 

With Chapters on the different means of povtny 
Rieetricity, and the various systems employed 
ite distribation Also Chapters om the Electric 
Supply Comp panies in London and Provinees, with 
latest details of their capitals, shares subseribed, 
charges, and systems Ei ectrical Engineert — 
calling considered, and (;\cesary of Electrical 

Pully Ulustrated, with coloured map chewing 
areas allotted in London to the Gifferent Pubiie 
— y Companies 
Pasoesice Waawe & Co, M, Bedford 


for 


Breet, Ww c 


For PLEASURE and PROFIT. 


FRUIT 


Nothing so Profitable and Easy to Grow. 
74 ACRES IN STOCK. 


See CATALOOUR for Simple Spemiene and 
kinds of Trees to sult 


ROSES 


HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS 
BUSHES, 8s. per doz., 60s. 100. 


Packing and Carriage Free for Cash with order 





ROSES in Pots, from 15s. per doz. 
ORNAMENTAL TREES 91 ACRES. 

4 ACRES OF CLASS. 
CLEMATIS (80,000), from 10s. per doz. 
NB. ~ Single Plants : ~ —w et slightly increased 
SEEDS and | Vegetable, Flower, 
BULBS ’ and Farm. 

DESCRIPTIVE LISTS FREE. 


RICHARD SMITH & CO., Worcester. 





CO umren srares 
E 
a‘ NAVY REVOLVER 


for House Protection, Traveliers, and 

ilitary Purposes, takes Mley's 38 

Express and all other 3 cal. 
Piste! Cartridges 


COLT's LICHTNINC MACAZINE 
Large and Smal! Game, Rook shooting, and 
Sant Practice, are uneurpasees for accuracy and 
unequalied for rapidity of fre 
COLT’S REVOLVERS 
carried off all the highest aes at Bisley, 
burgh, and Dublin in 1400. Price List fr 
COLTS FIREARMS CO., 
26, Glasshouse 8t.. Piecadilly Cin Circus, ‘London, W. 


FOR ASTHMA &C 
DATURA TATULA 


FOR B8MOKING AND INHALATION. 


SAVORY & MOORE, London. 


And of Chemists everywhere 
’ 

HOT MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATH. 
Dally yield 607,600 gallons, at a temperature of 
T° to in". 

Kaths founded at Bath by the Romans in the First 
Century The waters are well known as bein —_ 

valuable in cases of Kheumatism, Gout, an 
Affections. The Corporation of Bath have —t. 
enlarged anc d partacted the Baths at great expense. 
In the words ef one of the quenieas Hygienic 
Physicians, Tee Barus an8 THe MOeT COMPLETE IN 
hore. Band Pil in the Pump-Room. Letters 
to the Manager will receive attention and every 


information 


, See 


MiLwarbs’ 
Calyx-e Viste 


wax Needle 


CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


POR BREAKFAST. 





AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Daity Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 








OXFORD.-MITRE HOTE 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMIcy, 


FIRST-CLASS HOTELS 


IN THE King 











BRIGHTON 
HOTEL METROPOE 


cs 


W OPEN 


or the 


pceptio 
Visitor 





“MEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE’S PLATE. 


(Rees) 


“MIGNEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 


“UNEQGUALLED FOR HARD WEAR.” 





LADIES, WRITE AT ONCE TO 


HENRY PEASE & C0.’S SUCCRS. 
THE MILLS GTON 
POR PATTERNS OF THEIR NEW WINTER 


DRESS FABRICS. 


ont or ST LE Pare ore oT AT MILL T° aNT i 


Cross-Warp 
, and Rough and New 
Shades for the Season in charming variety 





DRESSMAKING.—Special I rtment under the 

charge of a Court Modiste great experience 

Systems for self-measurement, and ai! information | 

necessary to secure fect fit, will be forwarded 
without charge. 

Any article not approved exchanged within seven | 
days. Ali a are warranted to be mal to 
sample @ Paid on all Orders to any I =e 
Station in Great Britain, and to Dublin, Belfast, 
Limerick, Cork, and Waterford. London Sale Room, 
44, REGENT ST. (over Jeffs & Harris, the Furriers), 

f Patterns, as well as poms in | 
By >) mer 4 





and prompt execution of all orders is guar anteed 


TENERIFE (ietisos) CIGARS. | 


REPUBLICANOS FEDERALES 
A Deticions Weed of a novel shape. Mild, Aromatic, 
and Delicate. (Awarded ploma 
In me te (two sizes), ls. 9d. and 2s. 3d  ectage 


tra); 17s. and and 21s. per 100, Post 
BEWLAY & CO. (Lid | 4, Strand, WC Ta, Strand 
(East India House), and cd, Cheapside, E.C. Est. 1780. 


“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 


GLARKE’S ” 


WORLD-F 


BLOOD 
M IXTURE 








| medicine 


FLORILINE. 


Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 
Prevents the decay of the TEETH 
the Teeth PEARLY WHITE. 
pe pestuatty harmless, and 
Delicious to the Taste 
Is partiy composed of Honey, and extracts 
from sweet herbs and plants. 
Of all Chemists and Perfumers throughout the 
world. 2s. 6d. per bottle. 


FLORILINE TOOTH POWDER only, 
Put up in glassjars. Price ls. 
Prepared only by 
The Anglo-American Drug Company, Limited, 
33, Farringdon Road, London, E.C. 


“JOHANNIS” 


KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
CHARCED ENTIRELY WITH NATURAL CAS. 
Prevents Gout, Rheumatism, and 

Indigestion. 
Mixes equally well with Wines, 
Spirits, or Milk. 


Not medicinal, but an agreeable health-promoting 
beverage 
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JOHANNIS SPRINGS, Ltd., 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 
NO VIII.—TO LAZINESS. 


Best (AND BEST-ABUSED) OF ABSTRACTIONS 
My heart positively warms to you as I write. At this pre- 
cise moment I can think of a hundred different things that I ought 
to be doing. For instance, I have not written to Tom, who is in the 
wilds of Canada, for months. His last letter ended with a pathetic 
appeal for an answer. 

** Never mind, old chap,” he said, ‘‘about not having any news. 
Little details that you may think too insignificant to relate are bound 
to interest me in this deserted spot. I am sure you occasionally meet 
some of our friends of the old days. Tell them I often think of them 
and all the fun we used to have together. It all seems likea 
tome now. Let me know what any of them are doing. I heard six 
months ago from a fellow who was touring out here that Jack Bumrvus 
was married. If it is really our old Jack, congratulate him, and give 
him my love. I don’t know his nt ress. But, whatever you 
do, write. A letter from you is like water in the desert.” 

When I read that letter I became full of the noblest resolutions. 
Not another day should pass, I vowed, before I 
answered it. So I pre a great many sheets of 
thin note-paper, carefully selected a clean nib and sat  ‘ 
down at my writing-table to begin. As I did so my 
eyes fell upon Martin Chuzzlewit, which was lying 
within easy reach. seemed positively to 
command me to read it for the tenth time. I took it 
up, and in another moment Mrs. Gamp had taken 

ion of me. My writing-chair was uncomfort- 
able. I transferred myself into an arm-chair. Is it 
necessary to add that I did not write to Tom? His 
letter is getting frayed and soiled from being con- 
stantly in m ket. Day after day it accompanies 
me on my daily round, unanswered and seemingly 
unanswerable. For I feel it to be a duty to write, 
and my mind abhors a duty. The letter weighs upon 
my conscience like lead. A few strokes of the pen 
would remove the burden, but I simply cannot screw 
myself up to the task. That is 
one of the things I ought to do. - 

Again, ought I not to call on the 
Waurrtteseas? Mr. and Mrs. 
Wuirttesea have simply over- 
flowed with kindness towards me. 
I never enjoyed anything more than 
the week I spent at their house in 
Kent a short time ago. They are 
now in town, and, what is more, 
they know that I am in town too. 
Of course I ought to call. It’s 
my plain duty, and that is, as far as I can tell, the only reason | 
which absolutely prevents me from calling upon that hospitable 
seuaily. Why f. I go through the ong, list of my pressi uties ? 
I ought to write my article on ‘* Modern Theosophy : A Psychological | 
Parallel,” for the next number of The Brain. ought to visit my | 
dentist ; I ought to have my hair cut. But I shall do none of these 
things. On the other hand, it is absolutely unnecessary that I should 
write to you. No evil would befall me if I waited another year, or | 
even omitted altogether to write to you. And that is the precise 
reason why I am now addressing you. As a matter of fact, I like 

ou. As I have already said, the performance of strict duties is 
irksome to me. It is you, my dear Lazuwess, who forbid me to per- | 
form them, and thus save me from many an_uncongenial task. That 
is why I like you. 

And, after all, the common abuse of you is absurd. I have heard 
grave and industrious persons declare emphatically that any one 
who allows himself to fall under your sway debars himself utterly 
from every chance of success. Fiddlesticks! I snap my fingers at 
such folly. What do these mney say to the case of Fietrzx, 
the great Q.C.? Everybody knows that Fierrez is, without e 
tion, the most indolent man in the world. Let any doubter walk 
down Middle Temple Lane and ask the first young barrister he meets 
what he thinks of Fierrer. I am ready 
that the reply will be, ‘* What, Old Fierresr! Why, he’s the laziest 
man at the Bar. I thought everybody knew that.” I may be told, 
of course, that FieTREE appears in all the big eases—that his manage- 
ment of them is extraordinarily successful ; that the Judges defer to 
him ; t his s in the Camberwell poisoning ease a 
and a half, and is acknow to be a masterpiece of 
eloquence, fit to rank with the best efforts of Erskine ; that his fees 
always exceed ten thousand pounds a Dre and that his book on 
Fines and Recoveries is a monument of industry. All this I shall 
hear from some member of the outside public, who does not know his 
Fietree. But the fact remains. Fictrer is the most indoleut 
being alive. I doubt if he can be induced to read a brief before he 






















foes into Court. Many are the tales told by those who have been 
is juniors of the marvellous skill an with which Fictree 
has time after time extricated himself from awkward situations into 
which he had been led by his ignorance of the details of the case in 
which he pagpened to be engaged. In the sensational libel case of 
Bagwell v. Muter, Fiornex, as you must remember, appeared for 
the defendant. When the plaintiff's Junior Counsel had opened the 
pleadings, Firetree actually got up, and, had not his own Junior 
pulled him down, he would then and there have opened the case for 
the plaintiff. Yet Fierrer’s cross-examination of that same plain- 
tiff, travelling as it did over a long period of time, and dealing with 
a most complicated magn’ Ly which dates were of the first importance, 
is still cited by those who heard it as the most remarkable display of 
its kind which the English Courts have afforded for years past. 
Whether the unfortunate Bacwe.t, whom it showed conclusively to 
be a swindler and an impostor, has an equal admiration for it, I 
know not, nor is he, I fancy, likely to tell us, even when he returns 
from the prison which is now the scene is labours. How Fierrer, 
who at the outset did not even know on which side he appeared, 
managed in the time at his command to master this intricate case, 
must ever remain a mystery. Harry AppLEstone, his Junior, is 
accustomed to talk darkly of a marvellous 
> chronological analysis of the case which he 
had prepared for his leader, and evidently 
wishes me to believe that he, rather than 
Fierrex, is to be credited with the success 
achieved. But the Solicitors have not yet 
withdrawn their confidence from Fictree 
to transfer it to ADDLESTONE. 

Here, then, is an instance of a pestootiy 
indolent man rising higher and higher every 
year on the ladder of professional advance- 
ment. I can only attribute it, my dear 
Laziness, to your beneficent influence, 
which preserves the at barrister from 
the weary labours to which his rivals daily 
submit. They say of him that he knows 
nothing of law. le I grant that, it merely 
proves that a knowledge of law is not 
required for success in the profession of 
the law. The deduction is dangerous, but 
obvious, and I recommend it warmly to all 
who are about to be called to the Bar. 

I don’t think I have anything more to 
say to you to-day; me | I uve that 
you would be the last to desire that the 
writing of this letter should be in an way 
irksome to me. Besides, it is five o’cloc 
p.M. My arm-chair invites me. I feel 
tired, and, that being so, I am convinced it 
would be an act of pedantic " ~ den 
myself the sweet refreshment of half-an-hour’s sleep. Farewell, 
kindly one. I shall always rejoice to honour i and celebrate 
your praise. Yours, with all goodwill, 

Diogenes Roprnson. 

P.S.—I reopen this letter to say that I have just read in an 
evening paper a terrible account of the total destruction by a 
tornade of the town in Canada which was r Tom’s place of 
exile. ‘*The loss of life,” it is added, ‘‘has been great, and 
several Englishmen are st the victims.”’ No names are given. 
Good gracious! If Tom has indeed perished, how am I ever to for- 
give myself for neglecting him ? hat must he have thought of 
me ? curse myself in vain for my—bah! What is the use of 
telling you this? The same paper informs me, in the elegant 
language a Lane ge to these occasions, that ‘‘ Mr. Frorrer, Q.C., 
has ae offered, and has accepted, the vacant Lord-Justiceship of 
Appes Pd 








Aw Opportuyiry.—A Lyme Regis Correspondent sends us the 
following advertisement, found, he says, in the Bridport News; we 
omit dates and names :— 

—— will SELL by AUCTION, Three Fine DAIRY COWS to calve respect- 


to wager my annual jncome | fully in Dec., April,and May next. An excellent double-feeding chaff-cutter, &c. 


A respectful cow will no doubt fulfil her engagements honorably. 
** A double-feeding chaff-cutter ” ought to be an acquisition to a fast 
set on a coach at Derby, though of course his *‘ double-feeding ” 
powers would have to be amply provided for at luncheon time. 





“ Tae nearest thing to ‘ setting the Thames on fire,’”’ said a quiet 
traveller by the Unde ‘*is the announcement which you will 
now see at the St. James’s Park Station:—'A Liour Hene vor 
Nuacara.’” ‘‘ Why,” exclaimed an irate passenger to the timid 
suggestion of the above, “ of course it doesn’t mean that.” Then he 

, contemptuously, ‘Get out!” Which he did. 
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RUSTICUS EXPECTANS ; 
Or, the New Dumbledumdeary. 
“ Rusticus expectat, dum defluat amnis ; at ille 
Labitur, et labetur in omne volubilis evum.” 
Horace. 
Arn—“ Dumbledumdeary.” 
In the fall of the year, when M.P.’s were 
about, 
And speeches burst forth like a waterspout, 
Hope took up his bundle, and caught up his 


Singing dumbledumdeary, dumble- 


dumdeary, 
Dumble, dumble, dumbledumdee ! 


Oh, Hopeg had put on his bettermost smock, 
And wore his billycock gaily a-cock ; 
For HopGe nowadays is a person of note, 


with a vote. 
Singing dumbledumdeary, &c 

So he strolled on 
wi’out dread or 
fear 

Of Squoire or Par- 
son, or County 
Peer, 

For the spouting 
M.P. and _ the 
Liberal Van 

Had made of the 
shock-headed 
joskin a Man! 

Singing dura- | 
bledumdeary, 
&e. 

With promises 
oo. ae) with 

ope inspired, 

HopcGe walked 
and walked ti 
he felt quite tired; 

So he sat himself 
down on the bank 
of a stream, 

And, fallin 

eep, dreamed | 
a wonderful 


dream. 





| 


staff, !— 
And went for a walk—if you please, don’t | 


And great Governments bow to the “ hind,” — | 


And if you’ll consent just to vote for us now 
We’ll put a new tune to your old‘ Speed 
the Plough!’” 
Singing dumbledumdeary, &c. 


Then Hones, slightly puzzled, beheld (in his 
dream) 
A legion of faces that flowed with the stream. 


| There’s two Wuttiams, and Jory, and 


Jesse !”’ he cried, ve 
Sotty, Bavry, and Joxrm talk, too, from the 
Singing dumbledumdeary, &c. 


‘*They ’re making a vast sight o’ noise, and 
I fear, 
Whilst they all shout together, their mean- 
ing’s scarce clear. {I ll sit 
They all drift one way, though, out yonder! 
And wait till the shindying slackens a bit.” 
Singing dumbledumdeary, ec. 


So Hopes, like old Honace’s Rustic, still 
waits _ [abates ; 
Till the waters flow by, or their turmoil 








Singing dum-| 
bledumdeary, | | ; 
cc, 

The old, old stream | THE TRIALS OF AN ANXIOUS “ JUNIOR.” 


peopecange the | Promprinc A Dear AND Testy “‘ Corer” IN opEN CoURT IS NOT HIS 
roo 


o’er that stream. 


and hook ; Bil - 
It swelled and swirled, and its rippling voice 
Was changed to loud echoes of platform noise. 
Singing dumbledumdeary, c. 


And it seemed to addresshim, ‘‘ How long, 
friend Honee, 
In a smock will you slave, ina pig-stye lodge ? 
The Town revolts, but the landlord crew 
Still rule the rustics. hat can you do?” 
Singing dumbledumdeary, &c. 


** Oh, I can reap, and I can sow; 

And I can plough, and I can mow ; 

And, as Lord Ripon doth treuly say, 

I can yarn my eighteen- ea day: 
Singing dumbledumdeary, &c. 

** Oh, that,” cried the Voices, ‘‘ will never do! 

Hopce now must have freedom, and comfort 


too. 
And Village Councils, Allotments, and Larks! 
Though the Landlords take fright for their 
, and Parks,” 
Singing dumbledumdeary, &e. 
‘** No more must he live like a pig in a stye, 
Or we Duy Codlir, Rad Short) will know 
why. 


,” 





Where ~'s angled for minnows with wum And then hopes to reach ‘‘ Happy Home” 


Let us hope that he mayn’t find it only a 
dream! 
Singing dumbledumdeary, dumble- 


dumdeary, 
Dumble, dumble, dumbledumdee ! 





“DICK” POWER. 

Wuewn the House of Commons meets in 
February, it will find many vacant places. 
Save, perhaps, on that sacred to the memo 
of Otp Moratrry, none will draw towards 
|it such sorrowful glances as the bench below 
\the Gangway, where, last Session, Dick 
Powern’s smiling face was found. Everyone 
in the House knew “* Dick,” and all liked him 
—a modest-mannered, merry-hearted man 
whom a strange destiny had not only dra, ged 
into political life, but, as Whip of the Par- 


nellite Party, had made him the official re- | 


presentative of a body for the most part 
socially unknown, and disliked with a feryour 
| happily not often imported into Parliamentary 
|wartare. Dick Power, whilst never swerving 
| by a hair’s breadth from loyalty to his col- 
| leagues and his leader, so bore himself that he 





was welcome in any Parliamentary circle, 
from *‘ Gosser’s Room” to the floor of the 
House, which he sometimes ‘‘ took” to de- 
liver a witty speech in support of a Motion 
for adjourning over the Derby. He was only 
in his fortieth year, married scarce a fort- 
night, when comes the blind Fury with the 
abhorréd shears and slits the thin-spun 
thread. ‘* Lycrpas is dead!”; but he will 
long be remembered as shedding through 
seventeen years a genial light on Irish poli- 
ties, too often obscured by aggressive vul- 
garity, and the sacrifice of patriotic interests 
to the ends of personal vanity. 








ONLY FANCY! 

WE are in a position to state that over- 
tures were recently made to a well-known 
and popular member of the aristocracy in 
connection with a certain high office lately 
vacated. It is felt that a gentleman with the 
varied experience 
and capacity in- 
dicatel by the 
circumstance (to 
which we may 
allude as _ not 
involving breach 
of confidence), that 
his name was suc- 
cessively mention- 
ed in connection 
with the offices, 
recent] vacant, 
of ostmaster- 
Genera), Under-- 
Secretary of State 
for ForeignA ffairs, 
and Leader of the 
|House of Com- 
| mons, is peculiarly 
| well qualified for 
| the post. 


| The Prime 
| Mrnister has, we 
\learn, been much 
|gratified by the 
receipt of a letter 
volunteered by one 
of his colleagues, 
| express gener- 
|ous satisfaction at 
his selection of Mr. 
Artuvurn Batrour 
}to the Leadership 
of the House of Commons. It was the more 
pleasing as the name of Lord Satissuny’s 
correspondent had, in Conservative circles, 
been inently mentioned in connection 
with the office. ‘** It is true,” the Abounding 
Baron wrote, ‘‘ that the public with unerrin 
instinct has looked in another direction. 
should therefore like to be the first to say that 
your Lordship has done well in recognising 
the services to the Unionist cause performed 
by Mr. Batrour. Of course there may be other 
openings, and in case your Lordship has occa- 
sion to communicate with me, it may be con- 
venient to mention that, en come to town 
this morning and transacted business at my 
office in Bouverie Street, 1 am about to return 
tomy country residence at Stow-in-the- Wold.” 


Ipga or Perrectr BuIss, 








It is announced that Lord SaLispury’s new 
house at Beaulieu is to be let furnished for 
the winter months, the Premier not saponding 
to return till the Spring. We understan 
that one of Mr. Giapstone’s friends and 
admirers is in treaty for the residence, 
intending to place it for a few weeks at the 
| disposal of the Leader of the Opposition. We 
have not yet heard how far this happily- 
conceived scheme has progressed. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No, XVIII. 


Scewe— The roof of Milan Cathedral ; the innumerable statues and 
fretted pinnacles show in dazzling relief against the intense blue 
sky. Through the open-work of the parapet is seen the vast 
Piazza, with its yellow toy tram-cars, and the small crawling 
figures which cast inordinately long shadows. All around is a 
maze of pale brown roofs, and beyond, the green plain blending 
on the horizon with dove-coloured clouds in a quivering violet 
haze. CULCHARD is sitting by a small doorway at the foot of a 
flight of steps leading to the Spire. 


Culchard (meditating). 1 think Mavp must have seen from the tone 
in which I said I preferred to remain below, that I object to that 
cousin of hers perpetually coming about with us as he does. She’s 
far too indulgent to him—a ing, affected prig, always talking 
about the wonderful things he’s going to write! He had the impu- 
dence to tell me I didn’t know the most elementary laws of the sonnet 
this morning! Withering repartee 
seems to have no effect whatever on 
him, I wish I had some of Popsuny’s 
faculty for flippant chaff! I wonder 
if he and the Prenpereasts really are 
at Milan. I certainly thought | recog- 
nised——_ If they are, it’s very bad 
taste of them, after the poin way 
in which they left Bellagio. I only 
hope we shan’t—— 
| Here the figure of Miss PrerpERaast 

suddenly emerges from the door ; 
CULCHARD rises and stands aside 
to let her pass; she returns his 
salutation distantly, and passes on 
with her chin in the air; her 
brother follows, with a side-jerk | 
of recognition. PoDBURY comes 
t, and halts undecidedly. 

Podb. (with a rather awkward laugh). 
Here we are again, eh? (Looks after 
Miss P., hesitates, and finally sits down 
by CutcnarD.) Where’s the fascina- 
ting Miss Trotrer ’ How do you come 
to be off duty like this ? 

Culch. (stiffly). The fascinating Miss 
TROTTER is up above with Van Boopr- 

LER, 80 my services are not required. 

Podb. Up above? And Hyparra 
just gone up with Bos! Whew 
there ll be ructions presentl 1 Well 
out of it, you and I! So it’s Boopr- 
Ler’s turn now? That’s rough on 
you—after Hypatra had whistled poor 
old Bow off. As much out in the cold 
as ever, eh ? 

Culch. 1 am nothing of the kind. 
I find him distasteful to me, and avoid 
him as much as | can, that’s all. I 
wish, Popsury, er—I almost wish you 
could have stayed with me, instead of 
allowing the Prenpereasts to carry 
yon off as you did. You would have 

» Van Boope.er in order. 
odb. Much obliged, old chap; but 
I’m otherwise engaged.: Being kept in order myself. Oh, I dike it, 
you know. She’s developing my mind like winking. Spent the 
whole morning at the Brera, mugging up these old Italian Johnnies. 
They really are clinkers, you know. APHAEL, eh ?—and Grorro, 
and Mawrerena, and all that lot. As Hypatta says, for intensity of 
er—religious feeling, and—and subtlety of s ism, and—and 
so on, they simply take the cake—romp in, and the rest nowhere ! 
I’m getting quite the connoisseur, I can tell you! 

Culch. Evidently. I suppose there ’s no chance of a—a reconcilia- 
tion up there ? [ With some alarm. 
Podb. Don’t you be afraid. When Hypatta once her quills 
up, they don’t subside so — Hallo! isn’t this TrRorrer ? 

[ That gentleman appears in the doorway. 


Mr. T. Why, Mr. Poprury, so you’ve come —"s here? That's 


right! And how do you like Milan? I like the first-rate— 
it’s a live city, Sir. And I like this old cathedral, too; it’s well 
constructed—they 've laid out money on it. I it real orna-_ 
mental, all these little figgers they ’ve stuck around—-and not two 
of ’em a pair either. Now, they might have had ’em all alike, and 
no one any the wiser up so high as this; but it inly gives it 
more variety, too, having them different. Well, I’m going as 
high as ever | can go. You two better come along up with me. 


“She passes on with her chin in the sir! 


On the Top. 
Miss P. (as she perceives Miss T. and her companion). Now, 
Bos, pray remember all I’ve told you! [Bon turns away, petulantly. 
Miss T. (aside, to Vax B.). I guess the air’s got cooler up here, 
Carter. But if that girl imagines she’s going to freeze me! 
( Advancing to Miss P.) Why, my dear, it’s almost too sweet for 
anything, meeting you again ! ; 
Miss P. You’re extremely kind, Mavp; I wish I could return 
the compliment ; but really, after what took place at Bellagio, I— 
Miss T. (taking her arm). Well, I’ll own up to being pretty 
horrid—and so were you; but there don’t seem any sense in our 
meeting up here like a couple of strange cats on tiles. I won’t fly 
out any more, there! I’m just dying for a reconciliation ; and so | 
is Mr. Van Boopeter. The trouble I’ve had to console that man! 
He never met anybody before haff so interested in the great Amurr- | 
can Novel. And he’s wearying for another talk. So you’d better | 
give that hatchet a handsome funeral, and come along and take pity 
on him. 
{Hyr., after a struggle, yields, half-reluctantly, and allows 
herself tobe taken across to Mr. V an 
B., who greets her effusively. Miss 
T. leaves them together. 

Bob P. (who has been prudently 
keeping in the background till now, 
decides that his chance has come). How 
do you do, Miss Trorrsr? It’s 
awfully jolly to meet you again like 
this ! 


is! 

Miss. T. Well, I guess that remark 
would have been more convincing if 
you ’d made it a few minutes earlier. 

Bob. I—I—you see, I didn’t know... 
I was afraid—I rather thought—— 

Miss T. You don’t get much further 
with rather thinking, as a general 
rule, than if you didn’t think at all. 
But if you’re at anxious to run 
away the way you did at Bellagio, you 
needn’t be afraid J’/i hinder you. 

Bob. (earnestly). Run away! Do 
you think I’d have gone if—I ’ve felt 
dull enough ever since, without that / 

Miss T. Oh, I ex you ’ve had a 
beautiful time. We have. 

Miss P. (coming up). Rosexr, I 
thought you wanted to see the Alps? 
You should come over to the other 
side, and—— 

a as in ntetalie ont he — 
the pe ar c, Yroemmaly when | 


we’re through our 

Miss P. As you please, dear, But | 
( pointedly) did I not see Mr. Ccz- | 
CHARD below ? 

Miss 7. You don’t mean to say 
you ’re wearied of Mr. Van BoopEetEr 
already! Well, Mr. Cutcnarp will | 
be along soon, and I’ll loan him to | 
you. "ll tell him you’re vurry 
anxious to converse with him some | 

>more. He’s just coming along now, 
with Mr. Poppury and —_ 

Miss P. (under her breath). Mavo! 
if you dare——! 

Miss T. Don’t you dare me, then—or you'll see. But I don’t want 
to be mean unless I’m obliged to. 

(Mr. Trorrer, followed by Cutcnarn and Popsvry, arrives at 
the upper platform. CuLcHarD and Popsury efface them- 
selves as much as possible. Mr. Trorrer greets Miss 
PrenpDeERGast heartily. = 

Mr. T. Well now, I call this sociable, meeting all together again 
like this. I don’t see why in the land we didn’t keep ther. I’ve 
been saying so to my darter here, ever since Bellagio—ain’t that so, 
Maun?’ And she didn’t know just how it came about either. 

Miss P. (hurriedly). We—we had to be getting on. And I am 
afraid we must say good-bye now, Mr. Trotrer. I want Bon and 
Mr. Popsvry to see the Da Vinci fresco, you know, before the light 
goes. (Bos mutters a highly disrespectful wish concerning that work 
of Art.) We may see you again, before we leave for Verona. 

Mr. T. Verona? Well, I don’t care if I see Verona myself. | 
Seems a pity to separate now we have met, don’t it? See here, now, 
we ll all go along to Verona together—how’s that, Maup? Start 
whenever you feel like it, Miss Preypereast. How does that pro- | 

strike you? I'll be real hurt if you cann’t take tomy idea. | 

Miss T. The fact is, Poppa, Hypatia isn’t just sure that Mr. 
Prenpereast wouldn’t object. 
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Bob P. l—object ? Not much! Just what I should Ake, seeing 
Verona with together, D ew know! 

Miss T. Then I guess ’s fixed. (Aside, to Miss P., who is 
speechless). Come, you haven't the heart to go and disappoint my 
poor Cousin CHARLEY by saying you won’t go! He’ll be perfectly 
enchanted to be under vow— you ’ve filled up aii the vacancies 
already! (Aloud, to Van B., as he approaches.) e’ve 
Miss PrenpEreast to join our party. I hope you feel equal to 
entertaining her ? 

Van B. 1 shall be proud to be permitted to try. (Zo Miss P.) 
Then I may take it that you with me that the function of the 
future American fictionist will They move away, conversing. 

Podb. (To Cuicn.) I say, old fellow, we ’re to be travelling com- 
pone, again, after all. And a jolly good thing, too, J think! 


an 
Culch. Oh, h’m—quite so. That is—but no doubt it will be an 
advantage—(with a glance at Van B., who is absorbed in Miss P.’s 
conversation)—in—er—some respects. (To himself.) Hardly from 
r dear Popsury’s point of view, I’m afraid, h! However, 
if he sees nothing——! (He shrugs his s 8, pityingly. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Pocxet-Booxs for next year are coming in. Which for choice ? 
** Solvitur ambulando” should be the resolution of the difficulty, 
given by one firm at least, that firm being *‘ Watker.” They are 

dy, and conveniently pocketable, but to ‘‘ The chiels amang ye 
taking notes,” plain leaves no fruit, and no dates, we sh 
say, would be preferable. ey ’re reasonable prices, and you can’t 
—peet to get ’em for nothing; if you do—**‘ WaLkzR!”’ 
e Baron highly approves of Messrs. pz La Rue’s pocket-books. 
aceasta It is pleasant to 
———_ ====—=— have something 
— : a ~ jn one’s pocket, 
— : even if only a 
; F \ & boo As to 
account - books 
and diaries—well 
enter nothing 
therein but what 


who adopt this 
rule will not find 
} their memoranda 
h overcrowded at 
the end of the 
SR ie be 
i! happy, while we 
My can, and good 
‘luck to you, 
wa Ladies all, in 
1892. Leap 
ear!’’ quoth the 
3aron. ** Over 
» you go, like the 
villagers in the 
German story, 
, . " after the sheep, 
into the sea of matrimony, where may you all get on swimmingly.” 
propos, Mesdames BLYTHE Gay say that the Christmas Number 
of Woman, produced As ste of women, is as full of attractive 
power as the Magnetic y herself. 
** AnrowsmiTH’s Shilling Sensational, by ‘a New Author,’” 
noth the Baron, ‘‘ would, methought, serve pour me distraire.”’ 
The ‘* New Author” uses the re bly new device of a mole on 
the lost child’s breast. Isn’t that original? Miss Bor and Miss Coz 
are lost, and found, ‘‘Have you a mole on your left breast?” 
“Yes!” ‘Then it is both of you!” ing! So useful is 
the explanation that ‘‘ Hanwell is a little village, a few miles from 
London.” Perhaps it is the locality, there or thereabouts, where 
this thrillingly interesting tale—which could have been told in 
pages, and needn’t have been told at all—was written. Well 
well, *All’s Hanwell that ends Hanwell,” and “I’ve galloped 
through a worse story before now,” quoth the Baron, yawning, and 


so to ° 

In John Leech, His Life and Work (Bentiey) Mr. Farrn quotes 
from an anonymous but obviously not an original authority, the 
dictum, ‘‘ It is the happi of such a life (as Leecn’s) that there is 
so little to be told of it.” Mr. Bewrizy has produced two handsome 
volumes worthy reputation of his ancient and honourable house. 
enshrine admirable uctions of some of Lercu’s best 
selected by the trained 
are and will remain the 





sympathetic eye of Mr. Frrra. 
chief attractions of a work to which 








the] Baron,'in common with the civilised worl been “looking 
forward to with interest, and of whose realisation he regrets ‘to hear 
so disappointing an account from his trusty ‘‘Co.” It is difficult tofind 
dates in this higgledy-piggledy chance-medley of facts and opinions. 
But we all know that Leecu died in October, 1864. i 
Punch’s pages that he found the true field for his heaven-born genius 
For twenty years at least he 
was one of the most pro- 
minent, best known, and 
Barely within: that period 
urely wi at 

there must lie to the hand 
of the dilligent seeker 
material for a memoir 
worthy to be linked with 
the name of Jonw Lexcu. 
Mr. Friru has not given us 
such a book, and criticism 
is only partly disarmed by 
the comical reiteration of 
confession that he has failed 
in his appointed task. For 
what he has to say in the 
way of making known to 
the world the man Jonn 
Leecu, a very thin volume 
would have sufficed, even 
had he included the more \ 
useful of his remarks on ° 
Lercn’s work and his 
method. But there being 
two volumes to fill, Mr. 
FRitH paaty summarises . 
The Physiology of Evening Turning Over the Pages. 

Parties, by Mr. Atsert SuitnH; Mr. Sponge’s Sporting Tour, and 
other not very high-class literature, whose only claim to being re- 
membered is that Lexcn illustrated them. Of The Marchioness of 
Brinvilliers, ALbERtT Smiru’s attempt to rival the attractions of the 

Jewgate Calendar, Mr. Fxrtu positively gives two whole chapters! 
He allots one to the Bon Gaultier Ballads, and nineteen mortal pages 
to telling the Story of Miss Kilmansegg, with copious extracts from 
that easily accessible work. 

This is not Memoir-writing, it is book-maki The reader 
ean skip these chapters, and, diligently searching, will find here and 
there a ray of light thrown on this utiful placid life, weighed 
down as it was from earliest manhood by fami y circumstances at 
which Mr. Frrrn delicately hints. ‘ Give, give!” was, truly, the cry 
of the daughters of the horseleach. There are, however, several 
other anecdotes contributed by personal friends of Lercn’s, who 
have come to Mr. Frrrnm’s assistance, and succeed in the main in 
making the book an interesting one, as giving the outside world 
some glimpses of a sweet and manly character. The volumes are 
crowded with illustrations. These are Lercn’s own work, and make 
the volumes worth more than their published price. 

THe Baron ve Boox-Worms & Co. 











TO EVANGELINE, 
On, come and be my Queen, I shun the soup tureen 
And share my lot And pine for you ; 
In some artistic cot At pudding, joint, and stew 
At Turnham Green, y face turns green— 
EvaNGELINE! | What do the symptoms mean, 
EVANGELINE ? 


7 rah oe If PA ates penid come between 
- ve and me, 
And many a table small ee fd dhanti So be 


And folding screen 


Shall on its floor be seen, No more serene, 


EVANGELINE ! 


EVANGELINE! : 
With nitro-glycerine 
Your beauty ’s dazzling sheen I'll i my flight, 
Upsets me quite— Or else 1 will ignite 
Of late my appetite Some Magazine— — 
Has wretched been, Some P: Magazine, 
Evanoe.tng! 


EvANGELINE! 





An Aunt at Will. 

[A lawsuit has been occasioned in India through white ants devouring a will.) 

Ir is usually supposed that Australia is topsey-turvey mad, but in 
India it seems that matters also go oy contraries, w compared 
ay vee rhage of : ure at +~ —_—s nae boss ae 
in Caleutta through white ants devouring a 2 our 
Aunts (who are gan: a aie wills (bless thea and we 
devour them, or at least live on proceeds. 
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Papa (to Friend from Town). 


**Tuere, my Boy, THAT "8 WHAT YOU OUGHT TO Do! 


ie t,o” 


DEAR CHILD! 


GET A Grex, AND COME OUT WITH THE HovunpDs!” 


Little Daughter. ‘‘On, Para, TAKE CARE You DON’T Fai Orr, aS You DID THE OTHER Day! 








KATHLEEN AND PETRUCHIO; 
Orn, Suaxsreare BALFOURISED. 


Petruchio . Mr. BALroun. 
Mr. Jackson. 
Mr. GLADSTONE. 


Kathleen . Hrpeenta. 


Haberdasher . . 


Petruchio. Thus have I politicly begun my 
reign, 
And ’tis my hope to end successfully ; 
My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty ; 
| And, till she stoop, she must not be full- 
gorg’d, 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 
| Another way I have to man my haggard, 


‘To make her come, and know her keeper’ 8 | 


call ; 
That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 
That bate, and beat, and will not he obedient. 
She plays no tricks to-day, nor none shall 
Ay 
Last } she ruled not, nor shall next 
Session ; 
Resolute government is the only way 
To smooth these stormy spirits. 
All the same, 
After the hurly-burly, I intend 
All shall be done in reverend care of her ; 
rey in conclusion, she shall have her rights, 
If she will cease to rise, and rail, and brawl, 
And with her clangour keep the world awake. 
This i - me way to kill her wrath with kind- 


And thus 1 1’) curb her mad and headstrong | 
humour.— 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 

Let him speak out! "Tis time the kingdom 


knew ! 


| Petrue 
foreign B loe 


a <~ The more my wrong the more flaunting. 
his smile a oe Why, ’tis a coal-vase or a bushel-basket, 
How doth he madden me—and master me !—/ A fraud, a toy, a trick, a verdant fool’ sca: 
I—I, who never knew how to submit, 
Nor never fancied that I should submit, . 
Am — for strife, stupid for lack of 


ruggle, 
With te kept bridled, and with Order 
saddled 


A Phrygian cap. Fie, fie! ’tis crude and 


Away with it! Come, let me have a sm er! 
Kathleen. I'll have no smaller: this doth 
fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear such hats as these. 
Petruchio, When you are gentle, you shall 
have one too,— 
And that, which spites me more thau all these | But of another pattern. 
| Grumio (aside), 





Mine, to wit. 
Kathleen. Why, Sir, I trust I may have 
leave to speak : 
And speak I will. I am no child, no babe: 
| Your betters have endured me say my mind, 
And, if you cannot, best you —, your ears. 
| My tongue will tell the craving of i heart, 
Will we return unto thy father’s house, Or else my heart, concealing it, a 4 reak ; 
And ruffle it as bravely as the best, And rather than it shall, I will be 
| With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, | E’en to the uttermost, —at least in al! 
With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and| Petruchio. Why, so thou art. But’tis a 
things (bravery, | altry hat 
With orange "tissue trimmed with true-blue | This F st A would fob off on thee. 
| Eschewing wearing of the green,—that’s/|I love thee well, but Ae, he loves thee not. 
| Kathleen. Love me or love me not, I like 
He waits thy loving the hat 


leis And it I will ait or I will have none 
To deck thy body with his boxed-up treasure.| Grumio (aside). Then is she like to go 
A cap es mine own choice, come fresh from bareheaded long! 


| (Left arguing. Sequel—some day. 


stints, 
He does sy under name of perfect love ; 


As who #)ould say, if I should have my will, 
| "T'were deadly sic ness or else "present death. 


Petruchio. Katuirrn, thou mend’st apace! 
And now, my love, 


very. 
medi =~ there ! 


It will b Coome thee better than a crown. 

| "Tis my ideal. (Enter v 2m ) Well—| 

| t would you, |, Over Oxp Frrenp Once More.—Mrs. Rau 

her. ‘Pens is “the b hat the lady did | has lately taken to cont Gok She says, 

| however, that she doesn’t much care about 

this was moulded on a | goin on first nights of new pieces, as the 
ek’ are full of Crickets. 
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SWAIN Sc 


KATHLEEN AND PETRUCHIO. 





Karuteen. ““I’LL HAVE NO SMALLER; THIS DOTH FIT THE TIME, Perrucnio. ‘‘ WHEN YOU ARE GENTLE, YOU SHALL HAVE ONE TOO, 
AND GENTLEWOMEN WEAR SUCH HATS AS THESE.” BUT—OF ANOTHER FASHION.”—Shakspeare Balfourised. 
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PAUL PRY IN THE PURPLE. 
(Extracts from Letters found in a German 
Post-bag. ) 


To a Bishop. 

Ir has occurred to me that your ser- 
mons are not quite as good as they 
should be. You do not seem to i 

our subject with sufficient strength. 
have not time to come, to i to you, 
as ve other pressing ents, 
and uently write foun leeemay. 
Still, I believe 1 have good reason fo 
my strictures. However, that you ma: 
have an excellent example upon whic 
to model td discourses in the future, I 
will myself visit your cathedral at a near 
date, and occupy your pulpit. 1 will 
wire ten minutes before I arrive with 
my sermon. 

To a General. 


I congratulate you upon the success 
of the recent mancuvres. Nothing 
could have been finer than the manner 
in which the entire Army saluted me 
on my approach. Perhaps the bands 
might have played the National An- 
them half-an-hour longer or so, but for 
all that, the effect was excellent. And 
now I have got a really splendid idea, 
And you must help me. I want to 
order all the troops to another part of 











| ELECTION 


f 


| RESULT 


CONSERVATIVE. 


The G. O. M. Illuminated by a Ray of Sunlight (Soap). 





the country without telling their offi- 
cers, and then, when oz least expect 
general assembly. It 

when the 


petcare Ae yf And sha’n’t we laugh! 


one until we have had our fun. As an old soldier who has deserved | sentence, ‘‘ Farewell to all kind friends in front.” 
well of his Fatherland, I rely on your discretion. 
To a Theatrical Manager. 
I was at the performances in your play-house the other evening, | who will ride his fayourite two-wheeled 
and, as I told you at the time, was not at all satisfied with the repre- | vehicle while he sings a song intro- 
that when I had time I would jot down | i manner the 


sentation. I informed you 
my complaints, and I am now 


does she wear gloves? The Low Comedian does 
not make the most of his part. 
walk about with a band-box. 
he not seize the opportunity to Fee it on a| 
chair and sit upon it? This woul 

cal effect. I have seen it done, and it made | letters) a number of interesting astro- 
me laugh. Please let him sit upon the band-| nomical facts at the instigation of his mirth- 
If he sits down accidentally | 
the effect will be heightened. It will be very 
the way, let all the box-keepers 
give programmes free ¢ ae to officers and 





comi 
box for the future. 
funny. By 

es under forty. 


appear on parade without any soldiers! 
But mind, not a word to any- | taneous motion a sufficient number of labelled milk-cans to spell the 


keeping my promise. I 
the costume of the Tragedy Queen—her heels are too high and why 


. . theatre again to attend a rehearsal. 
wire ten minutes before I come, so that you may have proper time to 
call your company together. Till then, you incompetent sausage, 


you can enjoy your Lager and pipe in peace ! 


To a Doctor. 


I have been reading some of the Medical Journals, and I am not 
quite sure whether I think your manner of cutting off a leg is the 
It may be, but, on the other hand, it may not. 
communicate with me, and I will fix a date 

y within six months), when I can see 
By the way, do not go 


ou cut off another 
as early as I can— 


your patient, and give you my opinion. 
your rounds until you hear from me, as I may want to see you at 


any time. 


To a Coach-builder. 


You don’t know how to make a carriage. The other day I thought 
of a — idea, but, for the moment, cannot remember it. How- 
I i with square wheels. At ms 
e@ any more carriages until I call. 
will come as soon as I can—probably before Spring twelvemonths. 


ever, I tancy it had to do 
rate you had better not 


To a Relative. 


Had not time to answer your letter er _I do 


I hate people who do 


with you. 
Whe nit chend io tour 00k. ond leave mine alone ? oS yes to pet 
] to visit you in State! B80 you 


take care, J will arra 
mind what you are about ! 





They will be so’ ment with instruction. 


5 | EAST DORSET 





be such a joke to see the commanders (bearing on their sides painted 
Theiy last 


cons 


PROGRAMME OF THE CYCLOPADIC 
CIRCUS. 


(Under the Immediate Patronage of Lord 
Salisbury. ) 

Tae Members of the School Board of 

Little Peddlington have the honour to 

, in deference to the ex- 


announce 
pressed opinion of the 


Premier oF THE Unrrep Kryepom, 
that it would be wise to substitute Cir- 
cuses for school-rooms in the provinces, 
have arranged for the holding of 
A GRAND SCHOLASTIC GALA, 

ma scale of sepperedented i- 
Somme The Mem have engaged, at 

i expense, that admirable 
Artist, 


Tue Covrrer or Born tHE Giozes, 
who will, during a rapid ride on a 
retired cab-horse, exhibit and explain 
a series of gigantic maps of 

EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AND 

AMERICA, 

This Star Artist will be followed by 
that talented troupe of relatives who for 
many years have drawn enormous crowds 
to performances under the assumed 
but appropriate name of 

Tue Bounprxne BRorners oF THE 

SPELLING- BEES, 


it, you and I will order a| They will go through their marvellous feats in tossing barrels 


letters), and thus combining amuse- 
act will be to keep in simul- 


This marvellous 


| double quartette will be followed by 
THE ARITHMETICAL BICYCLIST, 


ducing in o dng 


on’t like | tiplication Table. 





He has to 
Now why does 


have a very | (with the assistance 


proprietor. This talen 


soon be at the 


t 
I will Tent 


jubilant conclusion by 


This sweet-toned 

vocalist will be succeeded by 
The Star-loving Pig att 
Comical Herschel. 


In which the former will spell out 
i i card 


ie by 


Mul- 





voking master and 


performer will be followed by 


THE UNIVERSAL KNOWLEDGE QUADRILLE. 

In which the entire troupe will appear on horseback, and go through 
he programme of studies (proficiency in which is required by the 
Standard) without a single mistake. : 

The performances will then be brought to an appropriate and 


A Silver Collection in aid of the Rates ! 








STANHOPE is ex 
Before 


cenaries by his own 


means? My Pater 


thought 
whic 


to be allowed to 
twelve. 


QUEER QUERIES.—Ovr Derences.—I am informed that Mr. 
ted shortly to go abroad, ‘‘i® order to recruit.” 
Can even the blindest military optimist any longer deny that the 
British Army is a nefarious imposture, when the n 
forced into an ignominious attempt to raise a body of foreign mer- 
rsonal efforts ? 
Screntiric.—Could you kindly tell me what ‘‘ the Great Ice Age’ 
me to hear some fellow lecture about it the 
other day, but I couldn’t understand much of what he said. I 
e 


inister for War is 


Havr-pay Parnsor. 


wes pans to talk about strawberry ices and lemon ices, 
1 like awfully, but he didn’t even mention them! Don’t you 
think twelve is the great Ice Age—I mean the age when boys ought 
eat as many as they like? 


N.B.—I am just 


Tommy 








not in the least 


ir own business. e use of Schools.” 


for 


Worrn Srxemo.—We understand that to the Exhibition of 
‘* Instruments of Torture,” and now on view in 
lately added. the Medici Collar, a Piano Organ, and a ‘* Shakspeare 


London, have been 





better 





= Mem. sy “Tae Orrictat Recerver.”—" Firm as a Rock” will 
not be hencefarth a proverb of universal application. 
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ELECTION FEVER. A VICTIM’S VICISSITUDES. 
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TRAN-SLATED. | 


(Being a newly-discovered fragment of an old Greek | 
Play, supposed to be a very early ‘‘ Agamemnon.” ) 
. . * 7 . 
Cly. The coals I bought as Wallsend are not so. 
A - Thus groundless hopes vanish—like in smoke. 
Cly. You speak in words mysterious, lacking sense. 
A f The sense is patent to the reasoning mind. 
Cly. And yet I paid for them upon the nail. 
ig. What matter, if the price was far too low ? 
Then call you eighteen shillings low for coal ? 
fers ae ** Prime —_—— ae 4~ you | 
asten! In passing ‘long public way [expect’ 
I saw a notice telling of these coals 
It called them ‘‘ ever-burning 
Could put them out when once they were alight, | 
Because they were ‘‘ the best the world uced,”’ 
I purchased some. Ai! ai! They turned out slates. | 
My household maidens by Prometheus swear 
They never saw such stuff for lighting fires. 
What of it is not slag, that part is slate, 
And slated should they be that sold it me. 
Moreover, when with anger I remarked 
To those who bore the sacks upon their backs, 
Within our cellars to deposit them, 
That they had better bear their loads away 
Seeing I ordered coals, not lumps of slate, 
They answered that, if they refused to burn, 
They might be useful for a Rockery ! 
So now they have the shillings, J the coals. 
. And having them, we have no household fires. 
. What then todo? Yow sit with idle hands. 
. I cannot turn to Wallsend bits of slag. 
vy. But you can seek the Archon, and denounce 
The man whose cunning robs our hearth of flame. | 
. (going out). In what you say not nothing I perceive. | 
omen, in hunting cheapness, capture costs. 
Cnorvs. STROPHE. 
The puny race of men 
Soars, in imagination, to the skies ; 
While tackling Science and Theosophy 
Their hands the coal-scoop grasp! 
Corvus. ANTISTROPHE. 
From high Olympus Zeus 
Smiles at the perjuries of coal-heavers. 
Not always is the cheapest article 
The one that turns out best. 


( ‘ly. 


th. 





A BOARD-SCHOOL CHRISTMAS. 
(An Anticipation of the not very Distant Future.) 


Ir was a very unseasonable Yule-tide. Instead of the 
old-fashioned mild weather that had been the constant 
companion of Christmas for many years, the ground was 
covered with snow and the river blocked with ice. How- 
ever, thanks to modern improvements, the artisans had 





not been impeded in executing their four hours of labour 
| a8 provided by a recent statute. They had been sitting 
| at their Club (su by the State), the news- 
| papers purchased out of the rates, and were only annoyed 
that no food and drink was supplied them free gratis and 
for nothing. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD WISH TO HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 


‘‘ WELL, Goop-Byz, Miss Smirn. TELL THE OTHERS I WAS VERY SORRY NOT 
TO FIND ANYONE AT HomE—A—A—A—EXcEPT You—a !” 








** It would never do,”’ said an old workman, who remembered the eight-hour 
day that used to prevail at the end of the Nineteenth Canbany - ** You see were 
we to have beer at will, the brewers’ draymen might complain. It was once 
attempted, but the Licensed Victuallers made such a disturbance that the idea 
Pandoned.” 

‘* There is something in what you say,” observed a second workman ; “‘ but, 
for the life of me, I don’t see why the Nation shouldn’t provide bread.” 

**No, there you are out! ’ cried athird. ‘I am a baker, and anything that 
interferes with my industry won’t do.” 

And so they talked, discussing this and that, until all the subjects of the leaders 
in the daily papers had been exhausted. It was then that one of the workmen 
suggested a walk and a pipe on the Embankment. AR 

So they lounged down the main thoroughfare of London, with its pleasant 
cafés and well-appointed restaurants, and came to the conclusion (for the fiftieth 
time) that it was far better than anything of the same kind in Paris, or any 
other of the capitals of Europe. They had all been abroad during their State- 
assisted vacation, and consequently had the chief towns of the world, so to apeale, 
at their finger-tips. As they sauntered along, they came to a group of half- 
starved, Sambulsting performers, who were giving an entertainment to a crowd 
of bystanders. It was not a good programme. First a young woman in rags, 
played on an old piano, with decent precision, some extremely difficult variations 
of Cuorry’s Funeral March. She was followed by aman who painted a portrait 
of a leading statesman indifferently well. Then another man jumped into the 
river, and made his way in the cold water with the ease of a fifth-rate professional 
swimmer. Then a second young woman recited something or other in German, 


| with an atrocious English accent. And the whole concluded with a lecture upon 


chemistry (given by a seedy-looking old man), which was illustrated with some 
but feeble experiments. : 

On the balance the performance was a bore, and the public were rather pleased 
than otherwise, when a police constable ordered the troupe *‘ to move on.” The 

r people gathered together their impedimenta and prepared to obey the officer's 

Pehest. It was then that the performers came face to face with the artisans. 
There was a cry of recognition. he, 

“ Why, ould you believe it! *’ exclaimed one of the workmen, ‘‘if it isn’t 
Satty Jorgs, and Tommy Brown, and Norau Jenxrys, and Harry Suirn!” 

The well-fed and the starving cordially greeted one another. Then there were 
mutual explanations, and the old man who had lectured upon chemistry had his 
say :— 
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‘You want to know why we are all starving, and why we are so County, U.S.A. 
| mentary terms of “ Crarsvs.”’ 


much worse off than you, although we were educa at the 
same Board School ? 
made up your minds to follow the occupations of y 
became builders, bakers, coal-heavers and paviors.’ 

‘** Ah, we did that,” sighed out the elderly workman, ‘‘ because 
we were too backward to attempt anythi 
clever people like you! We couldn’t play the piano, and paint and 
| swim, and go in for chemistry. We were not clever enough, and 
had to put up with passing a very low standard.” 

‘Thank your lucky stars it was so,” exclaimed the 
tears in his eyes, ‘‘ for your fate is happier than ours, 
fifth-rate, and can do nothing else. We have no chance against those 
who have been born to this kind of thing, and we have forgotten how 
| todo your work. So we are starving, and——” 

But here the old man was interrupted by a policeman, whoordered 

- ow m to moveon. And on they at’ Half one way 
| half the other. 


OUR OWN FINANCIAL COLUMN. 


“*Crasvs” has vanished! We can scarcely find it in our heart 
to add anything to this distressing statement; but for the sake of 
| our readers whom he may have induced to ise his financial 

schemes, we give a few slight details of the disaster. 
| Four days ago enormous piles of letters to arrive at our 

office. They were addressed to ‘‘ Crasvs,” had been sent on to 
us from his 
last address 
marked 
** gone away ; 
try office of 
Punch.” We 
opened them. 
y were 

all threaten- 
i letters. 


’ 


ist, with 

















thing 

you since [| 
sent you my 
cheque for 
£10,000? 
Unless I re- 
ceive a reply 
withina 


at the last ad- 
dress given 
to us by 
**Crasvs.” 
It was some- 
where in the 
Mile End 
Road. We 
arrived, en- 
tered, as- 
cen the 
stairs, and 
_jfound in a 





raehewewaisnevetappeied 
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FOLKUS & LENS. Re CHEAPSIDE.EC. 


Portrait of “‘ Creesus.” 

three used half-penny stamps, a false nose, a pair of whiskers, and a 
large sheet of paper on which were written only these words: ‘* Sold 
Again ”—which obviously referred to some financial scheme or other. 
On inquiring of the landlady, we heard that her lodger had departed 
| two days before, taking with him two large heavy wooden 
chests. He had ised to return. We then consulted police. 

They are very reticent, but consider they have got a clue. 
And here we owe it to our rs to make a confession. We have 
him entirely on the 
a whole bevy of 








Bank- Managers 


of the Pei-ho Provinces, of 


I will tell you. It was because you very wisely of the 
You | intimately for a considerable number of years. Indeed 
jeducated together, and not a day has 
our meeting. 
better. We were not|for the responsible position of financial director of a 


| * Crassus,” 


back | say, on Mondays, Wednesdays and 





of Dodge | Sportsman out shooting,—why ‘‘ Pop’ 


——<——=!a2 


All these gentlemen wrote in the most compli- 
**He is a man,” wrote the Manager 
Dodge County Bank, ‘‘ whom I have had the honour to know 
; » We were 
since then without 
I beg to state that I consider him thoroughly fitted 

: "Gigh-clacs 
appearance is aristocratic and 


Metropolitan paper. His person 


prepossessing, his manners have about them a distinction which 
| impresses all who meet him, and his dress, though modest, is always 
| pleasing. be 
é are all| of the highest advantage to him in unrave 


His complete command of ewe Sag! languages must 
ing the tangled skein of 
international finance.” Acting upon such testimonials we engaged 
We have now reason to believe that we have been 
made the victims of a gross and cruel deception. An expert in 
handwriting, whom we have consulted, gives it as his opinion, that 


and | every single one of these recommendations is in the handwriting of 


‘“*Crasvs” himself, and the police, after protracted inquiries, have | 
assured us that the Banks, whose supposed managers ad us in 
favour of ‘‘ Crasvs,” never had any actual existence at all. 

All we can do now is to assist justice by publishing herewith | 
the photograph of ‘‘ Crassus.” We apologise to all whom he may | 
have deceived, but we do not hold ourselves responsible for any | 
damage he has caused. We shall publish no more financial | 
contributions in the meantime. Ep. 





ENGLISH AS SHE IS SUNG. 


Mr. Puncu, Srr,—If I start a butcher’s business, and give my shop | 
the special title of The Welsh Meat Shop, is the great British Public | 
so narrow-minded as to expect me to sell them only Welsh meat, the 

sroduce of Welsh farms only? If so, the 
Public, with all due respect, is a hass. For 
if I who have to live,—though perhaps others 
may not see the necessity for my existence,— 
by my ‘rade, find that the Welsh meat, 
which the Public had expected to be ready 
and waiting, is not forthcoming, only one of 


-| two things can I d ; the one is to shut up ‘ § 


shop (which I won’t), and the other is to 
Pa my intending customers with French, 
ndian, English, Irish, Scotch, American, 
Australian, New Zealandian, Cape Colonial, 
in fact with any meat I can get from any- 
where, and as long as it is toothsome, and I 
can afford to sell it at an average price, why should it not be sold 
at my Royal Welsh Meat Shop? 
When I call my shop The Royal Welsh Meat Shop, do I thereby 
bar myself from dealing in English or foreign meats? Do I bar | 
myself from dealing in Indian pickles or China oranges? No, 
certainly not; nor do I bar myself from selling neckties, gloves, 
ginger-beer, and Brazil nuts. So, when a House of Musical Enter- 
tainment is styled The English Opera House, it must be understood, 
‘all to the contrary nevertheless and notwithstanding,” to mean 
an English House where Opera may be performed, and not a Theatre 
where only English Opera is Housed. * y soul can not be fettered,” 
as the poet says,—what poet, I don’t know and don’t care, but he said 
it, whoever he was, and he was right. If there is no English Opera 
for my House, then I get a French Opera, or a Dutch one, just as at 
an oyster-shop—but perhaps this is not quite the illustration I should 
like, as, at an oyster-shop, they do ask you which you will have, 
“* Natives,” or ‘* Seconds,” or ‘‘ Anglo-Dutch” ; and, when you can’t 
afford Natives, you put up with an inferior quality at a lesser price. 
But if that oyster-seller called his shop ‘* The Native-Oyster 8 “oe 
should I have any ground of action against him for selling any other 
oysters except Natives? No. But then he would ask me “If I 
wanted Natives or not?”’ And if I said ‘* Yes,” he would give me 
Natives. Nowl admit I do not ask the Public atthe doors Which will 
you have? because I may not be able to have an English Opera always 
on tap, so to speak. Metaphors a bit confused, but you know what I 
mean. If I had a few English Operas on tap I might turn ’em on, 
Pridays: English by English 
Composers on those days, and on the other days, any ee y | any 
Composers. But if the Publie won’t come on the English Opera 
nights, and will come on the other nights? What then? hy 
obviously I must keep my Natives (if I have any) in a barrel, and 
deal only with the foreign supply. ‘* Blame not the Bard’’—I mean 
blame not the patriotic man of business, but let our cry be “‘ Art for 
Art’s sake,” and the English Opera for ever! that is, as long as Art 


and English Opera poy. ours, 
A Manacer First ayp Ayyrurye You Like AFTERWAERDS. 
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WELCOME ALWAYS, 
KEEP IT HANDY, 
GRANT'S MORELLA 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


OF ALL DEALERS. 
Be sure and ask for GRANT'S, and doen't be put off 
with inferior makes. 









FIRST QUALITY 
CHAMPAGNE. 


T0 SAVE THE TEETH, USE DAILY 


THOMPSON and CAPPER’S 


DENTIFRICE 
WATER 


Reantifies and Preservos the Tertn. 
i rts a Sweet Fragrance te the Burara. 
sooling and Refreshing to the Moura. 
Kea takes away smell ef benapte. 
NB —— fanned of coy the first liquid Dentifrice 
+7 has led to many insvaious 
t . ecessary for rehasers to see 
C.'s signature band on h Bottle. 
nettien, To Oe ts. Od., 40. Gd., and Ss. 6d., of all 
Chemists and Stores, or sent, post free, from 
4, BOLD STREET, LIVERPOOL. 





insta on 





-JEWSBURY & BROWN’S 


Oriental = 


FRERES’ 





“EXCELLENT—of Great Value.”— Lancet, June 15, 1880. 


CONCENTRATED 


PEPTONIZED 


NUTRITIOUS, 
DELICIOUS. 
DIGESTIBLE. 


Gold Medals, 1884, 1886. 


FOR TRAVELLERS, 
pony ges Aad 


COCOA ano MILK 


Tins, 1s. 6d. and 2s. 6d., obtainable everywhere. 


SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. 





THE 


G. B. 
DIABETES WHISKY 


Contains no Sugar. Is not stored in Sherry Casks. 
Por DIABETES, GOUT, & KIDNEY COMPLAINTS. 
“Certainly seems to deserve its name." —Laxcer. 
48s. per Doz. 
CARRIAGE PAID. 


GEO. BACK & OO., 
Devonshire Square, 


London. 





OLD. 


This Grand 
Old Whiskey 
is a blend 


famous High- 
land Small 
Stills. 


60s.the Dozen, 
Cash only. 

sty attoms tatetagi re 8 Rete | 

RICHD. MATHEWS & CO., 


% and 25, HART 8ST., BLOOMSBURY, W.C. 
Sold by all Leavino Mencnanrs throughout 
Ivpta and ‘ irs 








26s. the Gall., | 
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LEA & PERRINS’ 
SAUCE. 


The Original and Genuine Worcestershire Sauce.” 
For HOT and COLD file 

MEATS, 
GRAVIES, 

SALADS, 





WELSH 


"Toe Bean 


Signature is on every Hottie = anne iene the Genuine 
and Original 


EERINGS stom 


CopENHAGEN 


Gerry BRANDY. 
The Best Liqueur. 








Seth eaty in bounse Postot, 
conditi 


om. Ask at all Tobacco Sellers’, Stores, & 





and 2, 4,8 ounce, and 1-1b. Tins, which keep the Tobacco in fine smoking 


c., and take no other 


SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED AGAINST IMITATIONS. 
The Genuine bears the Trade-Mark, “‘ Nottingham Castle,” os every Packet and Tis. 
PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CICARETTES, i Packets containing 12, and Boxes of 24, 

The following extract from the “ Review or Revisws,’ * Nov., 1800, is of interest te every Smoke: 

THE PIPE IN THZ WORKHOUSE —The picture drawn by our Helper of the 


work. puffing away at an empty pi 


who coup hon Hw ps, and signs 


» has touched the hearts of seme of 


poor old i ~ 
our 

the Al imeelf “ Old Screw, mys: “ Lhave been « Sea or e 

ae Sa mber of the Review ae Marirws for 9 es pome Penpris Epo ig salon rok 
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y the ordinary ctantabde, Tam 


scheme of yours appeals at once to the 
l would at @ otart 
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*PLAYER’S NAVY CUT’ (this fs Eosen an ady 


7 | coniiler rr BEST sMoK 
ertisement 


I enclose, therefore, a cheque for the amount.” 

















SF ENoLIsi 
I PERFUME 


Always Refreshing, Sweet and Lasting. 
PRICE 4/, 2/6, 5/, & 40/6 per Bottle. 


To be had of all Perfumers, Chemists, Ge 


WHOLESALE—R, HOVENDEN & SONS 
BRANERS STREET, W., & CiTY RoaD, EX 
LONDON. 








UAM-VAR 
WHISKY. 


THE FAMOUS OLD SCOTCH 
TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


USED IN THE PALACE AND THE GHIZLING. 


THE BEST FOR CAMP, MOOR, OR LOCH 
Highest Awards 
Recommended by the Medica! Faculty 
INWES & GRIBVE, EDINDURGH and LOND 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLISH 


THE OL DEST AND BEST 
“Tap Qvers " (the Lady's Piprevaner) ° ‘feels n 
in recommending it 
by Grocers, Lronmongers, Oilmen, & 
Manufactory—8HEPFIELD 


DEN BRONZE HAIR. 


lovely nuance “ Chitain Fone*e 
nd fo Halt ir of any colour by using ARING. 
only by W. WINTER, 472, Oxford 6¢., 1 
0 bs. GA, 10e, Od. Zig, Vor tinting grey or fo 
Hair AMINE ts invaluable 


HOWARD 


BEDFORD 
PORTABLE RAILWAY 


























USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES. 


~ BEST 
FOOD 


FOR 


INFANTS. 


In Tins, 1s., 28., 58., and 10s. each 


SAVORY & MOORE, tonoon, 


AND BOLD EVERYWHERE 
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The late editor of the Sanitary 
Review, writing on “ The Consumption 
of Cocoa,” warns the public against 
the use of foreign cocoas containing 
following 
CADBURY 


alkali, and makes the 
allusion to the 
Baotnenrs :—“It is the 
practice of this famous firm to send 


pure, of the 


firm of 


aim and 


out cocoa absolutely 


highest quality which art will permit.” 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 
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CADBURY'S COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE, THEREFORE BEST. 
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Tom Noddy’s Christmas Nightmare. By G. du Maurier. 
Zisop Up to Date. Six Tableaux. By Linley Sambourne, 


MR. PUNCH’S CHRISTMAS NUMBER AND ALMANAGK. 


Now Ready. "lat Sixpence. 
Mr. Punch’s World’s Fair. By John Tenniel. &: ree Page Pictures. By Harry Furniss. 





PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 
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CADBURY Bs COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE ruererorE BEST. NO CHEMICALS USED. 


A Doll's Diary. IUustrated by J. B. Partridge. Numerous 


other 


Calendar for 1892, By Edward Reed, Illustrations, 
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at the General Post Office as a Newspaper.) 
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the dierent Vubac Supply Companies 
mrcen. ® _Fasounicn Wane & Co., 15, Bedford g LONDON, ENG. 
" MR. PUNCH ® “LOTTERYTURE! 3 MENIER —_—o— 
“GUESS THE TITLE,” . FINEST SITUATION. 


f gretunsty Mustested cht ma tery of dramatic 
pest ; FOR B R E A K FP AST. evens LUXURY ano 
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2 a AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS CUISINE. 
MR. HENTY'S NEW STORIES.| ore AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. VERY MODERATE 
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Redskin and Cow- boy: 4 Tale of the 
Te eo Seeeeees DAiLy Consumption, 50 Tons. 
The Dash for eevee A Tale of ' j > 
witous'y Sows Seuomanee ena d.aee, | SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 
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ita Hy G evry. With 
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=F ie Fee DRESSING BAGS. BUTTER: R-SCOTCH 


Shop “—Lady on ogue 
Ladies qh admire a* Breath of Flowers’ 


pang. 
& cparate sche fe 
NZ, \outha Hees os . Res: ire shoud takes Past night and morn: ae 
€ * (tat an ~ 
" IN /e 27, Chancery Lane, W.C. @ %O BF Ontsinen or aut A S CoeGistaorng 


THE STANDARD ars 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. — Cc c 


mt. 7) li CELLULAR 


Accumulated Fund, 71 Millions Stg. eon + 
ddlamimg. | EE 


CELLULAR | 


nd Most Succefa 
\ oo 


























=z 
© 
~ 
©o 
uJ 
~ 
© 
c 
fo 


THE IMITATIONS OF “VINOLIA” SOAP ARE 
EVERY ONE OF THEM ALKALINE, STATEMENTS 
EDINBURGH, 3 Gcorge 6t. (Mesa omes)|| TO THE CONTRARY NOTWITHSTANDING, AERTEX SHIRTS 


LONDON, 63 King William Street, B.C. This shies is made of the patent Cellular fabric, with 
“ fittings of the best linen. It is invaluable for evening | 

eo 3 Pall Mal) East, 6.W. wear, as it gives perfect ventilation combine ed with 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackvilie Street. o— complete freedom from the dangers of = and cold | 
which are inseparable fiom the ordina 


s & Agencies in India & the Colonies, dress shirt. Ilustrated Price List of 


Cellular goods, with names of i60 Country Agents, 
sent on application. 
MONTE CARLO ROBERT SCOTT, 4 & 15, Poucrar, Curarsipr, EC 
e OLIVER ERKOS., 417, Oxroup Sr., Lonpcs, W 
COLT’S NEW HOTEL |VETROPOLE HOTEL VETROPOLE EDWARD PARRIBI by contract trap 
monstacture of his Syrup to Surine & Sons Le 


UNITED STATES Public are cautioned that a number of infer 7 r 
NAVY REVOLVER "se OPEN jow OPEN arr fee the’ original er = | 


for the <I or the purchasers should ask ears by Savine & Sox 


for House Protection, Travellers, and 
cal. uptius aha ah other @® cal ap LQ 
, COLTS LICHTNING ‘MACAZINE RIFLES. AS a ae Nd ak ae: SOUIRE’S 


ININLSIANI P 


FOR 




















* and Small Game, Kook shooting, and 
Sans ot Practic ¢, are anew for accuracy and 
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burgh, and Dublin in itn). Price Listiee. 
COLT’S FIREARMS CO., 
3 Glambouse St, Mesadily Great Landen, W. ST Hq FETE E & COMPY'S. SPECIALITIES— Bottles, FO OD 


2/-, 3/6, and G/-, 


THE FINEST TONIC DIAMONDS, white and modern cut,  e FOR DELICATE CHILDREN. 
3 ieee RUBIES of the pigeon'’s blood colour, sents oe Feces Peer Pon 

PER BRAVALS Stites = anita SQUIRE & SONS, 
semracetna ae. , dll SAPPHIRES of the _true blue colon Her Majesty's Chemists, 

FER BRAVALS wo soa cose 13, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 
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| mead of praise, which likewise they bestow on FLoxence MaRRryat’s 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue Baron's Assistants say that of the Christmas works published 
by Messrs. Hurcnrwson & Co. they can and do recommend 7he 
Children of Wilton Chase by L. J. Mrav, to which they accord their 


The Little Marine and the 
Japanese Lily, a book of ad- 
ventures in the land of the 
Rising Sun, which will delight 
many rising sons fur whom 
chiefly was this book intended 
There are always ‘* more ways 
than one,” and so Where Two 
Ways Meet there is like to be 
a puzzle, solved in this instance 
by the authoress, Saran Dovp- 
NEY. Put down the books! 
Come to the festive board' 
Down—(the right way of 
‘ course) with the mince-pie and 
‘\ plum-pudding! Strange is it 
that the oy of so —— 
"enjoyment, the very types o 
Christmas good cheer, should 
themselves be so *‘ down in the 
mouth” as invariably are 
Mathew Mince-pie and Peter 
Plum-pudding at this festive 
season. And they being gone 
and cleared off. enter a gentle- 
man ing the unusual and 
remarkable name of SmrrH— 
— og as ‘* Tom” 
oa la of that ik—and then 0 
King Cracker the Millionth, of the the crackers! ‘ But uy act 
Bonbon Dynasty. keep the secret,” whisper the 

Baron's Assistants, and they strongly advise everyone not to peep into 
this boite a surprise until Christmas Day itself. So, for SPaRa@na- 
PANE's ‘‘charming confections, which,’ as the Baron's young lady 
clerks, BLytHE and Gar, observe, “‘are in the very highest style of 
‘High Art’; and the same Mr Spare-na-patn’s Darkest Evening, and 
How to Get Out of It, will be tidings of comfort and joy to many a 
holiday-making household.” Baron DE Boox-Worms & Co, | 
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A TRULY ROORAL OPERA. 


Sorry, indeed, are all London lovers of music at the sudden 
departure from our midst and mist of Cavalleria Rusticana, the 
Rustic Cavalier. It is no comfort to us to be told that the Kustic 
--. Cavalier will gointo the provinces and appeal to the 

/={ country, His province at present should have been 
to remain in London, where, with nothing to speak 
of in the way of mise-en-scéne, he— that is; his 
composer, Pretro Mascacni—has made a decided 
hit. Wise was our Signor Laco “‘ al factotum” in 
= ~~ | this, and knowing, too, must he be in 

is use of Windsor soap to have so ily ** taken 
the cake.” Nay more, did not Her Gractovs 
Masesty absolutely retain a Royal Box at the 
Shaftesbury up to the last night of the run of this 
one-Act Opera ? ** Ah, bravo, Figaro, bravo 
bravissimo! Fortunatissimo !”” What a treat, 
too, to hear again the ** Che faro,”’ which brought 








down the Curtain, and brought down the House, on this termination 
to Giuck'’s Orfeo. Strong, indeed, must be the Caralleria to be 
successful after the Che faro: but it was. 
The Overture, the solo sung, by way of novelty, behind the | 
Curtain, by T'urrppv,—(what a name! like the commencement of a | 
comic nonsensical chorus! Tourkripu ought to have been in love 
with Tulla Lieti. and have behaved badly to Tralala. ** But this is | 
another story.”)—the choruses, and most of the concerted pieces are | 
charming; and, above all, the intermezzo, which, were the piec: 


in two Acts, would be the overture to the Second Act. is simply so|dving? The quotation is:— 


fascinating, that without a dissentient voice from a full house it was 
warmly and 


sign of conceding a supply toa fresh demand. None of the solos. | 
except the one sung behind the Curtain, are particularly catching, or | 
dramatically effective. Mile. Etanpr. as Santuzza. acts and sings | 
well; and Signor Bertrst, wit 
BaRa’s Alfio the Mule-driver is histrionically just about 
Of course it will not be long ere we hear .it again, av 
vastly improved conditions. 


our second National Anthem ‘ 
about “ Britons never being 4) 


heartily encored, and would have been called for «| Heaven’s command, Arose 
third time had the judicious Signor Arpitrt shown the slightest |from out the szure main,” 


L h a good vwvice, is about as stiff in| sooner some parties ‘who won't 
action as a rustic Cavalier would naturally be; while Signor ae baggage, and take possession of the 
erfect. | chance, . | 
under | oecupation when thoroughly dry. No Agents need apply. Ground- | 
| Swell Landlord, Neptune, C. district.” 


A MAYOR AND OLD HUNTER. 


Last Thursday the Fishmongers gave a banquet in their hall to the 
Duke of Beavrort and other Masters of Hounds. But why should 
the Fishmongers thus publicly advertise themselves as ‘* going to the 
dogs.”” What fishly a-tin-ity 
is there between hounds and 
herrings, except in the run- 
ning of adrag? However 
the Lord Mayor improv 
the occasion, which we dare - 
say, judging from the liberal ° 
hospitality, or, in this in- 
stance hoss-pitality, of the 
Fishmongering Corporation, 
searvely required improve- 
ment, to inform His Grace & 
of Beavrortand othernoble @ ~ae 
sportsmen that he too was a 
hunting man, and that Lord Mayors of London ought as a rule to 
be hunting men if they would keep up the ancient traditions of their 
office. Why doesn’t his sporting and equestrian Lordship revive the 
‘* Lord Mayor's Hounds”’ of the time of Grorer tne Frnst? The meet 
might be in Leadenhall Market, or in a still meater place, Smithfield, 
and a bag fox being turned out, they might, on a good scenting day, 
have a fine burst of a good forty minutes, taking Houndsditch in 
their stride away across Goodman's Fields. then away across Bethnal 
Green, tally-hoing down Cambridge Koad, and then with a merry 
burst, into Commercial Road East, gaily along Radcliff Highway, 
and running into sly Reynard in Limehouse Basin, Stepney! 
Yoicks! On hunting days there would be a placard on the Mansion 
House door with the words, ** Away!” And of course there 
would be a list of the meets a ded to all the usual notices. Let 
the present Lord Mayor start this, and his Mayoralty will indeed be 
a memorable one. 





THE HYPNOTISED LOBSTER. 


‘Mr. Exnest Hart said, in a recent Lecture, that snakes, frogs, and lobsters 
could be hypnotised like human beings 
’Trs the voice of the Lobster, I hear him complain, 
That hypnotic suggestion is on me again ; 
I was mesmerised once. and behold. since that time, 
I have yielded myself to suggestions of crime : 
I have compassed the death of an innocent ** dab,”’ 
And attempted to poison an elderly crab. 


Youll not wonder my tricks give my rel ‘tives shocks, 
And they ’re holding a meeting just now in the rocks 
To decide whether I, who was once quite a saint, 
Should be put, as the say, under restraint. 

I intend to go there in the midst of a trance. 

And, may | be boiled, but 1’ll lead them a dance! 


It’s a terrible thing, when to virtue inclined, 

That some vile Mesmeriser debauches your mind; 

When awake I recoil from the things that I've done, 

Such as serunching the poor little mussels for fun. 

In these fetters pypeete a foe holds me fast, 

aes ‘ll find that they ’ll hang me, in seaweed, at 
t. 











WELCOME, LITTLE STRANGER! 


Last Friday there appeared a startling paragraph. announcing 
the first appearance of a New Island. Appropriately, it was on the | 


face of The Globe. The in- 
telligence came to us vid 
Marseilles. Did it come up 
to the surface ready fur- 
nished for occupation, as in 





slaves” Britain isdescribed as * 


2 oF ; 
£ = i id 

or words to that eff-ct), She os : 
‘the Island) came up with a ready-made charter, and was open to 
be taken furnished. If this is the case with the new Island, the 
m'ss-d” pack off, bag and 
operty, the better. It’s oa 
urnished. Quite ready for 


“When Britain first at 








“Island to Let. Ready 





VoL. cl. 





; 
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THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE. 
(Modern Political Version, a longa way after Mai lowe.) 
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**CoME LIVE WITH ME, AND BE MY LOVE, ‘*Tuar Lanp Rerorm, ALLoTTED F1£Lp, 
AND WE WILL ALL THE PLEASURES PROVE AND VILLAGE COUNCILS SOON MUST YIELD.” 


j Awxp thou shalt sit at ease, and mock A Charity less harsh and cold THE NYMPH’S REPLY. 
The Tory Shepherds of the flock, To warm thine heart when thou grow’ st old. (Some way after Sir Walter Raleigh.) 


. _ ’ ’ 
i — = _ oe A chance upon the land to dwell, Iv I were sure ’twere sooth thou ’st sung, | ; 


age Free, independent, faring well ; That truth were on thy silvery tongue ; 
And I will give thee cots most cosy, And if these raga may thee move, These pleasures must my — move 
Of structure sound and aspect rosy ; Come live with me, and be my love! To live with thee and be thy love. 


True homes, salubrious if not garish, in Mites an ae i 
Aad peaper tntbutnae tn the wantah. Though Tory Swains thy vote may crave But art thou sure the Allotted Field 


To thee still the Landlord’s slave, A present —— will yield, 
One-Man-one- Vote, the Ballot, School, If ’s joys thy mind may move, Making a lady of a thrall, 
And rating on a fairer rule ; Come live with me and be my love! As dreamed at the Memorial Hall ? 
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Thy Village Council, Cottage " 
Present in pn ag ry aa 
But promises so oft are rotten ; 

I ’ve oft been wooed—and oft forgotten ! 


Free vote, fair rating, om ahedl, 
Good wage, intelligent self-rul 

These are enticements me a move 

To live with thee and be thy love. 


If thy zeal lest, if in, hoteed, 
Fire thee m 
Then such pam re ts my “pt ei move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 





A Lost _Opportcnity.—During a recent 
cause célébre in the Divorce Court the 

Gticeer wes asked by Sir CHARLES RUSSELL, 
oc » Sake “‘ Did he do anythin P 
to Chik the reply was, ‘He took up a t- 
cellar and threw the contents in vi face.” 
Mr. Franx Locxwoop, Q.C.,M.P., V.P.T.P.C. 


has been lamenting ever since that he could 
not have ap 
out that a 2 See 
dicted, ‘ 


as amicus curia to point 
until flatly contra- 
en as prima ‘facie 
evidence of a salting her.” 





CHRISTMAS NUMBERS. 
After a Very Old Nursery Model. 


One, two, crimson and blue ; 
wo, irewilynees ree ; 
Three, four ore ; 
Four, ‘five, pe ging sel ; 
ay six, spectres from Styx ; 
Six, seven els from heaven ; 
he eight, ‘extra plate TP 
Eight, nine, wassail and wine ; 
Nine, ‘ten, pencil and pen ; 
Ten, eleven, commercial leaven ; 
Eleven, twelve, “* high-art”’ shelve ; 
Thirteen, fo pictures of 


““WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST.”—No, 5 


WHEN, AFTER LUNCHING SUMPTUVOUSLY AT A STRANGE HOTEL IN A STRANGE PART OF | 


in; | THE COUNTRY, IT SUDDENLY OCCURS TO HIM THAT HE HAS LEFT HIS PURSE, WITH ALL HIS 
MonerY IN IT, IN THE Mart Tran Gornc Norra. 











ILLEGAL FICTIONS. | 


a ge Office, ns 4 after the trial of | 
innock y. Chapman and 

Publisher. We have at our best attention to your Manuscript | 
of a three-volumed novel, called—let me see, what did you call it ? | 
Oh, yes, here it is! !—ealled, Haunted by Sizteen Goblins, and we are | 
afraid it yh (pained). Won't do: | 

iterary Aspirant (pame on’ f 

Pub. (calmly). No. Won't do a bit—at least, not in its present 
form. ou see, you — a Pirate Chief, named Captain 
Wiprree, who lives at Sin and who murders the mate, the 
steward, five the, Passengers of the (Jolly Seamew, 
the vessel that he comman appropriates five million dollars 
belonging to his employers, soe vessel’s owners. 

it. Asp. Quite so. I thought those incidents would be rather 
one... They’re so new. Do you object to the murders, or what ? 

Pub. dear no! But now this name, Captain Wriprree. 
(S ta Boe -) Are you sure there is — whose name is at all 
like it, and who also resides at cowpeas 

Lit. Asp. 1 any F ~~ name quite by - a I’ve never been near 
a = ae in my 

P (relied) Mind to hear it. One has to be so careful nowa- 
days. Here’s an Army List—let us see if anybody called WitprirE 
fi sinit. Ha! What’sthis! ‘ ee wane 217th Hussars.” 
(Gazes at Lit. Aspirant stern/ ¢) Is your Captain WILDFIRE 
intended as a caricature of Major WiipMay, Sir, or is it not ? 

—— Asp. (astonished). Why, of course not! I never heard of the 

Pub. Very likely at We should hear of him precious soon if 
we publish our novel as it stands. 

tt. Asp. But what reason is there to su 

MAN has ever been to Singa) ? And a ean a captain of a 
a like the Jolly Seamew be cuntened with a Major in 
the Arm 0 has —— commanded a vessel in his life ? 

Pub. doggedly). All very well; but the name must come out. 
Then I don’t like this description of the Ninth 6 Goblin at all. Where 


Scene—Interior o 


this Major Wrxp- 


is it? Oh, here! (Reads.) ‘‘Even the cerements of the tomb 
enveloping the form of the Ninth Goblin could not hide—nay, seemed 
rather to bring prominently forward—the malignant oapes ion of 
the one-eyed face with its crop of red whiskers, beetle brows, and 
| low rors forehead 
4 tb a wrong with 
. pverytanag 
about with red whisk Ww 
bring actions of libel. 
we - a. But my Goblin has‘ mony one 
ell, so may they. re 


! There are 
ieoshantin and they ’ll all 


e. 
al, to taking one eye out 
’s over, if they thought it’d help 
them to get money out of us. There may be a fellow called Mr. 
GosLIn somewhere, too. Oh, no; it walt Ay at all. All the 
chapters with the Ninth Goblin in must come o 

Li it. Asp. (aghast), But that would spoil the ‘book —it would mean 
leaving out half of it. 

Pub. Yes, it would reduce the bulk, no doubt. In any case we 
could not produce it in a three-volume form. But we are bringing 
out a series of cheap fictions, and we might include yours. 

Lit. Asp. (making the best of things). Well, some good books 
have appeared in a s uilling form. 

Pub. Yes. But it’s not a shilling form we should propose 


ott  wtting it back when the bs 


| 


| 
| 


“lots of ae 





The | 


fact is, that there is a great run on Penny Novelettes just now, | 


and— 

Lit. Asp. (rising). And 
Sizteen Goblins as a Penny Novelette ! 

Pub. Certainly, and _ in view of the risk of actions for libel, you 
would have to pay the printing-bill, and give us a contract of 
indemnity in case your Captain Wildfire did turn out to be een 
with some retired pirate who feels himself hurt at your deseri 
¥ ou don’t think much of the proposal * Well, nor do we of the 

to tell you the truth. Ta, ta! 
[ Disappears into nner room. 
his novel, and exit. 








Morro ror THE Divorce Covrt.—Marry, and come up! 





ou dare to propose bringing out the | 


| 
Literary Aspirant slowly folds up 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. XIX. 

Scewe—The Tombs of the Scattonns at Verona. A seedy and 
roluble Cicerone, who has insisted upon volunteering his services, 
is accompanying Miss Trorrer, Bos Prenpercast, and Cct- 
cuarp. Jt awarm afternoon, and Cutcaarn,. who has been 


intrusted with Miss T.’s recent purchases —two Italian blankets, 
and a huge pot of hammered copper—is not in the most amiable 
if moods. 


The Cicerone (in polyglot). Ecoo, Signore (pointing out the inter- 
laced ladders in the wrought-iron railings), V échelle, la scala, c'est 
tout flexible—( He shakes the trellis}—molto, molto curioso ! 

Calch. (bitterly, to the other eg I warned you how it would be ! 
We shall have this sort of thing all the afternoon now ! 

Miss T. Well, I don’t mind; he’s real polite and obliging—and 
that’s something, anyway ! 

Culch. Polite and obliging! Now I ask you—has he given us the 
slichtest atom of valuable information yet ? 

Miss T. 1 guess he's too fall of tact to 
wish to interfere with your special department! 

The Cie. (to Cotcuarn. who L inmedher 
way). lei le tombeau di GIOVANNI DELLA 
Scava, Signore. Verri grazioso molto mag- 
nifiqne, joli conservé! (He skips up on the 
pedestal, and touches a sarcophagus.) Non 
bronzo —verde-antique! 

[Nods at Covcuarn, with a beaming smile. 

Cutch. (with a growl). Va bene, va bene— 
we know all about it! 

Bob P. You may; but you might give 
Miss Trorrer and me a chance, you know! 

The Cic. Zees, Marmor di Carrara; zat, 

Marmor di Verona—Verona marbre. Mar- 
Trvo Parmo a fait bitir. (Counting on his 
Angers for Coucnarn’s bexefit.) Quattuor 
dichiémé secolo—fotteen ! 

Culeh. Will you kindly understand that I 
am quite capable of estimating the precise 
period of this sculpture for myself. 

The Cic. Si-si, Signore. tore Bontyo 
Da CaMPIGLIONE. ( With a wriggle of defe- 
rential enthusiasm.) Bellissimo scultore ! 

Miss T. He's got an idea you find him 
vurry instructive, Mr. Cconicmarp, and | 
guess, if you want to disabuse him, you ’d 
better do it in Italian. 

Culch. I think my Italian is equal to con- 
veying an impression that I can willingly 
dispense with his society. (Jo the Cie.) An- 
date via —do you understand ? An-da-te ria’ 

The Cic. (hurt, and surprised). Ah, Signore! 

[He breaks into a fervent vindication of his 
value as guide, hilosopher, and friend. 

Miss {setts he’s endeavouring to 
intimate that his wounded self-respect isn't 
going to be healed under haff a dollar. And 
every red cent | had went on that old pot! 
Mr. Cotcaarp, will you give him a Pomel of 
frances for me? 

Culeh. I—er—really see no necessity. He’s 
done nothing whatever to deserve it! 

Bob P. ‘eagerly). May I. Miss Trorrern? (Producing a ten-lire 
note.) This is the smallest change I’ve got. 

Miss T. No, 1 guess ten frances would start him with more self- 
respect than h~’s got any use for. Mr. Ccicaxp will give him 
three . that’s one apiece—to punish him for being so real 
mean. 

Culch. (ind’gnantly). Mean? because I——! (He pays and dis- 
misses the Cic.) Now we can examine these monuments in peace— 
they are really—er—unique examples of the sepulechral pomp of 
Italian medie@valism. 
| Miss T. They’re handsome tombs enough —but considerable 

eramped. I should have thought these old Scallywags would have 

looked around fora roomier burying lot. (Zo Cvicuarp, who 
shivers.) You aren't feeling sick any? 

Culch. No—only 
“* Seallywags”’ for 
chea 


ined by such a travesty of a noble name. 
ALIGERs seems to me, if I may say so, a very 

orm of humour! 
ws T. Well, it’s more than cheap—it isn’t going to cost you a 
cent. so I should think you’d appreciate it! 

Bob P. Haw—score for you, Miss Trorrer ! 

Culch. 1 should have thought myself that mere personality is 
hardly enough to give point to any repartee—there is a slight 
difference between brilliancy and—er—brucality ! 


* Bellissimo scultore ! ” 


Bob P. Hullo! You and I are being sat upon pretty heavily, Miss 
TROTTER. 

Miss T. I guess our Schoolmaster’s abroad. But why Mr. 
Cuicaarp should want to make himself a train out of my coverlets, 
I don’t just see—he looks majestic enough without that. 

[CuLemarD catches up a blanket which is trailing, and says bad 
words under hie-breath. 


At the Tomb of Juliet. 


Culch. (who is gradually recovering his equanimity). Think of it! 
the actual spot on which Romeo and Juket-SmsxseRane’s Juliet— 
drew their last breath! Does it not realise the tragedy for you? — 
Miss T. Well, no—it’s a disappointing tomb. reckoned it 
would look less like a horse-trough. I should have expected Juliet’s 
Poppa and Momma would want, considering all the facts of the case, 
to throw more style into her monument! = 
Culch. (languidly). May not its very simplicity—er—attest the 
sincerity of their remorse ? : 
Miss T. Do you attach any particular meaning to that observation 
now’ (Cuicuarn bites his lip.) I nctice this 
tomb is full of visiting cards—my! but ain’t 
that curious ? 

Culch. (instructively). It only shows that 
this place is not without its pathos and 
interest for most visitors, no matter what 
their nationality may be. You don’t feel 
inclined yourself to —— ? 

Miss T. To leave a pasteboard? Why | 
shouldn’t —~ any all night, for fear she ’d 
return my call! 

Culch. | producing a note-book). It’s fanci- 
ful, perhaps - but, if you don’t mind waiting | 
a little, ] should like to contribute—not my 
card, but a sonnet. I feel one on its way. 

Bob P. Better make sure the tomb’s 
genuine first, hadn’t you? Some say it isn’t. 

Culch, (exasperated). I knew you'd make 
some matter-of-fact remark of that kind! 
There—it’s no use! Let us go. 

Miss T. Why, your seem as sk 
as those lizards there! I hope Juzrer won't 
ever know what she’s missed. But likely 
you li mail those verses on to her later. 

[She and Bos P. pass on, laughing. 
* Culch. (following). She only affects this 
vulgar flippancy to torment me. If I didn’t 
know that—— There, I’ve left that infernal 
pot behind now! 
[ Goes back for it, wrathfully. 


In the Amphitheatre; Miss Prenperaast, | 
Popsury, and Van BoopELER, are seated | 
on an upper tier. 


Podb. (meditatively). I suppose they | 
charged highest for the lowest seats. Wonder 
whether a lion ever nip up and helped 
himself to some fat old buffer in the Stalls 
when the martyrs turned out a leaner lot 
than usual! 

Van. B. There’s an ingenuous modernity 
about our friend’s historical speculations that 
is highly refreshing. 

Miss P. There is, indeed—though he might 
have spared himself and us the trouble of them if he had only 
remembered that the podium was invariably protected by a railing, 
and occasionally by ewrtpi, or trenches. You surely learnt that at 
school, Mr. Popsuryf 

Podb. |—1 daresay. Forgotten all I learnt at school, you know! 

Van. B. I should infer now, from that statement, that you 
enjoyed the advantages of a pretty liberal education ? 

Podb. Ut that’s meant to be cutting, [ should save it up for that 
novel of yours; it may seem smart—there / 

Miss P. Really, Mr. Popsury, if you choose to resent a playful 
remark in that manner, you had better go away. ‘ 

Podb. Perhaps I had. (Rises, and moves off huffily). D— his | 
jlayfulness! ’Pon my word, poor old CuLcHaRD was nothing to that 

gear! And she backshim up! But there—it’s all part of my 

obation! (Here CutcHarD suddenly appears, laden with 

ullo' are you moving, or what? f ; 

Culch. | am merely carrying a few things for Miss Trorren. | 
(Drops the copper pot, which bounds down into the arena.) Dash | 
thething! .. . ( Returning with it.) It’s natural that, in my position, | | 
should have these—er—privileges. (He trips over a blanket.) Conf— | 
Have you happened to see Miss TrorrEx about, by the way ? 

Podb, Fancy | saw her down below a now—with Bos. I expect 
they ‘re walking round under the arches. 
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Culch. Just so. Do you know, Popsvry, I almost think I'll go | 
down and find her. I—I’m curious to hear what her impressions of 
a place like are. a scene, you know,—so full of asso- 
ciations with—er—the splendours and cruelties of a corrupt past— 
must produce a bo effect upon the fresh untutored mind of an 
Amerian girl, eh ? 

Miss T.’s voice (distinctly Leo arena). I'd like ever so much to 
see Buffalo Brat ran his Show in here—he’d just make this old 
as P's voi (indistinctly fi Imost f 

iss P.’s voice inctly from topmost tier). Almost fancy it 
all... . Senators — equites — populus — ti... yellow sunlight 
striking down t vellarium ...crimsoned sand .. . mirmillo 


fleeing before seeutor ... DiocteTtan himself, perhaps, lolling over 
at all events! Sighs. 
But then she’s no end of a classical swe 
Culch. (put: 
Podb. 1 don’t, old chap—only I’m afraid she does. Suppose we 


on cubiculum... &e., &e., &e. 
Culch. The place appears to excite Miss PrenDERGAST’senthusiasm, 
Podb. Rath-er! you 
know! ighs. 
ting his arm through Popsury’s.) Ah, well, my on 
Popsvury, one mustn’t expect too much, must one ? 
toddle back to the hotel, eh? Getting near table d’ héte time. 
[They go out arm-in-arm., | 





"ARRY IN ROME AND LONDON. 


A kuxp Correspondent calls Mr. Punch’s attention to the fact that 
’Arry the Ubiquitous vr up even in the Classics, as ARRIUS, in 
fact, in Carmen Ixxxiv. of CatuLtus. How proud ’Arry will be to 
hear of his ical prototype! Our Correspondent ‘‘ dropping into 


Yes! Your Cockney is eternal ; 
Arnrivs speaks in ’Arry still : 
Vaunts ’is ** hincome”’ by dg 
‘“* Hartful ” tricks hup ’Olborn ’IIL 
How well he is justified may be 
seen by a glance at the text of 
CatULLvs :— 
DE ARRIO. 
‘**Chommoda” dicebat, si quando com- 
moda vellet [sidias : 
Dicere, et ‘* hinsidias’’ Arnnivs in- 
Et tum mirifice sperabat se esse 
locutum. 
Cum, quantum poterat, dixerat | 
** hinsidias.”’ 
\ Credo, sic mater, sic Liber avunculus | 








ejus, 
Sic maternus avus dixerit, atque 
avia. 
CaTULLus, Carmen |xxxiv. 


Which—for the benefit of ’Arny 
himself, who is not perhaps familiar 
with the “Lingo Romano ’’—though 

know something of a ‘* Ro- 
dear to certain young sports- 
men, though not dearer to them than 
other caterers,—may thus be very | 
freely adapted :— 


’Arry to Hoxford gives the aspirate still 
He cruelly denies to "Ighgate ’1ll ; 
Yet deems in diction he can ape the ‘‘ Swell,” 

And “* git the ’ang of it” exceeding well. 

Doubtless his sire, the ’atter, and his mother, 

The hupper ’ousemaid, so addressed each other ; 
For spite of all that ing Board Schools teach, 
There seems heredity in Chhaer speech. 


*Arry the Go in his Swell 
oga-ry. 





Freperick THE Great at Buriineton Hovse.—‘ Bravo, Sir 
President of the Royal a ayy A says Mr. Punch, U.P.B.B., 
enthusiastically ; ‘‘a splendid lecture, Sir, that of yours last 
Thursday, given to the architectural and other Academical students, 
who, acting upon your advice, should be each one the architect of 
his own fortune. Your sharply dashed-off portrait of The Grand 
Monargue, the ‘ Roi Soleil, majestic in the many-storey’d wig,’— 
the King being built up quite mon-architecturally,—‘ which encircled 
his retreating brow,’ was masterly. More power to your elbow, Sir 
Frepentcx—that is, if you require it. Mr. Punch, Universal Pre- 
sident of Brother Brushes, fraternally and cordially salutes you.” 





Latest oy Massace.—Our friend, Mrs. Ram, says she will not be 
“sham pooh’d ;” she will be either really pooh’d, or not pooh’d at all. 





“THE BIG BIG D.” ENCORED. 


Mr. W. S. Gripert ought to have been engaged as Counsel in the 
— v. Duplany divorce case, when, attired in his wig, gown, 
and bands—Arruvur Svtuivan's full bands of course—he could 
have put the question which Mr. Gru had to make a pint of putting, 

t.e., a8 to the occasional use of strong 
] uage. Set librettically, ** Firenza 
la bella” would have answered in her 
sweetest strain and with her most be- 
witching Florentine manner, ‘’ I never 
use a big big D.”” To her the Counsel, 
not Mr. Grit but Mr. Gri-nert, would 
have musically, ‘* What 
em. ee hn the fair x oe 
ing on consideration, ‘' Well,— 
hardly ever!” Then the chorus, led 
by the vy Sir 
joi in all 
Court, w 
rtion of the 


Francis Jeune, and 
the Jeuniors of his 
have wound up this 
prossedings, if not 
y, at least tunefully. For 
~ . future reference, it would be known 
as “the Big Big D-ivorce Case.” How such occasional musical 
outbursts would lighten the labours of the Court h many a 
tedious case! And in a cause un peu célébre like this, where there is a 
crammed house and enthusiastic audience ready to take every point 
and risk possible expalsion rather than remain quiet, what a relied 
such a burst of song would be to everybody’s pent-up feelings and 
bottled-up excitement. The comedy is all very well, but the finale is 
tragic, the last scene of all being from the historical subject with 
modern application representing ‘* Manrus seated among the ruins 
of what might have been a happy domestic life. 


pf 


os 





A PANNICK IN GILDHALL! 


We’ ve jist bin and had sitch a Pannick in the City as we ain't not 
had since the prowd and orty Portogeese threttened to stop any more 
old Port from leaving of their shores, unless we guv ’em up ever so 
much of the hinside of Afrikey. Ab, that wasa pannick that was, 
and all us Waiters felt it severially, but her Majesty's Guvernment, 
seeing at wunce the sollem natur of the t, made such terrems as 
settled the hole affair, and Port went down as ushal. 

Well that was bad enuff in all , but it was nothink to 


| what we has all bin threttened with, from the Lord Mare on his 


throne of power to the umblest waiter of his 
royal estaberlishmunt. I herd ony last week from 
the Gildall , 80 it must be trew, that ever 
so many of what ’s called Comishunners of Suers 
had eum a tearing down stairs from their place 
up above, a cussin and a swearin like mad, | 
becoz the Kumpany as was a jest beginnin for 
to lite up our streets with Lectrissity, had writ- 
tin for to say as they coodn’t get it dun for 
more nor another year. Well that was bad 
enuff for them as likes that tell-tail lite, ** but 
wuss remanes behind,” as the Pote says; and | 
reelly ardly x 


to be beleeved when I says, 
as they threttened not to lite up onered Manshun Ouse to the | 


| werry last! and as the gas has all a bin taken away, there wooden | 


have been not no lites, and uently not no Dinner in that 
grand Ome of Horspitallerty, not for twelve long weary hungry | 
munse ! 

The shudder as run thro Gildhall when this was fust menshund, 
the Beedel tells me, was sumthink quite orful, and the langwidge 
used, ewen by anshunt Deppertys, sumthink not to remember, 
but sumthink to f as soon as posserbel. 

However, a gentle reminder from them as could do what they 
threttind, whether it was six months’ hard, or suspenshun from 
wun of their own tall, Pp , brort them all to their 
sewen senses, and everythink is to be reddy for the fust State Bank- 
wet at the reglar hour on the reglar day ; and so the dedly wroth of 
the grand old un is and there is no longer enny 
tork of a mighty of hindignent Welshers a marching u 
Town to awenge the dedly hinsult with which their poplar 
eg ror cleverest. Depputys said to “Ah, M 

un of our w 6 sai me,— . Mr. 
Rosert, if our cual s had veal 2Eeamiee all our light, I shoud 
indeed have said, with the Pote, Habsent Homen !” pind 

I didn’t kno a bit what he meant, but I rayther think it were 
sumthink seesonnabel about Ome sweet Ome, or about the likker 
**habsinth,”’ wich I don’t hold with. But I quite agrees oe him. 

OBERT, 


to 
on- 








A Rovat “ Happy Tuovent” m Decempen.—The Promise of Mar. 
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X =) On gentle hearts and spirits 


} The toll of love youll 3 
We trust that P oe fee 3 


prove fair, rosy, 
And life’s long pathway 
And loveattend the 5 pair, 
e young ‘* Promessi 
Sposs.”” 
| An English bridal it will be 
| When March brings round 


the spring time, 
And English hearts will hail 
a eo ; : 
e coming e ring-time. 
Punch—like his Prince —is 
** proud to think” 
It then will be his duty, 
Once more the fine old toast to 
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** For England, Home, and 
Beauty !” 





TWOPENCE PLAIN,—A 
PENNY COLOURED. 


Mr. Purcu, Howrovrep Sm, 
I HAVE just received a 
oopy of The Almanack, which, 
if | may say so, is worthy of the 
approach to the close of ‘the 
so-called Nineteenth Cen- 
tury.” Not to go further into 
particulars, I should say that 
**A Doll’s Diary” will be 
hard to beat in contemporary 
Christmas literature. 

It pg dh in- 
tention o ing this obvious 
remark that I break in upon 
your reflections. My purpose 
was moved by discovering on 
the front corner of this work 
of Literature and Art the 
legend, ‘‘Price 6d.; Inland 

_ 2d.” Looking at the 

cover which lightly bore 
the treasure o’er d and 
sea to this ancient town, I 
Fey ye that coming under 
the ‘foreign Postage rate,” 
lid. had served the turn. 

Vhence it appears, that had 
I, as usual at this season of 
the year, been at m pouty 
address, to be found in ; 
the Almanack would have cost 
me, or someone else (it is 

beside the argument), 2d. 
a . Whereas, being hundreds of 

SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE,” &c. miles away from the placid 

—— E te WHY DID you TELL RicHarp you ‘WEREN’r aT Home’ Just Now?” (Pause.) a } ~~ 8s 
Mamma. ‘“‘Wuxyx Six Fussy Doppgriper cattep! Why, Erne pear, Because ne Bores ME.” * per cent. a poe 
Ethel. ‘‘Om\" (After thoughtfully considering the matter with regard to her Governess.) ‘THEN May I SAY ain aa die tas eaaane of 

I'm wor at Home WHEN Miss Krux CALis TO-MORROW ! FoR s#z Borers ME AWFULLY!” labour were concerned, the 

i / Home! - fon far count recincts torn Ream _Pust-Caies, i 

“ ENGLAND, HOME, AND BEAUTY!” istiiecens anaten med um , pI age Senge ps = 

{I am quite proud to think that my son marries one who Beauty !—well, look upon that face, sistance of Belgium and Ger- 
was born in this country, has been educated in this country, Whilst PuNcHIvs Cupid hovers many, and of course shari 
und has the feelings of an Englishwoman.” —H.R.H. the With crowning wreath and genial grace, with them the plunder, 14d. 
Prince of Wales at the Civil Service Dinner.) Above the Royal lovers. is held to be the fair recom- 


Te Prince’s word will strike a chord Fair home-grown flower, bright English May, | Pe™s¢ for the immensely ex- 
Of sympathy and ry ne Whose A mt oe cheers ocaben tended labour. Isn't | this 
In English hearts. Not from abroad | And who will make *‘ wild March” so gay; something in the way of re- 
Young Clarence brought his treasure. Punch can right well remember. i versal of the ordinary trade 
He finds his May in British mead ; Betrothals many, bridals too, axiom, as who should say 
at ‘ ae pleasant a - Your lover's sire’s among them, Cd eas Plain; a Penny, 
1e old chorus once again to lead, And with a loyalty frank yet true. oured ‘ hain 
“Por Englan !” i In its immediate application 
gland, Home, and Beauty | Has generally sung them. it is © emall thing” People 
Eneland!—the fair betrothed was born And so for you he hath a stave, privileged to receive Punch’s 
Within the seas that bind us ; Latest of the bright bevy. Almanack through the post 
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will not quibble over a half-penny. But it is evident that a system 


which embodies an arrangement that needs only to be stated to have | 


its absurdity demonstrated, wants looking after. 


1 beg to give my friend, the new Postmaster-General, notice that, | 


as soon as the House meets, I shall put a question on the subject. In 


the meanwhile, and always I am, honoured Sir, your obliged and 


obedient servan 


, Tosy, M.P. 
Keaiserbad, Aachen, Monday. 








POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG. 

PERHAPS a version “‘ up to date ” (as the slang goes) of Our Village, 
may interest the supporters of the Statesman Mr. AcLanp, without 
annoying the admirers of the poet War Pryx. 

No. IV.—OUR VILLAGE. 
Arn—“ The Village on the ‘ Slow and Dirty’ 
Line.” 
For centuries the Village was maintained, 
without cessation, 


As oe See ae se ddock,”’ 
ust to yokels down 
But all that is tor altered, at the Radi- 
cal's instigation, 


We’re settling on a village which shal! 
ve the charms of town. 
It’s — on Democratic lines, it is in 
18 


et, 
Bat when Reform ’s set going, it’s a 
horse that does not stop. 
The House o’ Commons has pronounced, 
and though old Tories fuss, yet 
All understand the tyrant has the tip to 
shut up shop. 
Chorus. 
In the Village, new Village, a healthy 
little spot, smells are not, 
The home of rural Hygiene, where nasty 
Where Honer shan’t be the thrall 
Of the Vicarage and the Hall, 
In the Village shaped on Democratic lines! 


There bobbing to their ‘‘ betters’ shall 
not be an institution 
With the Jemmies and the Jessamies, as 


in the y; 
There ‘* W: ouses”’ shall civilise chawbacons—by ablution, 
And Drink-shops shall not freely tithe the ploughman’s paltry pay. 





There shall be a Parish Council by the householders elected, [comb ; 
Who will snub “‘the Village tyrant” and will cut the Parson’s 
And when once ’tis constituted such reform may be expected 
That a peas Hover in all sincerity may sing his ‘‘ Home, Sicect 
ome ; 


” 


| 


Chorus.—In the Village, new Village, the sanitary spot, 


A small self-governed commune with full powers to ‘‘ allot,” | 
A Free Library for all, 
And a handsome Meeting Hall, 
In the Village shaped on Democratic lines ! 
There the Labourer shall not half-starve on ‘‘ swankey ” and thin | 


ttage, 
With a proeet of the Workhouse when no longer he can work ; 
But shall have a fragrant pigstye, and a sanitary cottage, 
And a voice in local business which the big-wigs cannot burke. 
The rural working-man shall superintend his children’s schooling, 
And control long ill-used ‘“‘ charities,” and champion ‘* common 
Tights,” pooting. 
And, in fact, there'll be an end to Squire’s sole sway and Parson's 
And the rustie’s sole hope-beacon shall no more be ‘‘ London’s 
Lights.” 
Chorus.—In the Village, new Village, &c., &c. 


There the peasant politician with the Guardian shall grapple, 
And keep up the rural standard, and keep down the local rates ; 
The haughty Purch no r there shall lord it o’er the Chapel, 
And the Voluntary School shall find the level it so hates. 
In neat, with Local ee nent ~~ 7 , the whole Vilese ‘ 
grow virtuous, and prosperous, an ’ | 
And free fran Lome pressure, and the Parson’s petty ieee, 
The peasants shall no longer to the slums of London crowd. 
Chorus.—From the Village, new Village, a happy little spot, 
A home of peace and plenty, where eppeveren may not plot; 


’s room enough for all, 
And the “ hind” is not a ‘‘ thrall,’ 
In the Village shaped on Democratic lines ! 








| authority for saying that he has the 


| that in a new world I shall tind 


| the Justices of South Shields sentenced a vagrant verging 





A SAFE NOVEL. 
(With Interpolated Notes by Our Own Legal Adviser.) 
Carter I.—Tue Lovers’ Partine. 
THe sun was setting behind the towers of the church of 
| Greenborough-on-the-Dniblet. 

[It must be clearly and distinctly understood that this village is not 
intended to refer to any parish with the word ‘‘ green” introduced in 
the title — all incumbents of such livings being the most honourable 
and distinguished of men.] 

Two persons were bidding one another adieu. The first was a man 
in the prime of life wearing a suit of tweeds. 

Please note that the name of the tailor is not given, and it is not 
assumed for a single moment } Ge this refers to any individual 
in 


to 


e girl, for she was only a girl, wore 
a costume of t puritanical simplicity. 
(Again no dressmaker is singled out for 
discussion. 
They were both in tears. 
had come for their parting. 


tirm of hair-dressers. } 
For a moment the 
ing Phebus as he 


were silent, watch- 


of purple and gold. 

is refers to the mythical God of Day, 
and is not to be confounded with a member 
of a 


well-known firm of manufacturers of 


Then they spoke to one another. 
** Zozrmus,” she murmured, 
‘and is this our last meeting f ”’ 
(The name of Zozrmvs was selected for 
the hero because it is an uncommon one, 
and consequently unlikely to be con- 
founded with any more frequently-used 
designation. If by an unlucky chance 
there is a Zozrmvus, he is assured that 
the coincidence is purely accidenta 
**T am afraid it must be so, my 
WwoLFA,”’ was the heartbroken response. 
{Again the name has been chosen on 
the same lines as the selection of Zozimvs, 


bl 


softly, 


taken as having reference to both.]} : fs 

‘And so you are going across the sea in a boat?” she queried, 
trying to smile, in spite of her blinding tears. 

[No boat in icular is intended, and we have the author's 
test respect for every official 
interest. 
y, ‘it is my father’s wish, and I trust 

greater prosperity than I have been 

able to achieve in dear old England.” APE 

No reference is made in the above to any weekly publications, 
although, perhaps the World and England may have been taken as 
titles for Saturday journals. Before passing this passage, we re- 
ceived the assurance of the author that he felt the deepest esteem 
for the Editors of the periodicals thus inadvertently mentioned. } 

** Well, my beloved, you will soon see me; and, dead or alive, | 
shall be by your side in the spirit.” 


connected with the shippi 
** Yes,” he returned, Radi 


It is a purely fancy portrait.) | 
For the hour | 


Ri [It is necessary to state that by “' part- | 
ing ’’ no reference is made to any existing | 


escended in his glory | 


‘Dow. | 


and the explanation above given may be | 


[this passage is not intended to single out any particular firm of | 


distillers. 


“We ‘tall meet again,” he cried, pressing her frail form to his | 


breast. ‘* Indeed we shall meet again.” a. al 
[It must not be assumed that there has been a misprint in the 
above passage, and that reference is made to any particular firm of 
butchers. } 
And so they parted ! 
(To be continued in our next, after consultation with our Solicitor, 








A few days since 
upon 
seventy years of age, to fourteen days imprisonment with hard 
labour—a matter to which attention was called when the Coroner 
held an inquest in the gaol on the poor old fellow’s body. It would 
be interesting to know the names of these ‘‘ un-worthies,” so that 
they might be gibbeted as a contrast to the sentiments that will 


prevail when Christmas ushers in a time of peace and good-will ! 


Wirnovt THe ComPLiMEentTs or THE SEASON. 





A Srory or THE 


Sz (told on the Beach at Brighton).—" Fine 
day for a sail, Sir!” 
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the Dream she 

A PROMISING FOUR-YEAR-OLD. Knew swell mM 
men of a Mys- 
terous Ending . —And 
so Hvucn, carrying a 
hae in his i ee tend, 
and grasping blade 
of his sword in his left, 
entered the cave of 
which he had heard so 
much. Will he ever 
return? Who can tell? 
Specimen of a Comic 
Ending.—*‘So it was 
you, after all!” cried 
the Cheesemonger, with 

a shout of laughter. 

Eeerton SWELLING- 

| Ton smiled an assent. 

** Then all I cansay,” 
continued the worthy 
trader, ‘‘ is, that a miss 

i ood as a mile.” 
. And, for once in his 
When Hounds went away, he quickly assumed a prominent | life, Mr. Dovstecuin 
position. | was absolutely right! 
| Specimen of the Poet- 
‘ical Ending.—So with 
|the blue-bells sighing 
soft music, and the stars 
chanting their soothin; 
lullaby, the sweet sou 
|of Manta realised the 
| truth that— 
’Tis better to have loved 
and lost, 
Than never to have loved 
at ail. 

Specimen o the 
Shocker’s Exbing. _ 

| And with a gasp and a 

reel, Sir Ratpn fell 

| back, back, back, down 

ipice, and an 

ter was found by 

= coast- 

guardsman a quivering 

|mass of senseless hu- 

Though his manner of taking Rails was rather risky, ay > of the 

( —_—= | Christmas Ending.— 

- | And so, linked hand in 

yx hand, father and 

mother, son and 

| daughter, husband and 

wife, ry and niece, 

bowed their heads be- 

neath the holly and 

mistletoe, and wished 

one another, with a 

heartiness that told 

volumes, ‘‘A Merry 

| Christmas and a Happy 
New Year!” 




















QUERIES For CaM- 
BRIDGE ExaM. PAPER.— 
1. Ir the Vice-Chancel- 
lor’s authority to punish 
immorality within the 

And his method of taking the Fox from the Hounds was bounds of the University 

He proved excellent at Water, novel and entertaining. town of Cambridge 1s to 

, —_________. | be done away with, will 

4 he still retain the then 

TOLD IN TAGS. quite superfluous title 

We have recently been favoured by a communication from a firm of Publishers, which informs us that, in a a paps ~ Ae of 

story sent for review, ** by an oversight of the binder,” the Epilogue was omitted, and inclosing that interesting | “Th St a. -House,” 

document. We have perused the four pages with so much pleasure, that we suggest that, instead of writing the | o Stead cundidetes 

whole story, novelists, in future, should only publish the final chapter, which might be beneficially compressed | ** Pete spoken of as 

iato s few lines. As a lead, we print a few conelusions, to serve as models :— ao ae + oad 

Specimen of a Happy Ending.—And so there was nothing more to do but to get married, and consequently | for such-and-such an 

Epwty led no happier bride to the altar than his much persecuted and greatly tried Awertrva. So the bells of | examination, might not 

Tinkleton rang out their merriest chimes as the sun went down on the stately towers of Castle Sympleton. the Senate- House be 

Specimen of an ‘nhappy Ending.—So, at peace with all the world, still holding the hand she loved so well, | known as ‘The Spin- 
and smiling a smile that brought tears into the eyes of the good old Colonial Bishop, Fiona faded away into | ning-House” ? 


| 
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A FEW ONE-POUND NOTES; OR, THE QUICK-CHANGE CHANCELLOR. 























| merchant, Mr. Groner Merepira was called as a witness. He 
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| ing to the hero's mother did not offend agamst the canons of good taste, the 


BY GEORGE! 
(Iw a recent libel action, brought against an author by an African 


said 
‘‘ The story in dispute passed through his hands as resder for the publishers. 
Asked in cross-examination if he thought that the opening of the story relat- 


witness answered that it was the attempt of a writer of serious mind to be 
It might be almost called a stereotype of that form of the 
It was a failure, but still — with the public.—The 

Vitness: Quite so. I did not 


humorous. 
element of humour. 
Judge: A kind of elephantine humour ?—The 

like it, but one would have to object to so much.” 

There the report of Mr. Mereprtn’s evidence ends. Exigencies of 
space apparently caused the omission of a great deal of it. Fortunately 
it is in our power to supply this deficiency. —Ep.]) 

The Judge. Quite so, Mr. Mereprru. I may say for myself that 
I fully understand you. But 
perhaps it would be well to 
explain yourself a more 
clearly for the benefit of the 
jury. 

Mr. George Meredith. My 
Lord, I will put it with a con- 
vincing brevity, not indeed a 
dust-svattering brevity fit only 
for the mumbling 
recluse, per- 
chance in this 
grey London 
marching East- 









from One of our Conquerors. 
the father and mother, his idea of a positive injury, that was not 
without its congratulations, sank him down among his 

deeper sentiments, which were a diver’s wreck, where an armoured 
livid sabtermarine, a monstrous puff-ball of man, wandered 
seriously light in heaviness; trebling his hundredweights to kee 
hom from dancing like a bladder-block of elastic lumber.” 
while you are about it, pra 
the 7 oe of our gobble-gobbets,” or by *‘ a trebly cataphractic 
Invisible.” 


Here is another:—‘‘ Reverting to 
disordered 
An 


inform the Court what you mean by 


Mr. G. M. Truly, the louder members of the grey public are 


fraternally instant to spurn at the whip of that which they do not 
immediately comprehend. i i 
lucent profundities of aquamarine splendour, not of a truth that 
in the heights above splendour resides not, chidingly offering a fat 
whiskerless cheek to the blows of circumstance, this was ever the 
problem of problems. 
and that the raging fates tug the ae oe reader, pillowed he upon 


the vast brown ; 
the dim shadow-shapes of dodecahedronic cataplasmatic centipede 


fatally conditioned to the everlasting pyramid of a star-pointing 
necessity. 


But to me. plunged chokingly in trans- 


How to write. How not to write. This way 


som of his maternal earth, or lurefully oning 


| en 
The Judge (with determination). Mr. Mereptru, the Court is 


sincerely obliged to you for your extremely valuable evidence. We 
are unwilling to detain you any longer. 
have said, the poi 
MEREDITH, goo 
Invisible. 


_ Besides, after what you 
yo is as clear as daylight. Good morning, Mr. 
morning. You may become a trebly cataphractic 








THE THINNING OF THE THATCH. 


On, the Autumn leaves are falling, and the days are closing in, 


ward at of 
naked. morn, 


daintily protrud- 


And the breeze is growing chilly, and my hair is getting thin! 
{’ve a comfortable income—an 


my age is thirty-three ; 
But my Thatch is thinning quickly—yes, as quickly as can be! 





| standings and insist that they break or we, and, in ei 
| show a mere foolish idle rattle in hollowness. 


ing a pinkest foot 
out of compas- 
sing clouds, co- 
piously takes 
inside of him 
doses of what is 
denied to his ex- 
ternal bat- re- 
sembling vision, 
but = ~ 
sharp brevity o 
a rotifer astir in 
that curative 
compartment of a homw@opathic globule—so I, humorously purposeful 
in the midst of sallow—— 
The Judge. One moment, Mr. Menepiru. Have you considered —— 
Mr. G. M. Consideration, my Lord, is of them that sit revolving 
within themselves the pooner nem ore Re ee - productive problems 
of the overtoppingly catastrophic backward se ef empurpled 
brain - distorting puzzledom: for puzzles, as | have elsewhere 
said, come in rattle- boxes, they are actually children’s toys, 
for what they contain, but not the less do they buzz at our under- 
case, to 
Nor have the antic 
bobbings 


Sir Charles Russell (cross-examining). Really, Mr. Mereprru, I 
fail to follow you. Would it not be possible—— 
Mr. G. M. Ay, there you have it. In truth, the question looks 
like a paragraph in a newspaper, upon which a Leading Article sits, 
dutifully arousing the fat worm of sarcastic humour under the ribs 
of cradled citizens, with an exposure of its excellent folly. For the 
word. That is it. The word is Archon, with extended hand sum- 
moning the collaboratorically ordained, misbegotten brood of shock- 
shilling pamphlets to his regal presence—— 
The Judge (testily). No doubt that would be so, but it brings us 
no nearer to a decision upon the question of humour inthe particular 
passage of the book which contains the alleged libel. 
Sir Charles Russell. Perhaps I can shorten matters, my Lord. 
Now, Mr. Mexeprra, will you be kind enough to explain the 
fo'lowing passage from a book with which you may ps 
| acquainted. ( Reads.) ‘*This he can promise to his poets. As for 
| otherwhere than at the festive, Commerce invoked is a Goddess that 
will have the reek of those boards to fill her nostrils, and t and 
alderman alike may be dedicate to the sublime, she leads them, 
after two sniffs of an idea concerning her, for the dive into the 
turtle-tureen. Heels up they go, poet first—a plummet he!” Is 
that humorous, or, if not, what is it ? : 

Mr. G. M. Elephantine, I think; yet not elephantine altogether, 
since of them that crash amid jungle of atrophied semi-consciousness, 
strivingly set 1 





Very much En Evidence ; or, George in the Box. 


be | For I waste the time in efforts to conceal 





overtopping mastery——— 
Sir Charles “Reuseell (ctor raping. Thank you. The passage is 





I was once a 


ed at. good 
old people 
_— I saw 

em goin 
bal Phe & 


But it’s not 
a proper 
subject to 
be lightly 
joked about, 

or it’s 

dreadful to 
discover 
that your 
roof is wear- 
ing out! 


eent sur- 


——— 
Pome he liked 
his head 
made use of 
asaSkating 
Rink by 





ies ; 
But although their dread intrusion I shall"manfully resist, 
[’m afraid they ‘ll soon have got another Rink upon their list. 
When invited to a party I'm invariably late, 

F my peeping pate— 

Though I coax my hair across it—though I brush away for weeks, 
Yet { can't prevent it parting and dividing into streaks! 

I have tried a Hair Restorer, and I’ve rubbed my head with rum, 
But the thatch keeps getting thinner, and the new hair doesn’t come— 
So I gaze into the mirror with a gloomy, vacant stare, 

For the circle ’s getting wider of that Open Space up there! 

People tell me that my spirits I must not allow to fall, 

And that coming generations won't have any hair at all— 
Well—they ’li never know an ish that can adequately match 
With the pangs of watching day by day the thinning of your Thatch! 





NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether M8., Printed Matter, Dra or Pictures o1 any 
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A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 


TAMAR 


FOR 


CONSTIPATION, 


INDIEN 22235 
GRILLON. 


E. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


BOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 26. 64. A BOX. 


“ EXCELLENT—of Great Value.”— Lancet, June 15, 1889. 
CONCENTRATED Gold Medals, 1884, 1886. 


PEPTONIZED eee 
sem = COCOA ano MILK 


WEAK DICESTIONS. 
DELICIOUS. 
Tins, 1s. 64. and 28. 6d., obtainable everywhere. 


DICESTIBLE. 
SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. | 
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CURIOUS OLD 
HIGHLAND WHISKIES 


10 15 8% years in wood. 
Pace tee ‘teks a- 60/- 72/- 129/- 
An eminent Medical Aw 
mending the moderate use of ’ 
that on no account should Whisky used 
unless it is well matured. 
Detailed List on application 


MOREL BROS.. | COBBETT & SON 


LIMITED), 

210 & 211, PICCADILLY; 
18 & 19, PALL MALL; 
143, REGENT ST. 
Whisky Bonded Stores, /nverness, N.B. 


“PALL MALL” 
WHISKY. 


, in recom- 





Tt YEARS OLD. 





Cutler, Palmer & Co 
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Adelphi Terrace, Strand 
LONDON, W.C, 














“ Familiar in Millions of 
Mouths as any Household 
Word.” —Times. 
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Majesty.” —Wor p. 
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“I consider it & very rich, delicious Cocoa.”—W. HB. BR. STANLEY, M.D. 








Waters 
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Her Majesty the Queen. 
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Wholesale from the Sole Proprietors, 


THE WATERPROOF GLUE Co., 
@, DALE STREET, LIVERPOOL. 
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BULBS and Farm. 
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KO D AK COMPANY'S 


, 4. a hand Camera especially designed for EXTRACT 
Amateurs. It is the most compact instru- or 
A, ment made, and with it the largest number | | BEEF 
oa Of exposures can be made with the least 
f number of operations. 

PICTURES SQUARE OR ROUND. 
amiNO PREVIOUS KNOWLEDCE OF PHOTO- 
; CRAPHY IS NECESSARY. 
“YOU PRESS THE BUTTON, | 
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STRONG ROOMS, SAFES, 
from 8 to 90 gs. 1 to 5 guineas. 
Stroag Boom, London. CORRIDOR OF STRONG kUUms. 2575. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS'S KEW BOOKS. 
MY SECOND JOURNEY 
EQUATORIAL 








to a oe 
on Wuewsrs. Withe and 9 
Demy @vo, cloth extra, iés. 

“ant as well as im addition to 
the literature of the Dark Con’ -.» wi, in 
every respect, well repay perusal —Danur Teus- 
enarn 
SANTA BARBARA, &. by 

Ovrpa. oo evo, cloth extra, 6. 

“A caries in Oulda’s best vein . . . all 
tender — Sealgheres, en and worthy of being read 
again and again." —Daitt Ounonicis. 





NEW LIBRARY NOVEL. 


THE JUNIOR DEAN. By Atay 
Sr. Avers, Author of “A Fellow of Trinity.” 
_, Evol, rows Ove 
WwW tfally fresh, vigorous, 
ay ty a os of” th cleverewt, 
healthiest, and altogether best of recent novels. 


Bcoreman 


A SINNER’S SENTENCE. By 


Acresp Lannea. 3 vols., crown 8ro. 
By 


CORINTHIA MARAZION. 


Orcet. Gacrvrrn, Author of ns Deane,” 


&c. 3 vols., crown bro. (Shortly. 


URANIA: 





a Romance. By 
Transiated 


Camttie Pisamamanion by Augusta 
Kict Srereox. With 97 Dlustrations by De 
Bieler, M bard. Crown 6ro, 


cloth extra, bs 
‘A delightful romance, that par begenet 
Bulwer Lytion's Coming Race,” w h it equals 
interest. —Posiic Orision 





NEW THREE-AND-SIXPENNY NOVELS. 


A PERILOUS SECRET. By 
Ousnces Reape. With 2 Illustrations by F. 
Baanann 
* The story abounds with samples of the author's 

most excellent gifts, and is not likely = be laid 

down before it has been read to the "— fr. 

Jaune's Gaserrs. 


TRACKED TO DOOM. By Dick 


Dowovas, Author of “The Man-Hunter,” &c 
With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gordon 


Browne 
PAUL JONES'S ALIAS, &c. 


Ry D. OCenverre Monaat and Hexar Heenan 
With 13 Illustrations 
“Would not discredit our greatest masters of 
fiction.""—Scortisn Leaner 


THE FOSSICKER: a Romance 
{ Mashonaland. By Exunrst Gia» viite, Author 
o of * * The Lost Heiress.” 
‘Its movement never fiags. distinctn: 
and frankness that the — of ine Dutch school 
might have envied | be read not once, but 
taany times - - 3a, 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 
214, Piccadilly, W. 


Will be issued to Subscribers in January, 1882. 


ETON SONGS. Words by 


Aerace C. Acworn. Music by Josera Baawer 
A beautifull 


London : 





printed handsome quarte, with 
numerous delicately engraved illustrations from 


original drawings by Heasenr Maaenatse, R.W 8 


Price to Subscribers, 2ls After publication the 
»rice will be raised to 3s. Names of Subscribers to 
ye sent to the Publishers, Tux Laspenmait Parss, 


5%, Leaderhall Street, London, E.C 





Price ls. 64. 
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VERITY, M. Inst BE Ly , 
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MACNIVEN | & CAMERON'S. PENS 


invented, and SF, 
to record the 


‘They are the best 
bare justice to the pa’ 
Sanewescat News. 






64. and 1s. as. pee See t all Stationers. 
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FIRST—AND—FOREMOST. 


BROWN & POLSON’S CORN FLOUR. 


NOTE. — First produced and designated CORN FLOUR by 


BROWN & POLSON in 1856; 


not till some time afterwards 


was any other Corn Flour anywhere heard of, and none has 
now an equal claim to the public confidence. 
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“WHITE LILAC.” 





RIMMEL’S POUDRE DE BEAUTE. 


A superior invisible adherent Toilet Powder. 


LONDON and PARIS. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


XMAS AND NEW YEAR'S CIFTS. 


Special Barcains 
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CASHMERES, MERINOS, WINCETS, 
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to the immense advan in i Direct 
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and Manufacturers, Tat Mitts, Daacixoron. 
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nt in all parts of the kingdom 
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MAKERS oF STEAM FIRE ENGINES 
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75, UPPER STREET, 
BLACKFRIARS ROAD, LONDON. 
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“HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
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QUALITY.” 
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ENGLISH GENTLEMEN 
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DR. SCOTT'S 
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ELECTRIC, 








PRICE (Post Paid) 8s. 


THOMAS B. EDISON, 
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parts of the World, testify that this remark- 
able machine is the most simple, durable, 
economical device ever invented for perfect 
No cutting the face, even if shaving 
on board ship, or on the fast-moving railway. 
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MARKT & CO. 
No. 3, New Zealand Avenue, Barbican, 
LONDON, E.C., ENGLAND. 
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MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
Refreshing as a Turkish Bath 
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Rreparation for the Hair. 
rease Spots from Clothing, &c. 
— to " 
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Sold by Grocers, Lrow alll &e. 

Manufactory—SHEFFIELD. 


ROWLANDS' 


MACASSAR OIL 


Nourishes and Preserves the Hair, 
makes it Soft and Silky, and is the 
Best, 
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being not too greasy or drying ; speci- 
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Hair; bottles, 3s. Gd.; 7s.; 10s. 64. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
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A QUEER CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


I REMEMBER coming home and dressing to go out again. Of this 
sofarl am sure. I remember too taking a cab; also the cab taking me. 
But oddly enough though I dined that evening with a very old friend, 
somehow I cannot for the life of me, at this moment, call to mind 
his name or remember where he lives. 

However, the evening was so remarkable that I at once sat down 
next day to record that I could remember of this strange 
Christmas Party. Round the table were Rosent Ersuere, Dorian 
Gray, Sir ALAN QuATERMAIN, the Master of BaLtantreg, and other 
distinguished persons, i Princess Napraxtne,—a charming 
woman, who looked remarkably well in her white velvet with a knot 
of old lace at her throat and a tea-rose in her hair. Mrs. Hawxksper, 
too, looked smart in black satin, but in my opinion she was cut out 
by little Daisy MILLER, a sprightly young lady from America. My 
host (I wish I could remember his name) carri 
so far, that even his servants were persons of considerable notoriety. 
His head butler, a man named MuLvANey, was an old soldier, who, 
with the two footmen (formerly his companions-in-arms) had 
known in India by the name of “‘ Soldiers Three.” 

“It was so good of you to 
Russian influenza,” remarked o 
host to ANwA KARENINA, who was 
seated on his left. 

‘*My dear friend,” she replied, 
“*T was only too delighted; for 
really my husband cracks fis 
ee Sante so much more lately, 
and it makes me so nervous, that 
I often think, if it were not that 
Mr. Wronesky sometimes calls on | 
my day at home, I am sure I 


should th!” 
I know what that is!” 


come, although your husband had 
ur , 


coy £ bored to dea’ 


said Heppa GassBLerR, wuodding 
sympathetically. ‘‘My husband, 
when he 4 I wanted to come 
to-day, said ‘ Fancy that!’ and I 
really telt I co have thrown 
something at hi They are so 
irritating,” she added, with a 
glance at Tuirése Raguin who 
was sitting very silent at the other 
end of be tab. y caressing a 
-knife 


fruit-knife. 

‘“*Ah!” sighed Dorman Gray, 
as he dipped his white taper fingers 
in a red copper bowl] of rose-water. 
bein Goeak Seay WF onelettlig. 

ave y of ev ng. 
I have crushed the grapes against 
my palate. And it has all been to_ 
me no more than the sound of music. It has not marred me. I am 
still the same. More so, if anything.” 

‘I think we ought to understand one another, perhaps, Mr. Gray,” 
said Ropert ELsMERg, with a quick sense of a, “T know 
your opinions of course from = books. You know what mine as 
an honest | man must be. y conscience forbids me to discuss 


an : 

‘My dear Ersmere,”’ returned Dortay, “‘ don’t deceive yourself. 
Life is not governed by Will or Intention. Life has been my Art. 
I have set myself to music. My days have been my sonnets, and it 
has not hurt me. I am as -loo as ever.” And with his 
cool, flower-like hands, and his charming boyish smile, he lit a 
gold-tipped cigarette, offering one to Princess NaPRaxinE. 

She refused it, but produced a cigar-case, embroidered with the 
arms of the Napraxmves, from which she took a very large cigar. 

**] should like to ,take that fellow out on the mver with me,” 
muttered one of the boating trio to his friends. 

** And drown him,” said another. 

** Or set MonrmorENcy at him,’ said the third. 

These Three Men, who, on their arrival, had been rather bashful, 
had become, d the process of demolishing the Christmas 
pudding with fire-brandy sauce, to which they helped themselves 
ae the most cheerful of all the ouayeey They ed and 

hed loudly, alluded to Mr. Etsmere as ‘‘ Old Square-toes”’; and 

eno more disguise of the evident admiration with which Mrs. 
Hawxssee had inspired them, than they did of the violent dislike 
Og det conceived for Mr. Gray. 

ey were growing less and less able to control their actions, and 
T was not sorry when the time arrived for the ladies to retire, which 
~- did rather earlier than they had intended doing, owing to a 
sudden disviey of ill-temper on the part of Diana of the Crossways. 
They all withdrew, with exception of the Princess, who, alleging 


his love of celebrities | hap 


been | 


wealth of luminous hair—I 


that it was a Russian custom, remained with us, smoking, and 
drinking kiimmel out of aSamovar. Immediately upon the departure 
| of the ladies, Ropert ERE resumed his argument. 

‘“*T have not,” he said, in a low tone, “‘ rooted up the most sacred 
growths of life as a careless child devastates his garden.” 

** ] have never yet heard of a DunrispEER who was a turn-coat or 
a spy,” remarked the Master of BALLANTREE, casually. 

“Ah! but that is another story,”’ objected Colonel Ganspy, 
stroking his long moustache. 

“*T can believe anything,” said Dorian Gray, ‘‘ as long as it is 
quite incredible.” : 

‘Oh! Then you’d believe that story old. Bart, the fisherman, 
told us about the a at Goring!” said one of the trio, with a 
contemptuous laugh. 

And here we come to the unfortunate incident which broke up our 
party. I shall always blame the Princess for this. If she had gone 
to-the drawing-room with the other ladies, it would never have 
ned. It appears that she considered herself insulted by a re- 
|mark of Dontan’s, which I thought innocent enough. I think it 
| was, that ‘ All Art is quite useless.” 

Why she should have taken this so personally—whether she 
|thought he was allu to her Narcissus-like complexion, or her 
cannot say. At any rate—though | 
would not have it even whispered 
to poor little Jr, who, being far 
from well, had been quite unable 
to leave his sofa,—I say, at any 
rate, I, for one, felt convinced 
the Princess had taken quite 
as much kiimmel as was good for 
her, ise, how could any one, 
except my old friend Aticr pr 
VONDERLAND account for her 
ing the Three Men, already 
e, to go still farther, and 
er honour,” as she 
termed it, ‘“‘ by wiping out the 
insult offered to the Napraxines!”’ 
The Three Men took the sug- 
gestion literally. A wild scene 
ensued, Shouting wildly, ‘‘ We'll 
spoil your beauty for you!’’ one 
tore the flower out of Dorran’s 
coat, another threw the red copper 
bowl of rose-water at his head, a 
third, with the ay ra me vulgar 
exclamation, ‘‘Art be blowed ! 
we'll show you some science!”’ 
struck the unfortunate man a 
violent blow on the nose with his 
clenched fist. 
How the scene might have ended 
but for the sudden intervention of 
Motvayey and his companions, I 
cannot say. In the strangest dialect, and with the most uncouth 
oaths, they literally ‘‘went for” the Three Boating Men. The 
aquatic champions were completely demolished by the Soldiers Three. 
| ay Ln the wordsof the butler, ‘* Theirshirt-fronts were crumpled ’orrid.”’ 
| The three youths, in a pitiable state, left the house with the Prin- 
cess, and went off all together in a droschki, the driver of which 
wore a badge on which was inscribed, ‘‘ Jossr Harronsxi. By Order 
of the Czar.” Dorrayn had already escaped, bearing on his handsome 
| countenance the impress of fists and the stains of flattened mince-pies. 
| For my own part... I don’t know how I to get away. 
| suppose I must have been rendered insensible by a candlestick which 
|was thrown at me. At all events, I found myself on the floor, 
| having tumbled out of bed... But how I had ever got to bed I do 
not remember. It may be I shall never discover the truth of it all. 
| Stay !—had I been hypnotised? If so, when, where, and by whom? 


| 


| AN ANTI-HISS-TRIONIC BIRD. 


| A‘‘par” in the Daily News last Thursday told how the Anti- 
poipane had presented Miss Nettrme Farren with ‘a Laughin 

ackass.” What a time he’ll have of it! Always in fits, an 

yverhaps the merry bird will at last ‘‘ die o’ laughin’”! For it isa 
| biped and not a quadruped; not that as a biped “‘ the Laughing 
| Jackass” is by any means a /usus natura. This bird, not probably 
unfamiliar with the ‘‘’Oof Bird” of sporting circles, is, it is said, “a 
foe to snakes.” Excellent omen this for Miss Fannen. Laughter 
everywhere, and no hissing permitted. If hissing heard anywhere, 
up starts the Laughing Jackass and down he comes on the snake, and 
there ’s an end of the bhissi Theatrical Managers would do well 
to cultivate the Laughing Jackasses, and keep a supply always on 
the premises. 
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"ARRY ON ARRIUS. 
With some Consideration concerning Compulsory Classics. 
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Wy, tom 


Daw the Dosser, a reglar Old Clo’ at dead langwidges, classicks, and 
such, Dutch, 

Says it’s met’ em-see-kosus—a thing as to me, mate, is jest Double 

Means a soul on the shift, as it were, CHARLIE, tryin’ fust this 
form, then that, 

So that ’Anry, who once was a donkey, might some o’ these days 
be a rat! 

Leastways so the Dosser explains it, of course it is all Tommy rot. 

Rummy thing ’ow a cram o’ the Classicks do make yer a reglar 
crackpot. {snuff ; 

Dosser hain’t no more genuine savvy, he hain’t, than a’aporth o’ 

But oe up to the lips-like in Latin, and similar old-fashioned 
stuff. 


Seems some old Latin cove called Cat Uttus—a gayish old dog J 
should say— 

Knew a party called Arnivus!—bless ’im!—as lived in that rum 
Roman day, 

And Cat Uxtvus he hups and he scribbles a ‘‘ carmen”—wich then 
meant a song, 

Not’a hopera, Cuartre—about him along of some haitches gone 
wrong. 


Like Cat Uttvs’s cheek, if you arsk me! That haitch bizness gives 
me the ’ump. 
There isn’t a hignerent mug, or a mealy-mouthed mutton-faced 


pump 
Who ’as learned ’ow to garsp hout a He-haw! in regular la-di-dah 


style, 
But ’ll look down on “‘ ’Arry the haitchless,” and wrinkle his snout 
in a smile, 


Yah! Haitches ain’t heverythink, CuHAR.re, no, not by a jugfull 
they hain’t, 
And yer *‘H-heah! H-hold my H-h-horse!” sort o’ sniffers 
would serew hout big D.’s from a saint. 
What ’s the hodds, arter all? If you’re fly to the true hend of 
Sow eite; Wich is Marks, : ae ‘ 
ou may pop in yer haitches permiskus, in spite of the prigs’ rude 
Dear Cuartie,—0O, ain’t I a daisy? Excuse your old pal busting pram tt “ : = of oan 
The old Roman geeser, Cat ULtus, who wrote that de Arrio bosh, 


ol ; 
Bat oath. ond dae hup like a rocket ; it’s spreading east, west, Wo q poet, of course, and a classick, two things as to-day will not 








; , : h ; 
— darned hinfluenza, but more so; and now, s’elp me scissors, | pot yer boots Master Arrrvs ’ad ’im on toast, the old mug, every 


: : _—T time, 
I was famous afore Iwasborn! Soundsa licker, but’anged if J mind.” | And that’s why he took his revenge like, in verse without reason or 
* See article, “’Arry in Rome and London,” in last Number of Punch. rhyme. 
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Young Arrrvs’s hunele, he tells us, 
talked similar patter. No doubt! 
Havunculus hejus, 1 reckon, knew 

wot he was dashed well about. 
I sa bully for Liner, and chance it. 
’Tain’t whether you say Hill or Ill, 
It’s whether you ’re able to climb it ; 
and that ’s where the prigs git 
their pill. 
There’sa party whe, inthe St. James’s 
Gazette, dear old pal, ’tother day, 
Took my name, not er in vain, 
h, and called hisself ‘‘’Arry 


, he did, Cuartre, and 
slick-like, but *’Arry B. A.” isn’t 


Me 
No fear! ’Arry’s not sech an A 
double 8 as to want a “‘ Degree.” 


I know wot’s wuth knowin’, I 
reckon, and wot I don’t know I 


can learn 
Without m mortar-board ’ats and black 
owns, or stuffing my brains 
turn. 
3 me eae in Reseey oe a 
ut as for ** 
Would it give ees won er, ahextry DRAWING THE LINE. 
**compulsory ” two quid a week ? Judge, ‘‘ REMOVE THOSE BARRISTERS, THEY'RE DRAWING |” 
Wy, Tknewanold’stchet-facedparty, Chorus of Juniors, “‘ MAY IT PLEASE YouR LUDSHIP, WE'RE ONLY DRAWING—PLEADINGS.” 
as lodged in our ’ouse years ago, (Mr. Justice Denman said that he saw a thing going on in Court that he could not sanction, He saw 
reek as a plum-tree does| Gentlemen of the Bar making pictures of the witness, it be understood that he would turn out any 
gum-blobs; ted for Bur- | Gentleman of the ‘Bar who did so in future. "—Daily Paper, Thursday, December 17. ) 
Fins & Co., a ‘Se Womens 230s ceneae it EEE 
The popular’ blishers, Cuartre. I know | That’s “* modernity, ” CHaRire! Style, 
Sm pees es seated modesty, taste?’ Oh, go’eme and eat THE BISHOP AND THE SEA-SERPENT. 
For poor Ma@swortH to earn fifteen quid, coke! [“ The Bishop of Adelaide, in writing to a colonial 














and at last he went hout of ’is mind. Old Srurry Kyees wouldn’t ’ave tumbled, —_ states that while riding cesat, chest eg 


’ dead 
Yus, died of a softening, they told us, through you bet, to a Music ’All joke. length... The Bishop describes’ his find as the 


sitting up six months on end ** Jest fancy a gentleman not knowing | most peculiar animal he has ever seen.” —Dai/y 

At a book of "Greek plays. Poor old buffer, Greek!” So a josser named FRrovpE Paper.) 

he hadn’t five ds nor a friend ; Said some time ago, OhGewillikens! Must} Tue Bishop saw the Serpent 
But Degrees? He fair rolled i * ’em, Cuarure! ha’ bin dotty or screwed. A lying very near— 

He offered to teach me a lot, A a School Master could hopen his| ‘Now, in the name of truth,” says he, 
But one lesson in Greek settled me; it’s the ~~ a mossel, you bet; ** We'll have no lying here.” 

crackjorest speshus of rot! Greek , and them graduate woters| It was the Great Sea-Serpent, 
Arry Srurry Kyees sounds Pooty ropy ; will flock to ite funeral yet. Stretched out upon the shore— 


he’s one of their classickal pets “We're going to plant it to-morrer!” It measured—well, no matter what, 
Old pose nam Ral he’s another. In . That comi 0 sey its it ry cnet so It was all that, and more. 
i uniwarsi ** Attic lore owed attic-high; an “ dead! ” 
They chuck as os = at each other, like the duffers who dub you a dunce Bored a 
mossels of M It gag, ’Cos_yer ’OMER, or | is quisby, in| + And now there is no at 
And f forty they ve aos p forgot ’em! Rome or in London, will know Within my present See. 
I want to know where comes the swag? | That Axnrvs—or ’Angy—romps in while Cat) Tig seotched, not killed; for, sure as 


ULtvs is stopping to blow. 
Hedgereation is all very proper, purviding fate, 
= gives yer the pull As to Arrrus, I wish I’d ’ave knowed ’im, We'll fifty bet to five, 
Hover parties as don’t ged b= J ropes, in a} no doubt we ’d ’ave palled up to-rights, That, when the Season ’s dead, The Great 
market that’s mostl _And ’ave chivied Cat Uxtus together, like Sea- Serpent will revive. 
But - Classick kerri om 8 Libosh, Greek | one o’ them broken-nosed frights ae 
ys, Latin verse and all that. | Saps call classick busts; stone Aunt Sallies fit ; ae 
All red Uxtvs’s haitches won’t ’elp yer, if only for cockshies, ‘dear boy, HIS GREATEST PLEASURE. 
Nature ’as built yer a flat! Wich to chip out my name on their cheeks is} [« My greatest pleasure will be to think of you, 
Though Arrivs’s haspirates rucked, and | a barney I always enjoy. Mr. Rocers.”—Grossly unfair extract from the 
made Mister Cat ULtvs chi-ike, | Your Cockney eternal ? No doubt! And a | ew Report of Mr. Geechen's Speech on Girls’ 
He was probably ony such a rattler as poets jolly good job, I should say ; ucation. ) 
and prigs never lik | It's much more than yer conkey old Classicks, | In gilded halls some take their ease 
When a chap knows ’is Shed, iles the ochre, | for they ’ave about ’ad their day. In song and dance they find delight : 
pase becomes toa You may stuff college ganders with all the | And there are those whom banquets ple ase, 
Lor! it’s wonderful ’ow a vad d haitch or | compulsory cram as they ’ll carry, And masques and revelry by night. 
two do make the mealy-mouths wince. And then it’s yer fly bird as scores off’em,| Such gauds are wearisome to me ; 


Wot’s "5 0 baitch but RS iy arter all? Yer| | whether that’s Argrus or ’ARRY. ann Nap habs to aon drink 


y a breath, ae 
Yet, L.. eating with a knife, it | Is to sit still and think. 


oodles the sniffers to death | & es on Be. I think and think; the world grows less, 
As ‘ fack the soy om s ‘andiest, ar, and W oo Lytrow lately ruled supreme, And Budgets seem but w ess toys; 
ee i fra iteh-serewin g to uis will direct affairs. For I am lost in happiness, 
Who wo ad patter ts is oft (* if the cae. then, to him In my ecstatic j Joy of i of joys 
motter was ‘* haspirates is And to ourselves in equal shares. Ah, Mr. Roorrs, b essed name, 
The ’Igher H i But stranger paradox than this Let me think on till all is blue, 
i Most surely there has never been,— For pow’r is naught, nor wealth, nor 
We send a most disti fame 
Yet only put a er in! Compared with thoughts of you. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. XX. 


Scenr— The interior of a covered gondola, which is conveying 
CuLcHarD and Povsury from the Railway Station to the Hotel 
Dandolo, Venice. The gondola is gliding with a gentle sidelong 
heave under shadowy bridges of stone and cast-iron, round shar, 
corners, and past mysterious blank walls, and old scroll-wor 
gateways, which look ghostly in the moonlight. 


Culch. (looking out of the felze window, and quoting conscientiously). 


“ 1 saw from out the wave her structures rise, 
As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand.” 


Podb, For rest, see guide-books, passim, eh? Hanged if I can see | 
any structures with this thing on, though! Let’s have it off, eh? 
(He crawls out and addresses Gondolier across the top.) Hi! Otez-moi 
ceci, entendez-vous? (Drums on roof of felze with fists; the 
Gondolier replies in 
a torrent of Italian.) 

Now a London cabby 

would see what mn 

wanted at once. This ! mi | 
4 i 


chap’s a fool! 
i 


Culch. He probably i 
my | a 
I 


| 


| 


imagines you are 
merely expressing j 
your satisfaction with 
fenice. And I don’t 
see how you expect 
him to remove the 
entire ! 


i ii 


cabin here ! 
Popsury crawis in 
again, knocking his 
| head.) I think we 
| did well to let the 
the others travel on 
first. More dignified, 
you know! 
Podb, Um — don’t 
see any particular 
dignity in missing the 
train, myself ! 
| Culch. They won't 
know it was not in- 
tentional. And I 
think, Poppury, we 
should go on—er— 
| asserting ourselves a 
little while by holding 
| rather aloof. It will 
show them that we 
| don’t mean to put up 
with—— 
Podb. Don’t see 
| that either. Not go- 
| ing to let that beast, 
Van Boopeter have 
it all his own way ! 
Culch. Sarely you 
know he decided 
suddenly to stay at 
Vicenza? He said so at breakfast. 
Bop perpetually 
Podb. At breakfast? Oh, I came down late. Vicenza, eh? Then 
| he’sout of it! Hooray! But as for Bos, he’s all right too. Oh, I 
forgot you cut déjewner. Hypatta had another squabble with Miss 
Trorrer, and poor old Bow got dragged into it as usual, now 
they ain’t on speaking terms. 
ulch. (overjoyed). You don’t say so! Then all J can say, 
Popsury, is that if we two can’t manage, in a place like this, to 
| recover all the ground we have lost—— 

Podb. More water than ground in a place like this, eh? But J 
know what you mean—we must be duifers if we don’t leave Venice 
engaged men—which we're not as yet, worse luck ! 

Julch. No—but we shall be, if we only insist upon being treated 
seriously. 

Podb. She treats me a devilish deal too seriously, my boy. But 
there, never mind—things will go better now ! 

Scene—A double-bedded room in the Grand Hotel, Dandolo, which | 
Popsury and CuLcnarn have to share for the night. 

Podb. ( from his bed, suspiciously, to CoLcHarn, who is setting fire | 
to a small pastille in a soap-dish). 1 say, old chappie, bar frewerks, | 
you know! What the deuce are you up to over there ? 

Culch. Lighting a “ fidibus.” Splendid thing to drive out 


But I will not have your friend 


“Hi! Otez- 


mosquitoes. (The pastille fizzes, and begins to emit a dense white 
smoke, and a suffocating odour.) 

Podb, (bounding). Mosquitoes It would drive a dragon out. 
Phew—ah! (CuncHanrp closes the window.) You don’t mean to say 
a = going to shut me up in this infernal reek on a stifling night 

e this? 

Culch, If I didn’t, the mosquitoes would come in again. : 

Podb. Come in? With that pastille doing the young Vesuvius! 
Do you think a mosquito’s a born fool? (He jumps out and 
= womdow. ) I’m not going to be smoked like a wasps’ nest, J can 
tell you! 

Culch. (calmly shutting it again, as Poppury returns to bed). 
You'll be grateful to me by-and-by. ’ 

[Slips between his mosquito-curtains in a gingerly manner, and 
switches off the electric light. A silence. 

Podb, 1 say, you ain’t’asleep, are you? Think we shall see any- 

thing of them to-morrow, eh? : 

x Culeh, See? I can hear one singing in my ear at this moment. 
ly, rritably.) Youwould 

open the window ! 


Podb.(sleepily). Not 
mosquitoes. I meant 
Hypatia, and the— 
haw — yaw — Tror- 
TERS. 

Culch. How can I 
tell? (Second silence. 
Popsury! What di 
I tell you? One’s just 
bitten me—the beast / 
ie turns on the 

ight, and slaps about 
———. I say, I 
can hear buzzing 
all over the place! 

Podb. So can I hear 
you buzzing. How 
the dickens is a fellow 
to get to sleep while 

| you’re Po ie Punch 
and Judy in there ? 
| Culech. He’s got me 
/ on the nose now! 
There’s a lot outside. 
Just turn off the light, 
| will you? I daren’t 
prt my arm out. (7o 
osquito.) You 
brute! (Zo Pops.) 
Popsury, do switch 
off the light—like a 
good fellow! 
Podb. 


, Gondolier 


Culch. Brutal self- 
fishness! (Turns out 
the os himself.) 
Now if I can only 
get off to sleep while that little beast is quiet—— 

Mosquito (ironically, in his ear). Ping-a-wing-wing ! 


moi ceci!”’ 


Same Scene ; the next morning. 


Culch. (drawing Popsury's curtains). Here, wake up, Poppury 
—it ’s just eight. (Poppury sits up, and rubs his eyes.) 1’ve had 
a horrible night, my dear fellow! I’m stung to such an extent! 
But (hopefully) 1 suppose there’s nothing to show particularly, eh ? 

Presenting his countenance for inspection. 

Podb, Not much of your original features, old fellow! (He roars 
with laughter.) You've got a pair of cheeks like a raised map! 

ml Culeh. It—it’s going down, Nothing to what it was, half an 
our 0. 
Podb, Then I’m jolly glad you didn’t call me earlier, that’s all! 

Culch, It does feel a little inflamed. I wonder if I could get a 
little—er—violet powder, or something——? 

Podb. (with a painful want of sympathy). Violet powder! Buy a 
blue veil—a good thick one! 

Culch. What sort of impression do you suppose I should get of 
Venice with a blue veil on? 

Podb, Can’t say—but 2 pleasanter one ‘than Venice will get of 
you without it. You don’t mean to face the fair TROTTER 
while you ’re like that, do you? 

Culeh. (with dignity). Most certainly Ido. I am much mistaken 
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in Miss Trorrer if she will attach the slightest” tapestanee to a 
mere des 3 : t. These swellings never do last | I 
they now 
odd, Oh, not more than a month or so, !I daresay, if you can 


from touching them. (He _ 4 again.) Excuse me, old | pron 


k 
hae but hte just fee estate you in a new light. Those mosquitoes have 
— you out for pastille—by Jove, they have ! 
Landing-steps entrance of the Hotel. Nine a.m. 
- (coming out a little self-consciously, and finding Mr. 
good t are your—er—impressions of | PT 


Mr. Trotter (thoughtfully). Well, I’m considerable sak, —_ 
i There's @ purrfect oten and novelty about V. 
at’s stranger like myself. We've nothing just like like 
this city out West. No, Sir. And how are—( Becomes aware of 
CULCHARD’s a. Say, you don’t look like your slumbers 
had been one un! en ca’m, either! ” The mosquitoes hev been power- 
ful active makin’ alterations in you. Perseverin’ and industrious 
Sir! Me = my darter have been for a loaf round 


before ast. I dunno if ve seen her yet, she ’s—— 

Miss T. (coming out from Bring. Poppa, they’ ve fixed up our 
breakf es C turns away, poone ae i Pood! 
Don’t Py turn your head , this direction, Mr. CULCHARD, or 
guess 1 "ll poet right ore 

Culch. ( wounded). I confess I did not think a few 
mong bite oald have ene hd 5 Cs you! 

iss T. You’re yurry t I possess a hand-| a: 


nis -_ if you coma We bo fad nue ins the Soc pena tale 
eep awa 

Culch. Takes a hasty gepee, ond discovers, with a shock, that she | o 
is almost as much disfigured as himself). O Oh, I—I wasn’t—— (Withan 
or of politeness.) Er—I hope you haven’t been inconvenie: 

at 


vine! ‘é ry gee Rie rey bet oul gues postive 


oteing C's face.) J at what in the ,%, 
ton a: bole gg T reckoned Ia bee 
and in spots; but now I’ve ou, 1 guess 
flush aie ma and I can just throw . But you don't ay 
Poker, do you? ‘ome along w=, Pees, do. [She goes in with Mr. T. 
Culch. alone, ion im could not have believed any 
amount of bites could have made such a terrible difference in her. 
ae cm cam, peaaae i ces I do trustjthey’re not permanent, or 
i azes meditatively down on the lapping water. 








“ WILLIAMS ON WHEELS.” 


[At Bridgend Count eee on the 16th inst., Judge WrtL1aMs had to hear 
an action in which 50h was claimed as compensation for da caused by 
careless driving. The evidence of one important witness having still to be 
heard when the hour arrived for the Judge to leave by train, his Honour, with 
the legal advocates and the remaining witnesses, travelled together to Llan- 
trissant, the witness giving his evidence en route. On reaching Llantrissant, 
Judge Wiurams gave his decision in the station-master’s office, finding for 
the plaintiff.— Daily Paper.} 


Scenrt—ZInterior of a Saloon Carriage, shortly after the innovation 
started by Judge WitLiaMs, has come into general favour. 
Judge ‘seated on portmanteau at one end. Parties to suit glare at 
each other from opposite sides, Usher, Witnesses, Counsel, &c. 

Judge. Usher, that is the third time the engine-driver has blown 
his whistle! Tell him aoa on rd very next occasion I shall send 
him to prison for contempt of court 

Usher. Yes, m’lud. Exit Usher. 

Facetious Cm The noise is so deafening, we might even call 
it a ‘‘ part-heard (Laughter. 

Judge. Well, let's 's got on. (To Witness.) You say you actually 
saw the prisoner mix arsenic with the Madeira ? 

Witness. I di 


Judge. Well, pt = le the Jury, F perhaps we had better, as a | paps 


matter of form, have the prisoner ore us, By the bye, where is 

Usher (returning) I believe he’s in the dog-box, m’lud. They 
pas be Lag! im there, he was so refractory in the guard’s van. 
Judge. That shows the advantages of this new way of going 
Cirenit. A -box is just the sort of receptacle for a person 
accused of m in the first class—I mean in the first degree. 
When do we es Blankchester Junction ? 


Foreman. In a quarter of an hour, m’lud, by my time-tables. 
And I should like to say that most of the Jury wish to get out there 
—they feel the oscillations of this carriage so much. your Lord- 


P (with wth alacrity.- Oui Quite so. Blankchester is a convenient 


place 
(Sup eli an onpentes, a a Jury at once brings | to 








Si surprised). Manslaughter, Gentlemen! Perhaps, after al! 
ine in not summing up in the Booking-Office " It would 
B. ven time for more consideration. [Aw res collision occurs. 
SJ (at bottom of an “Brine the Usher, Usher! I haven't 


ounced sentence yet! Bring the pri before me ! 

Isher ( our n—prisoner’s escaped | 

a ? I can him in his absence quite 
as we ire ts bad! Those law-books came down 
on. 9 of me, I be ~ The coutenee of of sae oo Soars is that the 

Cbeneal (b rning up ftom he Koad of sevciliags. A 

Saaiien ‘ou a 0 wree age sa 

First Class misd Ties - 4 


emeanant, 
Ji (catching the spirit the je ie). First Class! No—Third 
Cinen “os Portland | ! v - [Left on Circuit. 





ONLY FANCY! 


Memeenrs of the House of Commons have read with a thrill of 
interest Lord Henry ey ppd not ney my constituents, gunonasing 
his intention not to offer himself for re-election in North West Wilts. 
Full five years Lord Henny has sat in the House. He has rarely 


Joined in debate, vs the manner of his occasional in’ ition was 
I | always notable. fom Bey one hand in his trousers’ 
pocket, looked round the said nothing. Then, when the 

PEAKER was about to call Heyyy blurted 


on 
pote F sentences ng fp 


Se hous hl hue Yao a 

a e House, wi wa e “ 

born orator, and knew his time would ol I te ok. 

opportunity y of yutas this letter, on te Sul «8 reviewing. dist tings. 
nguishe 


coming first, and having 


someone else, Lord 
meant to say, abru _" sat down. 


diene ae alo TIE peg Hh nd lik 
Eeeeesrs which has since been oaly tortie, to satiate . 
shadowy claim of th ny Toland of Zanzibar,” 


claim is quotation of more 
ian coe aeinens, ee “Let me con 





om ie by megane, that I trust whoever ma ape me in North- | 


wear Exian’s mantle wi 
cone, already done.” What that 


We ase ek to Taee: Bet Seek, Rewer 
Bruce’s retirement from emanates life 
does not imply absolute withdrawal from public 
affairs. Since the appearance of his letter, there 
has been a rush upon him able Editors and 
Magazines. He has to write to the 
Twentieth Century an Article on “* Recent 
Ministerial A aaa Mr. 

Row tanps, M.P., Q.C ") has also been in com- 
munication with him. ‘The yery man for the 
Welsh Review,’’ says the enthusiastic Editor. 


eee os I | 
means no man can say. 


mite 


We learn from a reliable source that Lozp 
Henry Broce has intimated to Mr. Axxnrs- 
Dovetas that, in the event of his being selected 
to Move or Second = Address at the 
of the New Session, he will a: oo = ijah’s 
mantle. It is to be hoped SALISBURY 
offended, as he is es, to be, at Lord 
Hewry’s frank criticism, will not ignore _ 
proposal. The House of will 
much gratified to find itself relieved from the 
monotony of the uniform—alternately Militia 
Colonel and Post-Captain—which mars the 
success of an interesting ceremon 


The heading, ‘‘The Royal ' \apogument, * 
e 





which a rs daily in two of morning © 

oes, not, as appears at first sight, 
indicate warlike preparations in Royal circles. py. Baitor of the 
The allusion meant | is to the Royal “Welsh Review.” 





Name Wes, Tees are a considerable pubes of Laliey 
Clubs, where matrons spinsters . ow ’tis 
to start a Spinsters’ Club, only Spinters eligible. What 
it be called? Spinning is is associated wi ith Spinster, but recent 
events at Cambridge make the use of the word somewhat objection- 
able. How would “The kena” do? Oras Omphale assumed 
the attire of Hercules, and tried to wield the Bub, why not 
call one of these the Omphale ? 


Otp Sone, Apaprep To THE Occasion (by one who wasn’t asked 
=ty 3 wn ee party).—‘' I dreamt that I supp’d in 
Mar 




















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Decemper 26, 1891. 








—_——- 


AA: "y ; 
CAM, | 
2 AN \\ 


x 
\\ \ 
a \ 
a 


—— 


\ 
\\ 
‘ 

| 


\ 


\\ \\ \\\\ 
\\ \\\\ 


\\ 
f S yy 


\\\\\ 
\\\\\ 
\ 

.\ 

‘i i) 

’ 

\} 
\\\ 
} 


‘‘ Ermer, pear! 


‘Mummy DEAR, wHo’s Parpa’s Motruer-tn-Law ?” 
** On—(Considering.)—Do You THINK GRANDMAMMA WOULD TAKE A Prize at THE Cat SHow!” 
WHAT Do you mean!” 
LIFE HE HAD NEVER COME ACROSS ‘SUCH AN CLD TABBY 48 HIS MOTHER-IN-LAW!” 





WN 


i 


— 
ee 
\ 


IN CONFIDENCE. 


**My Moruer, pEar,—your GrRaANDMAMMA,” 


‘Writ, Mummy pgar, I neAmp PAPPA SAY THAT, IN THE WHOLE COURSE OF HIS 








AWAKENING FATHER CHRISTMAS 


Orn, Tae Catt To ALMs. 


A Topsy-turvey Version of the Tennysonian 
Day- Dream. 


Tus Steermve Beary. 


ALL th h the year, towards his feet, 

He slumbering in his place alone, 
Waiting December days to greet 

The ** Beauty’s”’ snowy beard has grown ; 
Whilst all about his bulky form 

Fir-hedge and holly sprout and twirl. 
Sleeping he snoreth, snug and warm, [eurl. | 

His breath scarce stirs his beard’s evtep | 
He sleeps: the jolly, brave Old Bird, 
Ruddy of phiz as warm of heart, 
Who, when he’s annually stirred, 

Is always good, and game to “* part.” 
He sleeps: all round his cosy cell 

His long-stored gifts are waiting use ; 
And—till awaked—he there doth dwell, 


A cosy form in cosy snooze. 
Tue ARRrvaL. 


All precious things, discovered late, 
To those who seek them turn up trumps. 





Charity works with kindly fate, 

The heart in her soft bosom thumps. 
She travels under winter skies— 

She stayeth not for storm or shocks— 
Celestial Grace with tender eyes, 

And loving lips, and golden locks. 


She comes, well-knowing what she seeks ; 
She breaks the hedge, she enters there : 
Love’s flush illumes her maiden cheeks ; 
She hears Yule’s chimes upon the air : 
She holds aloft that mystic stalk, 
With white globes decked, to lovers dear; 
** Now, Father Christmas, wake and 


She whispers in the ‘‘ Beauty’s”’ ear. 


Toe AWAKENING. 
A touch, a kiss! the charm was snapt. 
There came a noise of striking clocks, 
Twelve strokes! Aroused from slumber 


rapt, 
The ** Beauty ” shook his silvery jocks. 
** What you again? My yearly cali! 
By Jove, how soundly I have slept!” 
Then, with a laugh that shook the wall, 
Unto his feet Christmas leapt. 


” — ! Kegan = ! ol I awoke, 
And to the waiting world a Nag 
He yawned, and cracked his annual joke, 
And ran his fingers through his beard. 
‘** How say you? Is it slop or snow?” 
She answered, ‘* Come along, old chap! 
We’ve much to do and far to go, 
Ere you resume your annual nap.” 


Tue DEPARTURE. 


And on the Old Sire’s arm she leant, 
And round her waist his arm did fold; 
And forth into the world-they went, 
To glad the grieved, to warm the cold. 
Across the town, and far away, 
Of kindness full, and frolic whim 
To cheer all hearts went Christmas Day, 
That white-wing’d Presence following him. 


Near Nineteen Hundred times hath she, 
The gentle goddess, free and fair, 
Awak with kiss Old Father C. 
To make the wintry world their care. 
O’er town, o’er country far away, , 
Where’er hearts ache, or eyes grow dim, 
His annual round makes Christmas Day, 
Sweet Charity attending him. 
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THE AWAKENING OF FATHER CHRISTMAS; 


OR, A CALL TO ALMS. 
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Ir you ’re anxious to eat without any repining 


Morat.—So, British Public 


, take my lay, 
there, 


And ¢f you find no moral th 


Then 


His ministry 
Nay! 
The 


r. Punch must sadly say 
ini is fruitless care. 
To good uses you will put 


Legend Punch doth thus transpose. 


Your pockets sure you will not shut, 
Your hearts to his appealings close ! 


For e’en the man who runs may read 
The lesson with this lay entwined. 


(If T -turvey th eceed, 
The noble Laureate will not mind !) 








CARMEN CULINARIUM. 


Read THxopore CaILp u 
This sage gastronomic 


That no mortal 


can 


** Delicate Di 
soothly doth say, 
more than once in the day ; 


Then he quotes Louts Quryzz, that the art of the cook 


Must be t most from 
While you 
Doctor Krx 


0 1 practice, and not from a book ; 
also will find in the readable proem, 
@ said a dinner resembled a poem. 


We shall next see a cook can have only the dimmest 
Of notions of art, if he isn’t a chemist. 

So we learn here the names and the separate uses 
Of muscular fibre, and jui 


bumen 
We are shown the right meth 
Of frying 


and stewing, 


=F f roasti d boili 
of roasting an iling, 
: ‘gon ep 


While our author in words there can be no Sistsking, 
Is dead against ‘‘ roasting ’’ in ovens—or baking. 
then we are heedfully told, 


Our 


"loaorépavos 


ould be like Athens of old : 
With a violet head and a stalk y 


white 


While this Curtp thinks that tepid it yields most delight. 
On the artichoke too with affection he lingers, 
And also advises you eat with your fingers, 


Petits pois a la 


rancaise are here, the receipt 


That he gives is a good one but haply too sweet. 





vd 





Cook Personally Conducting. 


Our author is great 
upon salads and 


sauces, 

To cool our hot pal- 

ates, or tittivate 
‘auces ; 

ere is all you need 

learn about Gour- 

Ff’s Béarnaise, 

Andac ing re- 
ceipt for the Sauce 
Hollandaise. 

In England we know 
that in sauces 
we ’re weak, 

And we’ve never 
attained to the 


cutsine ; 
But French heig- 
neurs of old gave 
full rein to their 


We are told how to give and receive invitations, 
decorati 


And eke how a table may need 
with the 


We agree author who 


It is 


Be it 
Let the 


While on coffee and tea he is sound 
With all dexterous dodges for making them well. 


Bordeaux or the 
be cool but your ice is no 


ti 


ons. 

says when you dine, 
much better to stick to one wine, 

reddy B driest Champagne, 








A CHRISTMAS CAROL.—(By a Disappointed Church-Decorator.) 


WHeEx rustic woman 
stoops to folly 
And finds too late 
that Curates flirt ; 
It pains, ah! sharper 
than the holly 
Whose spikes her 


pay fingers 
urt, 


Pleasant ‘is pulpit- 
ecoration, 

And _altar-orna- 
menting ’s sweet, 
When girls get lost 
in contemplation 
parson-whis- 
trim and 


in 
y 


kers, 
neat. 


Most pleasant too 
the cheery chatter 
Of woodland par- 
ties, in the snow, 

When gathering— 
well, well, no 


matter \ 
No more 7’1l hunt ‘ > 
for mistletoe. \ i | "WR:/ 
No more I’ll stand ya AN 
and hold the A. 
ladder 
For reverend gentlemen to mount. 
me! Few memories make me 3 
madder, I know a trick worth two of that; 
Though merrier ones I may not count. | I'll up and that fool, Bon Buck.e, 
Goose! How about those steps 1’d I hate him, but his farm is fat. 
linger ! [chief, | When rustic woman stoops to folly, 
Muff! How I bound my handker-| And finds e’en Curates can betray, 
Last Christmas Eve, about his finger, | What act can aggravate the ‘‘ dolly” 
Pierced by that cruel holly-leaf ! Whose wealth has won his heart 
And now he’s going to marry MINNIE, away ? 
The wealthy farmer’s freckled | The only art her 
_framp, | Enable her to lift her head, lover 
A little narrow-chested ninny! [jump!|And show her false white-chokered 
Into Pound’s pond I’ll go and! Shewon’tsing ‘‘ Willow,” is—to wed! 





fap: no, Miss Mices and he might 
chuckle 


ief to cover, 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


THERE is one line in our Mr. Du Maurren’s fascinating and fantastic novel, 
Peter Ibbetson, which every author should frame and hang up before his eyes in 
his study. "Tis this, and ’tis to be found at page 217, Vol. ii. :— 

“ Write anyhow! Write for the greatest need and the greatest number.” 

** This is business,’ quoth the Baron, ‘‘ and Peter who passed so much of his 
life asleep seems, when not dreaming, to be uncommonly wide awake.” 

A dainty book indeed for a Christmas nt is The Vision of Sir Launfal, 
by James Russeit LoweEtt, published by Gay any Brap—lively names these— 
but ought to have been Gay anp Lark. There is an interesting portrait of 
the Author as he was in 1842. 

“* My ‘Co.,’” quoth the Baron, ‘‘ deponeth finaly, as to Calendars generally, 
—not, however, including the one-eyed Kalendar of the Arabian Nights,—that 
Marcus Warp, mark us well, comes out uncommonly strong, specially in the 
* Boudoir’ and also in the ‘ Shakspeare’ Calendar, which latter hath for every 
day in the year ‘a motto for every man.’ Methinks this pretty well wipes off the 

i score, which includes New Year gi 

** Now as to books,””—continues the ‘*here let me say that my favourite 
pocket-books, not specially for Christmas, but for all times and seasons, are those 
excellent travelling companions provided by Cassety’s National Library, 
Brappury anp Acnew’s Handy Volume Scott and Si e, and KouTLEDGx’s 
P Library, all really portable, and printed in the type. These be 
welcome mts to ‘constant readers.’” The Baron presents his *‘ man 
grateful s,” to quote our worthy Rossow Roosrum Pasa, to a kind friend, 
poet, scholar and judicious critic, who, from the North, sends the Barona seasonable 

t of a volume of poems, published by Hotpzn, of St. Andrew’s, N.B. 
“ Quoth Mr. Wace, ‘quite a ar eh Fk by a hold ’un ”—passuns), 


— oo Scarlet Gown, watten © i. R. F. a oy ee — gis 
e Calverley vein, the rhymi e jing easan e 
lines , and the su Y fresh. The ipel bite oll te i ly appresiated 

smen. Everyone will enjoy ‘‘ The a , the Adventures of 
a Poet.” Cantabs especially will sym with the of ‘‘ The Delights of 


New Year and 
x~ WORMS. 


here ’s to the poet in the wassail bowl; a Ha 
Tux Joviat Baron DE 


a Murray Christmas to him,” says 
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MR. PUNCH DRINKS TO THE OLD YEAR! 

















GP NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of an 
tm uo case bo setarned, net oven when acsnmpanied ty 6 Gtamped and Addseseed Buvelope, Coven, or 
there will be no exception, 
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Ancient Milliner (The), 241 

“* Angels and Ministers of Grace!” 135 

“ Annals of a Very Quiet Family,” 161 
Annals of a Watering- ge 2 141, 192 
Another Strike threatened, 


ar ‘oa to dew Ny ‘st, 72, 258, 


Anti-Hiss-trionic Bird (An), 801 
Apparently Hard Case (An), 284 


Appro; tion, 158 
from the Spanish (The), 159 
Arming the Amazons, 270 
*Arry in Rome and is Lane, 203 
‘Arry on a hoa ys it, 76 
*Arry on Arrius, 
“ As Good asa na better, "188 
** As he'd Like it,” 162 


ae 


t the Door; or, Paterfamilias and ead 


1 
Bishop and the Sea-Serpent (The), 3038 
Bitter 4 of the British Boukmaker 


ia 
Bitter cry of the Outcast Choir-Boy 


Nore Mang uare, 
Blac to SI 57 
Blendimus! 215 ‘ito 

School Christmas (A), 287 
“ Book of Barleaque ° (A), 16 
174 


the Father of the Man 192 
Association (The), ee 
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Canine Sagacity, 108 

Capless Maid (The), 68 

Carmen Culisarium, 409 

Caught by the Classics, 215 

Chantrey Bequest & la Mode de Lisle 
(The), 1 


Chazle: e and I, 161, 185 

Chili Pickle (A), 219 

Christmas Carol (A), 809 

Christmas Numbers, 291 

Civil Service Exhibition, 257 

Common Complaint (A), #1 

Compulsory Greek, 117 

Conquered ‘* Worth " (The), 1538 

Contribution towards Nursery Rhymes, 
225 


Coquette of the Period (The), 117 
* Correct Cards, Gents |” 205 
Creditable Incident in the Next War (A), 


7 
Cricket Paradox (4), ‘as 
Cutting Remarks, 23 
ee Somsthing Near it, 21 
hic Vade Mecum (The), 95 
- "Die ‘ower, 279 
Difference (The), 63 
* Dilemma ” (The), 6 
** Disappointment of December" (The), 150 
| Doetor Laurie, 165 
| Doggerel by a “‘ Disher,” 147 
Domestic Cookery, 168° 
Drawing the Badger, 230 
Dwarfs in and about London, 155 
Ecnoes from the Labour Commission, 249 
“ Egyptian Pet” (The), 246 
Election Echo (An), 258 
Flevating Exhibition (An), 251 
id, Home, and Beauty |” 204 
Eng! as she is Sung, 288 
nglish Opera as pt isn't Sung, 257 
Entertainment,” 120 
Bathastesn 2 la Russe, 50 
Essay in Reviewing (An), 189 
Essence of Parliament 11, 23, 85, 47, 59, 


70 

Evolution of Tommy's Private School 
Report 204 

Exit la Claque, 84 

Extremes Meet, 153 

FaLien Leader nat 191 

Family Ties, 1 

tr and 

Fire Ki 5 Abate ies (The), 14 

- Piret-Chase “ Se lll 

Follow the Baron ! 269 

For the Benefit of Zoilus, 60 

a the Great at Burlington House, 


Free and Independent, 208 

“ French as she is Spoke,” 89 

French as she is “ Writ,” 231 

Friendly Tip to the Fighting Factions, 276 
From a Very Occasiona! Correspondeut, 93 
From Bright to Dull, 179 

From it Africa, 119 

From Grandolph the Explorer, 61 

From Mashonaland, 239 

Garnicx School (The), 167 


Genuine Regret (A), 108 
Georgian Era at the Alhambra (The), 255 
German Emperor going Nap (The), iv 
Gilbert & Beckett, 195 
Glory at the Lowest Price, 261 
** Good-bye, Grandmamma |" 30 
Good New “ Times” (The). 269 
G. P and the G. P, O. (The), 191 
“ Gray's Elegy” Amended, 198 
“ Great Scot |” 61 
Great Twin Brethren (The), 177 
Grouse that Jack Shot (The), 147 
Guzzling Cure (The). 181 
HANWwELiian Prize Competition, 41 
** Hanging Theology,” 1’ 
Hard Lines for Him. 233 
Harrying Our Hakimas, 201 
“ Have we forgotten Gordon?” 
“Helps” and Whelps, 93 
| Henley Regatta, 21 
Her Vivlets | 57 
Hide and Seek, 171 
His Greatest Pleasure, 308 
Hit and Miss, 48 
Holiday Fare in Cornwall, 149 
Home, Sweet Home! 198 
Honours Divided, 156 
* Hotel me, gentle Stranger |" 159 
How it’s Done, 264 
How to be Popular, 84 
| How to Spend a Huliday on Scientific 





78 


Principles, 77 
| Hygeia Off the Scent, 1/6 
Hyjinks and Hygiene, 89 
Hypnotised Lobster (The), 289 
Ipentan-Hibernian, 78 
Idije and the Industrious Apprentice 
(The), 222 
If the Fashion Spreads, 228 
Ignorant Bliss, 181 
Illegal Fictions, 291 
‘Til-luminants | 57 
Imperial and Operatic, 83 
Imperial Impressions, 35 
| Imperial Stage-Manager (An), 251 
“In Cellar Deep,” 159 
| International Nursery-Tale Congress, 173 
In the Name of Charles Dibdin, 61 
lo Triumphe ! 237 
James Russell Lowell, ¢3 
Jawful News! 160 
Jeames’s Summary, 42 
Jolly July, 27 
Journal of a Rolling Stone, 156, 168, 180 
Jubilee Greeting (A), 234 
Just Caught the Post! 182 
KATHLEEN and Petruchio, 282 
Keep Watch | 177 
King of the Beasts (The), 141 
* Knot”-ical Story of Drury Lane (A), 125 
Kurds and Away! 65 
Laissez Faire, 193 
Larks for Londoners, 61 
Last of the Canterbury Tales (The), 156 
Latest from Bobby (The), 228 
i (The), 158 


Latest Weather-wise Doggere' 
“ Latiné Doctes,” 75 
Leaves from a Candidate's Diary, 4, 39,73 
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Le Roi (en Gargon * Vorage, ‘ Sane, 89 
Lesson from the E, (A), 8 
Letters to Tbetraciong 17, 25, "36, 184, 


216, 229, 258 
Libert; aor Theenen, 38 
Light nduct in Siaveaty Bodies, 239 
Lines by a Lewisham Witler, 114 
Lite: Intelligence, 239 
Lite Srenger (A218 
* Dione, ay 10 


London 
Distance Bion” (A), 66 

Lord Lytton, 267 
Lost op nity (A), 291 
Lover's Complaint (A), 81 
Lullaby of an Infant Speculator, 221 
Mawwers of Our re (The), 108 
Many Happy Returns! 1 
Marlowe at Canterbury 145 
“* Masher's Answer” (the), wi 
Mask on a Mask (A 
Matter of Course (A 
Mayor and an ag! Hiner (A), 2789 
Medicinal Music, 1 
Memo! of Milton (The). 231 
Mems from Monkey-land, 262 
Men of the Past, 167 
Meredithomania, 49 
Metropolitan Minotaur (The), 28 
Miss Decima-Helyett-Smithson-Jackson, 

84 


Miss Nomer, 12 

Modern “ Bed of Procrustes " (The), 138 
Modern Cagliostro (The), 155 

Modern Traveller 6), 78 

Modern Types, 5 

Money makes the Man, 177 

Monti the Matador, 48 

More Excitement in Paria, 149 

More Messages from the Mahatm:, 123 
Moth-eaten, 68 

Motto for the Moment, 191 

Mr, Clip’s A ri , 101 

Mr. Punch Explains, 2 

Mr. Punch's Anti-Labour Congress, 102 
Mr. Punch’s Naval Novel, 160 

Mr. Punch's tation-Book, 2 
——— ervion of a Music - Hal)! 


Musical Reamtics (A), 147 
Music of the Spheres (The), 177 
Nakep Truth (The), 276 

Name Wanted, 906 

Naval Note, 137 


——" ** At Home ;” 
- nited, 90 


ew Crusaders (The), 2 
New Election ‘‘ Lay” (A), 45 
New Evangel (The), 179 
New Leader (A), 61 
New Ni 267 
New Tory Nursery Rhyme, 61 
oon Piediling i ofa _ (A), 165 


Note 8 Quer (A), 147 
"Nothing Trath,” 126 
- Nothing in the Tepue 1” 106 


or, Neighbours 
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Nothingflike Labour, 239 

Nothing New, 171 

md Nothing sneceeds like” 

Not Quite Polite, 87 

“ Now you ‘re Quite the Gentleman |” 266 

Ope to a Barometer, 106 

Off. Portamouth Phrase-Book (The), 281 

Off to Masheriand, %, 15, 29, 41, 83 

Old Doggerel Re-dreased, 114 

Old Joe and the New (The), 210 

Old School Buoy (An), 93 

Old Times Revived, 240 

Omitted from Portrait Gallery at the 
Royal Nava! Exhibition, 63 

Only Fancy ! 201, 200, 217, 2460, 245, 264, 
278, 279, 305 

Only One (The), 27 

On the Bridge! 64 

“On the Hyp ”-notist, 275 

On the Marlowe Memorial, 156 

Operatic Birds, 66 

Operatic Notes, 37 

Opportunity (An), 277 

Our Booking- Office, 84, 95, 99, 144, 145, 179, 
180, 218, 225, 262, 267, 265, 281, 280, 309 

“ Our Children’s Bara,” 77 

Our Real Desideratum, 155 

Our Own Financial Column, 217, 233, 249, 
261, 275, 288 

Oysterleas, 205 

Oysters (not) for Ever! 169 

Pawwick in Gildhall (A), 298 

— Shepherd to his Love (The), 


-Saccession ? 6 


Peal. 4 A. the Purple, 285 

Penny nch —Twopence British, 96 

Flaygoer's “ Last Word” (A), 186 

Politesse, 

Popular Songs Re-Sung, 167, 204, 276, 297 

Possible Explanation, 267 

Pretty Simpleton (The), 225 

Prince (The), 49 

** Prodigy Son “ (The), 216 

Programme of the Cyclopwdic Circus, 285 

Protected Female (The), 218 

“ Pages” and “ Mugs.” 99 

Purchase Officer's Guide to the Army 
(The), 12 

Queer Christmas Party (A), 301 

Queer Queries, 4, 5, 36, 49, 87, 106, 285 

Quelching Quelch, 24 

Queries for Cambridge Exam. Paper, 296 

Queries for Candidates (L.C.C.), 225 

Quite a Libel'y Prospect | 251 

Quite a Little Novelty, 89 

Quite a New Spec, 23 

Quite Fabulous, 265 

Ratner Vague, 243 

Raven (The), 206 

Real Burning ~ a (A), 197 

Real Treat (A), 

Reflection by a = Reader, 191 

Remonstrance (A), 193 

Resignation, 68 

* Revolted Mortimer,” 

Rhyme at Rhyl, 195 

Riding the Pig, 50 

Robert on the Coming Sho, 219 

Robert on the Hemperers Visit to the 
City, 5, 16 

Robert on the Lord Mare's Sho, 243 

Robert Sees the Photografl taken, 65 

Robert's Future, 118 

Robert's Romance, 129 

Romance in Numbers (A), 183 

Rule of Three (The), 59 

Rusticus Expectans, 279 

Sare Novel (A), 297 

‘Save me from my Friends!" 169 

Scott (anything but) Free, 30 

Seaside Asides, 108 

“Semper Eadem,” 78 

Setting their Caps at him, 62 

Shakspeare and North, not Christopher, 2 

Shilling in the Pound Wise (A), 45 

Silence and Sleep, 183 

Smoked Off! 45 

Solomon Pell in all his Glo: 

Some Circular Notes, 88, 
148, 148 

Some London “ Fiends,” 197 

Song in Season (A), 113 

Songs of the Unsentimentalist, 24 

Song that Broke my Heart (The), 75 

Sonnet of Vain Desire (A), 166 

Sphinx and the Stick ), 273 

Stolen Pictures (The), 39 

Storicules, 97, 120, 182, 135, 149, 178, 228 

Story Out of Season (A), 101 


158 


, 119 
05, 109, 12), 


Straight Tip to Canadian “ Cross Coves,” | 
179 


Suggestion (A), 213 

Suitor Resartus, 267 

Supplementary and Geamaen, 87 

Surrey A B C (The), } 

“ Sweet little Cherub eo sits up aloft” 
(The), 254 

Tax for Travellers, 177 

Tea in Ten Minutes, 171 

Telling the Wasps, 141 





Terrible Tale (A), 73 
Theory and 


. 

Voces Populi, 9, 18, 28, 60 
Voices of the Night, 181 
Vox et Preterea Nihil! 144 
Warrers’ Strike ), 145 
Wanted, a Word 
War in a Fog, 221 
Warlike Tale from the Pacific (A), 264 
Waterloo to Wey , 39 
Welcome, little Stranger | 289 
Well done, Dear! 59 
“ Wells, I never |" 287 
What hoe! Raikes! 75 
What is a “ Demographer “? 75 
What 's in a Title? 145 
“What will he Do with is?” 174 
Where are our ? 129 
“ Where is dat Barty now?” 171 

“ Whether” and the Parks (The), 32 
“ Who Breaks Pays,” 132 
Why should Merit wait? 145 
“ Whys "—Wise and Otherwise, 225 
William Henry Smith, 183 
“ Williams on Wheels,” 305 
“ Will you, won't you?” 242 


Without the Compliments of the Season, 
297 


With the B. M. A. at Bournemouth, ¢4 


i ae 





“ Won't Work |” 74 

Worth Noticing, 84 

Wrong of Searc’ ), 58 
Yocne Grandolph’s Barty, 205 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 


“ Arren You!” 199 

Arming the Amazons, 271 

“As he'd Like it,” 168 

Awakening of Father Christmas; or, A 
Call to Alms (The), 307 

Canadian “ Search- Light” (The), 115 

“ Dilemma ” (The), 7 

sad nm Pet” (The), 24 

“ Eng , Home, and Boonty 1” 295 

Family Ties, 187 

“Good-bye, Grandmamma |” 31 

“ Have we forgotten Gordon?” 79 

Idle and Industrious Apprentice (The), 
223 


Jeames's Summary, 43 
Jubilee Greeting (A), 235 


Mr. Punch’s Anti-Labour Congress, 103 

Neptune's “ At panes " or, Neigh- 
bours United, 9 

“Nothing but ey Truth,” 127 

On the Bridge ! 55 

Triple —- tah 19 

T it on 
nee the Tables,” 151 
“What will he Do with it?” 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 


ApDveRTISsEMENTS in Church, 63 

Alice in 7 26 

on Arrius, 

Aunt Jane on Family Weddings, 207 
Balfour on the Irish Pig. 50 
Barristers Sketching in on 308 
Blue-Ribbonite for Once only, 90 
Blue-]ibbonite’s Glass of Champagne, 27 
Boiling the Porcelain Nest-Egg, 165 
“ Breezy Brighton,” 262 
Bumble Kicks the Drainage Petition, 170 
“ Burying the (Railway) Hatchet,” si 
Butler's — of Sir Pompey’s Cham- 


pagne, 1 
Bayliss a Tie for a Wedding, 188 

Captain Shaw, the Fire King, 14 
Cave of the Winds (The), 122 
Chamberlain and the Primrose Lady, 266 
Chappie and Old Deer-Stalker, 267 
Christian Czar and the Heathen Chinee, 86 
Clergyman and a Bereaved Mother, 138 
Cockney Sportsman and the Starlings, 215 
Combat between Water and Wine, 201 
Comic Amateur in a Country House, 114 
Contralto Singer and Music Publisher, 219 
Country Hostess and French Baron, 
County Council ae? the Minotaur, 338 
Cricket at Lord’s, 46 
Cyclist Centaur of the Future (The), 160 
Dail we Weather-Young-Woman 

(The), 133 
Dentist’s Patient in Operating-Chair, 195 
Devoting Swiss Tour to Lawn- Tennis, 186 
Disappointed and Successful Artists, 39 
Doctor and Nurse, 258 





— Room Smelling of Tobacco- 

Dewing the he Goschen Badger, 230 

Election Fever—Victim's Vicissitudes, 286 

Electric Light and the Householder, 98 
~ 4 Horse, 287 


Equestrian 
Ethel “ Not at 


Father reading Son's School 
Fergusson Catching the Post, 1 
Floods (The), 250 
Garden Party on a Wet Day (A), 54 
Gentleman on a juror’s form, Lang 
a Reason for not admiring 

ng, 171 
German Emperor and of War, 158 
German Emperor's Visit ), 4 
German Exhibition Hero (A), 192 
Goddess of the ine, 162 
G. O. M. and East Dorset Election, 285 
Grandmamma and Li Grandson, 210 
** Grandolph ad Leones,” 
Grandolph's 8: on for Parliament, 94 
Grandpapa and the Fortune-teller, 42 
Greek Protected Female (The), 218 
H >in ina Pond, 21 

unti 
Inebriated Old Gent and British Asso- 


ciation, 106 
Irish Sportsman’ Rebellious Dogs, 74 
John Bal aud Electric Ariel, 254 


Lady Visitor and Mrs. Jones's Concert, 30 
Lady wanting to learn Zenana Stitch, 111 
Lady wearing a Gentleman's Coat, 147 


Lightly-Stepping 
Little Maid and a Toysho 
Lord Chancellor and 
Mature Siren and Lady 
Middle-A Ladies’ Amenities, 275 
Miss Parliamentina puts her House in 
Order, 82 
Mr. and Mrs. Jones on Matrimony, 102 
. Punch at the Potteries, 238 
. Punch Drinks to the Old Year, 310 
. Panch in Ireland, 142 
. Punch in Wales, 154 
. Punch on the Irish —.. ~ 
. Panch on Tour in Yorkshire, 2 
. Punch Thanking the henry “a 
. Punch visits Scar h Spa, 118 
Mrs. — ne “ Chef-d’ceuvres,” 239 
Newspa’ ulties, y 
Old Cycli ist ro Roughs 
Old Tabby of a uae inten, 306 
Old Lady and the Cricket Club, 159 
Only One Young Lady at Home, 207 
Optical Illusion in dys Orchestra, 
Parliamentary Bees on the Wing, 71 
Parliamentary Night-Birds, 16 
Parliamentary "s Holiday (The), 118 
Paterfamilias Starting for the Meet, 282 
Patient's Vision of Dentist’s Forceps, 70 
Peer and the Salmon (The), 183 
Percy and Miss Fitzogre’s Nose, 284 
Plain Country Gentleman and 203 
Poster for the next German Exhibition, 190 
Promising Four-Year-Old Hunter > 298 
Punch and the Prince of N. 
Quick-Change Chancellor ), 290 
rs Revolt against County Coun- 
cil, 263 
Raven at the War-Office (The), 
Rector’s Wife and Oe oes, 243 
Reminiscence of the ydet — (A), 226 
Ritchie's Work for Bumble, 1 
Royal (Olympic) Divorce (A), 187 
Russian Em and 


mperor blics, 62 
Rustic Voter and Party River, 278 
Sailors in the Back- 2 

Senior and Junior 279 

Sentry ‘‘ coming out of his yy ” 255 
a Gladstone Piping to Agrieul- 
Slipping down «fond a 


spp eae 


Swell 8 Dimcalty eer a Faeck $0 
wiry by and Laconic Waiter, 179 
Singer and 45 
Swell’ . Idea of seeing “ L’ 
"18 


d 
Thames Embankment as it 
Tiff between Two Bards 


man, 10 
Witness, 242 
87 


sir ac nt 
Sir Rickard 2 





LONDON: BRAOBURY AoNEW, & co. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI—Decemazr 26, 1891. 


SS ee 


Under the protectorate of His Royal Highness the Prince Regent and the honorary 
presidency of His Royal Highness Prince Ludwig of Bavaria. 


VI" GRAND INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION oF FINE ARTS 


from June lst until the end of October. 


Term for delivery of works in Munich from 


1892 
MUNICH 


BAVARIA 
R. CRYSTAL PALACE. 





























April ist to 15th. 








UAM-VAR 
WHISKY. |: 


THE FAMOUS OLD SCOTCH. 
TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 
USED IN THE PALACE AND THE SHIELING. 
THE BEST FOR CAMP, MOOR, OR LOCH. 


Highest Awards. 
Recommended by the Medical Faculty. 


INNES & GRIEVE, EDINBURGH and LONDON. 





THE 


G. BS. 
DIABETES WHISKY 


Contains no Sugar. Is not stored in Sherry Casks. 
For DIABETES, GOUT, & XIDNEY COMPLAINTS. 
“Certainly seems to deserve its name.” —Lanxcer. 
48s. per Doz. 
CARRIAGE PAID. 


GEO, BACK & CO., 
Devonshire Square, London. 


CARLTON 


HIGHLAND MALT 


WHISKEY. 


ELEVEN YEARS OLD. 
GOLD MEDAL, CALCUTTA EXHIBITION 1881. 
| 2s. the Gall.; Ss. the Doz. 
Canaioe Par. Caen Oxcr. 
A single bottle, as a sample, will be sent S pes free 
to any on receipt of P.O. for 4s. 8d. 


RICHD. MATHEWS & CO., 
24 and 25, Hart St., Bloomsbury, W.C. 


Soild by all pone, Mencuants throughout 
Ixb: id the Coton izs. 








WELCOME ALWAYS, 
KEEP IT HANDY, 
GRANT'S MORELLA 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


OF ALL DEALERS. 
Be sure and ask for GRANT'S, and don't be put of 





with inferier makes. 
COLDEN BRONZE HAIR. 
aries fe Hale ts cats bp ine 


Fee alt eae? 











LIQUEUR OF THE 


Git. CHARTREUSE. 


Liqueur, which has 
a so a into pablle favour on 
neues of 


Digestion "and fo ite we 
Grete baeteket Avena tee 


wsceabi es Sole 
%, Goutehed' Priars, London, BE. 





J. EXSHAW & 60.S 


FINEST | OLD BRANDY. 
69s. per dos ap Siese as imported. 
T. W. Srarizrox & Co., 208, Regent Street, W. 





THE REAL “CUP © KINDNESS.” 


Blendings of the yg BRANDS of 
Highest Classes of Fine Old Whiskies, in their 
sg — ok, ta as produced in Scotland, absolutely 


with, Maronep im Suanny Casxs. 


OS 


Exquisite Blendings—So = 
nious in combination—Possessi 
character so novel and so entirels | 
their own that they may fairly 
claim the very first place among 
= h-class stimulants. Clever 
es pronounce them “unique 
be ordered 
erchant or 


B 










- unrivalied.’ 
——— —_ Wine 
prey a or will be forwarded direct. 
y| See that the Corks bear the re- 
speewres pee of Stars indicat- 
ing oo —** Gold Capsules, 
Xs Blue Capsules, 45s 
4 be Green Capsules, 42s doz. 
KO 8 is sold in Square White 
Bottles (6 to the gallon), labelled 
and  E-TE the quality bein 
notifi a small label on eac 
bottle. ases charg 2s. per 
dozen, allowed for when re- 
turned, and ls. per dozen allowed 
0 8 bo 





. carriage paid 
he United King- 
dom, on receipt of 4s. 6d., 4s., an 


‘ 3s. 6d. respectively. 
PEASE, SON & CO., LEITH, SCOTLAND. 
we end Addresses, LONDON and ‘DARL INGTON 
blished 1808. (Please mention “ Punch” when 
ordering.) Carriage paid on orders of One Dozen 
and upwards. 








FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 





TENERIFE {fats ) CIGARS. 


08 FEDE 
‘ous Weed tafe novel = ia, ‘Aroma roa | 
fot Del Neate. (Awarded Gold Medal and Dipl 
sa beet cei); tie ont , 1s. 9d. and 28. 3d. ( 


17s. and 71s. per 100, Post Free. 
BEWLAYT & (0. (Ltd.), 49, Strand, W.C. ; 74, Strand 
(Rast India House), and 14d, Cheapside, B.C bon 1700. 


CHUBB’S 
SAFES 


WILL PREVENT 


JEWEL ROBBERIES. 


Paice List Sunt Fars. 
128, QUEEN VICTORIA STREET, EC. ; 
68, ST. JAMES’S STREET, Pall Mall, London. 














Sold b 
shoul 
Hoge ; 
Baker ; Rotterdam, Santen Kolff. 


THOMAS POWELL, 


BALSAM 
ANISEED, 


For COUGHS, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS, &c. 


Chemists throughout the world. No family 
be without it. Paris, Neral, berts, 
Pharmacie Delacra: Geneva, 
Established over 
Prepared only by 


Blackfriars Road, London. 


Brussels, 


) years. 



















A TOILET POWDER 


POR THE 


COMPLEXION. 
ALSO FOR 
THE NURSERY, 
ROUCHNESS OF 
THE SKIN, 
AFTER 
SHAVING, 










erfumers, &c. 
Wholesale, R. HOVENDEN 
& SONS, Berners Street, W., 









and City Road, E.C., Lowpom. 












Gold Medal Medals, 


JOSEPH GILLOTT’S PENS. 


Paris, 1878: 1889. 





The new (very large Barrel Pen) ‘MAMMOTH QUILL,” No. 1001, three in Box 
No. 1001 Gilt, tw« 


with Holder, 2s. ; 





Sir CHAS. CAMERON, rr LD., eays ~ 


‘An Excelle nt Foo 


PATENT AIR-TIGHT TINS. 


NEAVE’S FOOD = 


BEST AND CHEAPEST. 
Dr. BARTLETT, Ph.D., ¥.C.5., says :—* The Plesh and I 


» in Box with Holder, ' 2s. 


~d to the o wants of infants.’ 


ably adapt 


¥. STABLISHED 1825 
ne forming constitucats are far above the 





avcrage of the best Parinaccons Food 





THE CENTRAL COMMITTEE. 





"0 GAVE THE TEETH, USE DAILY 


THOMPSON and CAPPER’S 


DENTIFRICE 
WATER 


Beautifies and Preserves the Tres 
™ a Sweet Fragrance to the Hazara 
ng and aobene to the Mourn. 
And takes away smell of Tonacco 
N.B.—The success of this the first liquid Dentifrice 
made in has led to many twsvnior 
imitations. is necossary for purchasers to see 
T. 4&0." pL band on each Hottie 
Bottles, ls. 6d., 2s. Gd., 4s. 6d., and Ss. 6d., of all 
Chemists and Stores, or sent, post free, from 
6, BOLD STREBT, LIVERPOOL, 


C. BRANDAUER & CO.’'S | 
CIRCULAR POINTED 


smawact DENS 


the points being roueaed 
by a new process. Seven 
C.BRANDAUERS CY 
IRCULAR 
ct 


Vrize Medals awarded. 
Attention is also drawn to their new “ Gradua 
Series of Pens,” one pattern being made in 4 « 
















of flexibility, and each in 3 widths of po 
ssorted Sample Box of either series, é¢., or b 
post for 7 camys from the Works, Biamin “ 


BRIN SMEAD PIANOS, 


BRINSMEAD PIANOS 
JOHN BRINSMEAD & BONS, 
Pianoforte Makers to H.K.M. the P vies ons 0 
16, Wigmore Strect, W ste ree 
Established over halfa contary 





DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA 


Yor ACIDITY or rur STOMACH, HEARTHURN, 
MEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Bold throughout the World 








HOWARD 


BEDFORD 
| BOOMER PRESSES. 














FEVERS 


WRIGHT Sz 

COAL 
TAR. 
"=" SOAP 
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JD ERSONAL civilisation is only begun when we dress well, use good 
language, compute eclipses, analyse soaps, make roads, paint 


pictures, build houses, and print a/lvertisements. 


Personal civilisation is making the most of the man and woman, 


boy and girl—but better begin with the baby. 


The baby isn’t. spoilt; that is more than ought to be said of the 


rest of us. 


What we want is a morning bath, a thorough scrubbing; we ought 


not to think we are up till we’ve had it. 


A baby brought all the way up on PEARS’ SOAP would be 
more of a man or woman than we, poor creatures, can comprehend. 
There is no excess of fat, no excess of alkali left in it—in PRARS’ 


SOAP we mean, not in the baby. 


The baby would need no doctor, for he or she would be healthy; 
or teacher, for he or she would be wise. And healthy and wise are 


good, happy, and beautiful. 


So PEARS’ SOAP-—bccause it is nothing but soap, no free fat or 
free alkali in it—nothing but soap—is the means of personal civilisation. 
Begin with the baby, if not too late; but better late than never; and 


never too late to mend. 


Begin with the Baby. 













































































. », Loraine Read, im the im the County of Middl , at the » Otices of Messrs. Kradbury, Agnew, yee 
Lomberd ptreet, in the Preciuct of eT ee re ee es st. bride, City of Londen Bancenen bameber te 


W/L 8626 Sv. tht 



























